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PART ONE



Chapter 1


I lay sweating, face down on the loose sand. Small weeds, crushed against me, pushed through my light clothing and made me itch all over. But I couldn't scratch, couldn't even move, because I knew the Japanese attack was going to come at us from over the hill at any second. I pressed hard into the warm grit and listened to my heart thud, tightening my trigger finger on my Thompson. I looked to my right and left. All of the guys were ready, coiled like fine-tension wire.
And then it came, wild shrieks from the enemy, charging over the crest, right at us.
"Yankee dogs, you die! Yankee dogs, you die!"
"Banzaiiii! Banzaiiiiiii!"
Just listening to it sent chills deep into my gut. We stayed cool and held our fire until they were only about twenty feet away. Then, standing up in plain sight, I threw a grenade and opened fire, yelling, "Take that, you dirty Jap bastards!" With quick expulsions of air from the side of my mouth, I made the Thompson come alive, letting it jump in my hands.
But I should have fired from cover. I was stupid. Suddenly there was a thud on my chest, and with the utmost majesty and grace I spiraled down to the sand, face up to the sun, dead.
"Hey, Joey! You cheated! That's not a grenade, it's just a hunk of old ice plant!" yelled Donnie.
"Yeah!" It was Louie's voice. "Only the heart of the ice plant can be a grenade. We all said so!"
I became undead and got up, dusting off sand from the vacant lot. "What's the matter?"
"Joey's tryin' to kill us all with ice plant. He's not doin' it right," came the cry.
Colonel Carlson's raid on Makin Island stopped in mid-battle while we argued about the merits of ice plant leaves versus ice plant hearts. I was for the heart, because a leaf didn't even look like a grenade. Besides, if it was too gushy when it hit you your mom would give you hell.
Our raider battalion, some twenty strong, was usually at half strength because we could never find any other neighborhood kids to play the Japs, and so we had to split ourselves up. I was mad because I had done such a beautiful job of dying and nobody had even noticed. I was a master at it, a real master. Everybody said so.
We argued until five o'clock, when it was time to go home and get Captain Midnight's secret message on our decoders, received after forcing clown about two tons of Ovaltine and sending in the labels. Then it would be time for Jack Armstrong, Sky King, and Superman, with the Lone Ranger, Red Ryder, and the Cisco Kid on after dinner, followed by the San Francisco Seals baseball game.
We decided to put off World War II so that we could don our leather flight helmets and find out what would happen in the next episode of Captain Midnight a full day before the poor kids whose mothers made them drink plain old cocoa.
Later in the evening, safe behind my locked bedroom door, I would practice my favorite secret pastime. I was still normal then, and my sex life started just as the sex life of most eleven-year-old boys starts, by jacking off. I had become expert at it, sometimes shooting four times a day.
This was 1945, and eleven-year-old boys were not supposed to know much about sex. It was still a decade before the beginning of the age of enlightenment, with its sex education in school and casual mention in the media. Sex was still regarded as "dirty" and even polite conversations on the subject were taboo.
My father had -never mentioned the word bird to me, much less bee. What information I did pick up was in the form of dirty jokes from my friends, and they in turn received their information from me, who knew nothing.
For instance, I was fascinated by knockers. Although bulging sweaters and blouses gave me an immediate erection, I still wasn't sure just what a naked knocker looked like. Some knockers seemed to be very pointed and others were more round; some seemed to stick straight out, while others seemed to hang a bit. It was all most confusing to a curious young boy. To make matters worse, I was the son of a very modest lady, no part of whom other than face, arms, and legs had I ever seen bare. Not knowing the intricacies of the brassiere, I concluded that breasts were shaped just like the bra that held them, which at the time seemed reasonable. But if I was confused about knockers, the issue of cunts was still worse.
Of course, I had heard about them, all of the guys talked about -them. Nobody I knew even had a baby sister, since most of our fathers were in the service, so not one of us had actually ever seen one. Some of the guys thought that the navel became the cunt, and that this was where you were supposed to stick it in. I may have been naive, but I was not that far gone. I knew that girls had hair "down there," and after much laborious research, including all the dictionaries, encyclopedias, and ancient sex books I could find, I decided that the cunt was a round hole surrounded by a round patch of hair, located in the middle of the pubis bone.
This conclusion was not correct, but it led me to some delightful fantasies. At this age I still more or less hated girls, so my fantasies revolved around pictures of girls. This somehow detached them from the realm of womanhood enough to be desirable to a kid who still played guns and sent for Captain Midnight secret decoders.
This was before the age of Playboy and similar publications; pictures to masturbate by were hard to find. I was fortunate enough to come into proud ownership of a Varga calendar, which served my purpose remarkably well. I would retire behind the locked door of my bedroom, crawl under the covers with my Varga girl-of-the-month for 1945 (Miss June was a knockout, I used her much more than the others) and contemplate the impossibly high line of her knockers and the deep thigh lines diving between an over raised pubic area, which excited me greatly. I imagined the round hole in the middle, surrounded by hair. Inserting my swollen penis into that seemed like it might be a little uncomfortable. My erections were so straight up that the head of my penis touched my belly, and it was hard to think how you could keep it sticking straight out at a ninety-degree angle in order to get into that hole. I would rub against the sheets as I studied the calendar. I knew about kissing and sometimes lay with my chest and belly on a pillow to give the feeling that there was really a body under me. I would imagine kissing and holding the girl as I worked in her cunt. Not knowing much about girls, and not really thinking of them as human, it never occurred to me that they too had feelings. The thought that a girl might experience pleasure, or lack of it, from me never entered my head. I had never heard that girls too could come. After a couple of minutes of this erotica I would ejaculate, put the calendar back into my desk drawer, and remake my bed to cover the wet spot. Then, before going to sleep, I might repeat the whole thing, just using a mental image of the Varga girl, and again on awakening in the morning.
Only in retrospect do I realize how wise a woman was my mother. She changed my sheets once a week. Some weeks there might have been twenty or more little light brown spots on the sheets, plus a smell which she could not have failed to notice. Yet she never said a word to me. I never had visions of warts, or of my penis falling off, or of blindness. But I did feel a vague guilt, probably due to the seemingly forbidden nature of the whole thing, and I did worry that jacking off so much might wear me out by the time I was thirteen or fourteen.
I much preferred rubbing on the sheets to jacking off by hand. For one thing, it was easier and seemed more natural lying down; for another, the feeling of rubbing against the sheets, and the orgasm I attained by doing so, seemed to be much more intense than when I used my hand. Hand jack offs weren't bad, but they would sometimes cause a sore on the delicate skin of my penis from excessive friction. The one disadvantage of doing it on the sheets was that in a few minutes the pool of sperm I was lying on became cold and sticky. However, it seemed to dry quickly, and I, being drowsy from my orgasm, would usually drift right off to sleep.
After a while the Varga pictures bored me and I became more inventive. The best answer came in the Sunday funny papers. I had a real thing on Aleta, from the Prince Valiant comic strip. Also, some of the girls in the comic-section ads were pretty good. I especially liked the ski-sloped sweaters of the Doublemint Twins, and for a while they augmented my sperm-filled reveries.
It was at about this time that I discovered a foolproof method to avoid staining my sheets, the guilt from which was beginning to bother me considerably. I started using white wool sweat socks. I would take one and double it in on itself, pulling the toe up to the neck of the sock. It was soft enough to feel just great and thick enough not to let anything leak through. I was in heaven; I could give Aleta or one of the Doublemint Twins a good screw, and then just go blissfully to sleep. My penis would shrink and pull itself out of the sock and there would be no telltale yellow stains. In the morning I would hide the sock under my mattress and nobody would be the wiser. The only problem was that after several accumulations of sperm had dried in the wool it would become quite stiff, and when I entered it, it would hurt the hell out of me. Also, the sweetish smell became noticeable after several days. I began throwing the socks in the clothes hamper more often and the problem was solved.
Then one day I came into my first real information on cunts. By this time I had convinced most of my friends that a cunt was indeed a round hole in the middle of the pubis bone, so we all were probably masturbating to the same satisfying, if inaccurate, fantasies; that is, until George, one of our sex-maniac compatriots, came running up full of excitement. "Hey, guys! I saw one! I saw a real one! So help me!"
"What did you see, George?" we asked, feeling his exhilaration.
"A cunt! I saw a real cunt! And it don't look anything like we thought."
We all crowded around, everybody asking questions at once. Finally George got the story out. "I had to go to the John, so I went to the upstairs bathroom and opened the door. And guess what?"
"What?" we all whispered hoarsely.
"There was my mom, squatting over the toilet, right in the middle of a piss." He giggled. "And guess what?"
"What?" The tension was unbearable.
"It isn't a hole at all! It's a goddamn crack!"
"A crack?" We were incredulous.
"No shit, a crack. I goes from about here to about here, and the piss comes out about here." He drew a line with his finger on his own jeans.
"No shit?" we said.
"No shit!" he said.
This new bit of information threw me into a real tizzy of confusion. "Well, if it's a crack and not a hole, then where are you supposed to put your prick?" I asked.
"I'm goddamned if I know," George answered, shrugging helplessly. "All I know is what I saw, and I saw a real cunt."
He then filled us in on where the hair was and restated that he had gotten a damn good look, because his mother couldn't move to hide herself with the urine still coming out of her, and because he was too shocked to move or close the door.
Old George's burst of knowledge played hell with my fantasies. Instead of picturing a nice, neat hole, I had to imagine a rather nefarious crack that I wasn't sure what to do with. Also, the idea of mothers having cunts seemed strange to me. I had never thought of them as being equipped with such paraphernalia. It all was most unsettling.
The question of knockers also still remained unanswered. In my fantasies they were usually murky images, standing straight out like Egyptian pyramids. I never thought about things like nipples, and don't think I was even aware that girls had them.
Then came the moment of glorious revelation. I was selling Cub Scout raffle tickets to a nice middle-aged lady who wore a dressing gown. We were in the kitchen and she bent down to get some money out of her purse, which was on the floor. As she leaned over, the miracle happened, her left breast fell out. All of it. Right there in front of me, great big brownish nipple and all. Of course, she was embarrassed and tossed it right back in, but too late. I had seen everything.
When I told the guys the following day, I was a hero, held in awe by my less enlightened contemporaries because I had seen a real, live knocker.
Several weeks later an event occurred which, in my wildest fantasies, I would not have dared to hope for. My cousin Bernie, after a game of penny-pitch, had come into possession of a pornographic novel-, illustrated. Bernie often came over with his parents to visit, and occasionally stayed overnight. The instant we got to my room he told me to lock the door, which I did. He then produced from beneath his shirt what appeared to be a small, beaten-up magazine.
Bernie, who was my age, could scarcely contain his excitement. With a flourish he showed me the cover, which in faded print said, Slave Master. In the book were seven or eight photos of a man and a woman in various stages of copulation. Although they were blurred photos, they left no doubt as to what either a cunt or a knocker looked like, or where you were supposed to stick it, or how.
This was such heavy stuff that neither of us said much. We just sat on my bed, our hard-ons straining against our pants, and lusted over the pictures. Then we turned back to the first page and read the book thoroughly, giggling self-consciously when the sexual passages got very explicit. The book was written in the old porno style, and contained passages like, "He shoved his hot, throbbing tool deep into her clasping, juicy pussy and drowned her with torrents of his burning, evil cum." I mean, it was really pretty hot.
Later, after we had both gone to the John, for obvious reasons, Bernie told me that his mom often searched his room, and asked me if I would mind keeping Slave Master in my room. Mind? Was he crazy? I was ecstatic. Forgotten were Varga girls and Prince Valiant's sexy wife. I had pictures of a real cunt and knockers to use anytime I wanted, except when Bernie was around.
During the next few weeks I must have spilled ten gallons of ejaculate over that damn book. However, I was still a little puzzled because I couldn't figure out how that guy got his round prick into that straight crack. There was too much hair and the pictures weren't clear enough.
The book did have one good effect, though. After my initial infatuation with the pictures, I began transferring my mental images to real girls for the first time. And for the first time I thought about what it would be like to screw girls who I knew. Almost overnight, girls became attractive to me.
In the sixth grade, some had already developed large breasts, others had two little points sticking out of their blouses, and many others were still flat.
By the time I entered junior high I had become an expert in the art of mentally undressing girls. Under my intent gaze, dresses, blouses, and sweaters would disappear; bras would peel off and panties would drop. I would examine the vagina, the pubic hair, the ass, and the breasts. I spent so much time hard that my Levi's were developing a permanent bulge in front. Sitting in class, I would pick a girl, usually Jackie, who had an awful face but a great body, with large, pointy breasts. While supposedly studying the lessons of the day, I would slouch down in my desk chair and slip my hand into my pocket. Then I would mentally fuck Jackie, or whoever, until I had stroked myself to a quiet orgasm in my pants, knowing that the dark, heavy material of the Levi's would not show a stain. The wet even felt good in my underpants, and I didn't mind the smell.
Where we lived, in the Richmond district of San Francisco, the houses were built right against one another, with the garage on the ground floor and the living quarters upstairs. Because of the long garages, many people built rooms at the back and rented them out, all illegal, since it was usually done without benefit of a building permit from the city. Our backyard touched the backyard of the house on the next block and from my rear bedroom window I could look at the bedroom windows of that house. The people who owned the house had built a room downstairs, which they rented to two young working girls, and had put Venetian blinds on the windows.
Quite by accident one night I discovered that from the second floor of my house I could look right down the slats of their closed Venetian blinds and into the room itself. It was quite an experience for an impressionable young boy, now twelve years old, not because I was able to see the girls undress and walk around naked, which alone was good enough, but because they were lesbians and I had never seen or heard of such things.
I had a pretty good view of their bed, and my dad's binoculars made it much better. I watched them make love with the fascination of a scientist discovering a new life process under the microscope. One girl was kind of fat, but they both had pretty faces. I watched them sucking each other off (which seemed nauseating to me at the time), kissing and rubbing against each other with a wild abandon that I couldn't then understand. It gave a new stimulus to my fantasies as I pictured myself with them, positive in my knowledge that they would rather have me than each other.
It was great while it lasted, which wasn't very long. After about a month they moved out and the people who owned the house turned the room into a storeroom. I never forgave them.
Then I developed what I thought was a major problem. I began to grow tits. Being very narcissistic, I looked at myself often in the bedroom mirror, growing a tremendous hard-on and examining it from every angle. I borrowed my mother's tape measure and measured it carefully from top and bottom, not yet knowing that the time was coming when I would be considered "hung." I'd let it get half hard and curve down in a graceful arc; then I'd work it up again. It was all such fun.
Of course, I'd make muscles and imitate he-man poses, too. It was in the course of doing this that I noticed my breasts enlarging. My god, I thought, I'm growing tits, just like a girl. From that point on I would examine myself several times a day, and, to my horror, they seemed to be growing larger. I began to imagine all kinds of grotesque things. I would have to buy a bra. Everybody would laugh at me as some kind of freak. I wore loose-fitting shirts and walked hunched over, a condition which my mother blamed on my age. I worried constantly, and when I stripped for gym I put my sweatshirt on as quickly as possible to cover the awful evidence. I began thinking of how I could see my doctor about this embarrassment without my parents finding out.
And then the inevitable happened, I got sick and Dr. Hoffman was called to the house. He sat on the edge of my bed, felt the lymph nodes in my neck, and examined my eyes, ears, nose, and throat. Finally it came. "Open your pajamas," he said, taking out his stethoscope.
"What?" I said, feigning deafness.
"Open your pajamas," he repeated, his thick German accent showing impatience. The jig was up and I knew it. After all, I had only been thinking about seeing him. Now that he was actually on my bed, I had turned a quick chickenshit.
"Mine Gott!" he would say "You've got tits!" And he would probably say that I had some unpronounceable fatal disease. I got the pajamas open, and, cringing in fear, waited for the worst.
He took his stethoscope and put it on my left tit. Right on my left tit. "Breathe deeply," he said.
I breathed deeply, waiting for some sign of astonishment on his face as he noticed my deformity. There was none. He did my right tit, and then banged both tits a bit with his fingers. All he said was that I had a sore tin-oat, gave my mother some medicine for me, and left without so much as a word about my tits.
From that day on I went back to bare chest in gym class and elsewhere. Only years later did I learn that this was a common mental aberration among boys my age. With breast worry behind me, I went back to concentrating on the biggest problem at hand. Getting laid.



Chapter 2


Getting laid was no easy task for a guy my age. I mean, virginity was still treasured by my female contemporaries. Most of them hung on to their hymens for dear life, heeding their parents' warnings of a future of outcast depravity should they lose their virginity. Also, opportunities were limited. The boys still clung together in what the sociologists called peer groups and we called gangs, and so did the girls.
But I was growing up. By the time I was thirteen my puberty had almost pubed. I was shaving a rather heavy beard every day, my voice had lowered considerably, and my body took on the general characteristics of manhood long before most boys of my age.
Of course, we talked about getting laid all the time. Some of the guys told handsome tales of how they had fucked this or that girl in our class. I'm sure some girls lost their "reps" because of these rumors, based upon adolescent fantasies. Some of the guys, not quite willing to lie to such an extent, would say that some girl had wanted to do it with them, that they had gotten her stripped and everything, only to find out that she "had the rag on," since we now knew all about that. Thus, the boy would get sympathy for being so close to "scoring" and the girl would have her reputation saved by the grace of a little imaginary blood. That way nobody got hurt except the gullible fools who believed the tales and tried to date the girl in question, only to find that either her parents didn't let.her date yet, or if they did, to find a hard hand across their face when they got fresh.
We didn't spend all of our time thinking about sex. Just most of it. We all were very normal. We attended school, played at sports, pursued hobbies, spent time with friends and parents, etc. It was only the other ninety percent of the time that we concentrated on sex.
At our age there were two basic groups of boys. There were those who turned all of their energy to sports, memorizing the names, numbers, and batting averages of all the players in the major leagues and keeping meticulous track of all the player trades in the new pro-football circuit. We thought of those guys as retarded and frequently snickered at them in the hallways as they walked, uncaring, past beautiful sets of knockers, with their heads buried in sports books. Then there were the rest of us, who lived double lives; normal junior-high freshmen with our heavy secret lives of sexual daydreams, reveries, curiosity, and constant masturbation. We considered ourselves, with our knowing bullshit, to be the elite.
Looking back, it was a wonderful feeling not to know what it was like to make love to a woman. Imagination had free reign because the entire subject was still a big question mark in all of our minds. We knew about cunts and breasts. We had seen pictures. And we thought we knew how to do it. It was a combination of true innocence and wishful anticipation that I sometimes long for in the lonely hours.
Soon several things started my life on a new course, which ultimately was to remove me from my school friends and accelerate my maturing process tremendously. I was now thirteen. By the time I was fifteen I would regard boys of my own age as children, with whom I had nothing in common. Everybody I knew would be much older and I would find myself wise much beyond my years.
I was a smart little bastard with an IQ up in the genius range. Schoolwork bored me, but I devoured literature, art, and music like a goose being prepared for pate (another indication that I didn't spend all of my time jacking off).
It was in the field of music that I took off, with a lunge into drums and.other percussion instruments. I had great, natural rhythm and well-developed coordination. Two weeks after starting in the school band I had mastered the twenty-six rudiments of percussion and read music as readily as English. Recognizing this talent, my school music teacher recommended that my parents secure some first-rate private instruction for me, since my drumming abilities had already surpassed his. This they did, and for a while I had one of the best drum teachers in the Bay Area. In school, I was taken out of my beginners' class and put into both advanced band and orchestra with the exalted ninth graders.
The difference between the two classes was tremendous. Most of the students had been taking private lessons for five or six years. One of them even made the grade and became a noted concert violinist. Our teacher acknowledged that it was the most unusual orchestra he had ever led. While the beginning seventh-grade class was still learning to do scales without squeaking and hitting bloopers, the ninth-grade orchestra was performing the entire original score of Pinion's Rainbow, with the help of the choir and dramatics club, whose abilities unfortunately were not equal to ours.
It was during rehearsals for Finian that I got my first real go at a cunt. I began joking with Donna, a girl who sang in the choir. For several days, when the stage characters were rehearsing and the orchestra and choir were not needed, Donna and I sat next to each other in auditorium chairs and talked. Since only the stage lights were on, I began to hold her hand in the semidarkness and she held my hand back, eagerly. Never since have I received such a thrill just from holding hands. I had such a hard-on that I was sure I would come in my pants. When we had to go back and play I made a Groucho Marx dash, to have the security of the snare drum in front of my crotch.
One day shortly before the big performance we arrived in the auditorium early from lunch. Donna and I decided to explore the area backstage. We walked amid rows of ropes, pulleys, and guywires to a metal stairway, and, with bated eagerness, we decided that we should find out where the stairway led. She was wearing white bucks with white ankle socks, a navy pleated skirt, and a white middy blouse with a V neck. I followed her up, and I thought my erection would catch on one of the steep steps, as my face was practically in her ass. I could make out fine, blond hairs on her bare calves. At the top of the stairway was a passage which led to the stage lighting booth. The booth was empty.
Donna was a tall girl, about my height, and we kissed and held one another the second we got into the booth. I had never kissed a girl before, but luckily Donna seemed to have had some experience. She kissed as she had seen some of her screen favorite's kiss, turning her head sideways and putting her lips on mine, then just holding them there. Nevertheless, it felt heavenly. We had our arms around each other's waists and pressed tightly together. I could feel her breasts against my chest and my swollen cock pressing into the space between her legs. Without saying a word or moving her lips, she removed one hand and let it drop to her side for a minute. Then I felt it lightly against the side of my buttocks, as if it was resting there by accident. I bent her slightly and turned the front of my pants toward her hand. I was so excited I thought I might explode. It wasn't possible to turn all the way because of our position, so she obliged by moving her hand slowly, ever so lightly, to the front of nay pants, over my bulge. As we continued to kiss she increased the pressure of her hand until it was firmly against my cock. And then she began to rub. Panting with our lips together, I thought I would go crazy. It was actually happening to me. I was actually kissing a real girl while she felt my cock. I could hardly believe it.
Of course, I wanted to feel her,-too, but I didn't know whether to go for her tits, her cunt, or both. Still shy, I decided on tits. I put one hand to her neck. Slowly, I let it run down to the V of her middy and then inside the blouse. To accomplish this maneuver I had to turn my hand all the way around, leaving my elbow sticking up in the air. Damn! I was between her slip and her blouse. I pulled my hand up and let it slide down again, being careful this time to keep it in contact with her soft skin. I felt the lip of her bra, the swelling of her breast, and started to slip my hand in, when the damnedest thing happened. With her free hand she firmly grabbed my forearm and withdrew it from her blouse before I could get all the way inside of her bra. Hell. Here she was, with her hand rubbing my crotch, and she wouldn't even let me feel a little tit.
Still kissing, her hand still on my cock, I was perplexed. My mind raced to solve a barely formulated problem. If she wouldn't let me touch her tits, she sure as hell wouldn't let me go for her cunt. With my lack of knowledge and my obsession with sex organs, I reasoned that I had only three alternatives: tits, cunt, or cock. Since two were temporarily out of the question, I decided to try the third.
Thank God I was wearing gray cords with a zipper, instead of Levi's with those impossible buttons. I moved my hand down and put it on top of hers, pressing it still more firmly in-to my cock. No resistance. I removed my hand from hers and found my zipper. Still no resistance. I unzipped halfway. Still no resistance. I unzipped all the way and waited. She had slid her hand over to the side, feeling my shaft and rubbing slightly through my pants. I waited for her to put her hand into the opening, but it didn't move. Again making a choice, I put my hand into the opening and immediately ran into trouble. My prick had grown so big that I couldn't get it out through the little slit in the front of my jockey shorts. I struggled and struggled, but to no avail. The damn thing wouldn't budge. Finally, in desperation, I broke the kiss and bent over almost double to give myself room to move in front. Gratefully, it popped out and I resumed our kiss.
Donna's hand moved over slowly, just touching it at first, then stroking it with her fingertips, and finally grabbing and holding. Then something else strange happened. Her breathing became much harder, her arms tightened around me, and she pressed herself closer. What was this? Could it be that she was enjoying it? I couldn't figure it out.
I decided not to screw around with tits anymore. If she could feel mine, then I could feel hers; fair was fair. I put my hand directly up her leg and began groping at her crotch, through nylon panties. I could feel prickly little hairs sticking out through the material. To my surprise, Donna didn't resist. She began moving her hips back and forth and moaning softly. She liked it. She really, actually, liked it. I couldn't get over it; girls used fucking motions just like boys.
Elated by my success, I turned my hand and slipped a few fingers under the elastic of her panties. And there it was, resting against my hand, soft, pliable pubic hair and the lips of a cunt. A real honest-to-God cunt. Finally.
I moved my fingers to try to get one into her cunt. It was wet. It was wet and slippery. What the hell was going on here? Had she pissed in her pants? Her moaning became louder, her motions faster and more forceful. She spread her legs apart a little and seemed to be really enjoying it. I took my free hand and plunged it down the front of her blouse again. This time she didn't protest. I found her nipple and began squeezing, which was about all I could do inside the cramped quarters of her bra, with my elbow sticking up like a flagpole.
Meanwhile, my hand down below was turned inside out and backward. My circulation was going and it hurt like hell, but I didn't care. Just being able to touch a cunt was worth it. Anyway, I was still in trouble. There seemed to be all kinds of folds of flesh and hair, and every time I shoved into what I thought was a hole, it turned out not to be a hole.
Suddenly the problem solved itself. Donna rubbed a little too fast and a little too hard for just a second, but that was long enough. I shot off all over her hand and the front of her skirt. She said, "Oh, oh, oh," as it came squirting out, and broke our kiss to watch my ejaculation. She had the funniest look on her face. An expression of pleased triumph. I couldn't figure that out, either. She moved back to pull my hand away from her cunt, wherever it was, because even being right on it, I couldn't seem to get into it. I was almost relieved. My hand and wrist hurt so badly that my eyes were tearing.
Donna took a small hanky from the sleeve of her blouse and cleaned off the front of her skirt. On the way back downstairs she made me promise that I would never tell anybody, and of course I lied and said I would rather die first. Back in the orchestra pit I kept smelling my finger. It was a week before I washed my hands; the hands that had touched a real cunt. The whole experience didn't last ten minutes, and five minutes later I was letting the other guys in the drum section smell my finger. I wouldn't tell them who I had fingerfucked, but they all knew I had been sitting with Donna.
The following day I ran into her in the hall. She looked right at me and then walked by like I wasn't even there. It bothered me until I saw her at rehearsal. I asked her if she wanted to go up to the booth again.
"The booth?" she said incredulously, as though she had never been there, "I wouldn't be caught dead with you in the booth or anywhere else."
"Why?" I asked, becoming altogether confused.
"Why? Why didn't you tell me you were just a punk seventh grader? I thought you were a ninth grader, like me."
"What difference does it make?"
"Difference? Already my girl friends are kidding me about going with a baby. If I'd known you were only in the seventh grade, I never even would've talked to you, much less what I let you do up there." She pointed, blushing.
"Let me do?" I shot back angrily. "I seem to remember you were the one doing almost everything."
Coloring even more, she turned quickly and walked away. But I didn't care. I relived those blissful moments in the light booth many times in my fantasies, embellishing them a little each time.
In 1947 the Bay Area was dismantling its many military installations with tremendous speed. One of the biggest was the Mare Island Naval Shipyard at Vallejo, across the Bay. Vallejo became a boom town in the war and was known not only for its shipyards, but also for its many fine whorehouses, built to service our weary sailors and construction workers.
Our trumpet player, Hank, had an older brother who had a car. The Vallejo cathouses, as we called them, were a prime topic of conversation in our group, and Hank's brother decided that he would take a bunch of us little kids over there to get laid.
The house, an old wooden structure of 1920s vintage and painted a neat white, stood on a quiet corner. We parked, and walked slowly to the front door, surprised that there was no red light in the window. The five of us stood on the old, railed porch, each waiting for the other to make the fateful move and push the doorbell. Finally Hank's brother growled roughly, "Ahhh, you bastards are all chickenshit." He pushed the bell hard, as the rest of us giggled nervously.
I expected some hard-faced old broad to open the door. Instead, a tall, very skinny bleached blonde came. "Yeah?" she said, showing little interest. None of us said anything. "Well, whaddayawant?" she persisted.
"Mac sent us," said Hank's brother, ever brave, and the only one of us who knew the password.
She scrutinized us closely. "You guys all twenty-one?"
"Oh, yeah!" we all assured her, assuming our deepest voices.
Inside, the hallway had been turned into a reception area, with an old wooden bench on one wall. The whole thing reminded me of my doctor's waiting room, except that the music of Tommy Dorsey came from a phonograph on a nearby table.
The tall blonde informed us that we would be taken in turn, as the girls became "free." We sat silently, examining the faded wallpaper, being careful not to look at one another.
"You guys got enough money?" the blonde asked.
"How much is it?" asked Hank's brother.
"Five for a straight, seven for a french, ten for around the world, and twenty for any real fancy stuff," she droned, still bored.
I had eleven dollars, out of which I had to split gas and bridge fare and maybe buy a little beer later. I would just make it, I figured.
Eddie was sitting next to Hank's brother. He leaned over and whispered, "Hey! What's a french?"
"A blow job," Hank's brother whispered back, just loud enough for us all to hear.
"Oh," said Eddie.
Silence for a minute. Then Eddie, again. "Hey!"
"Yeah?" said Hank's brother.
"What's around the world?"
"That's when they lick you all over."
"Oh."
More silence.
"Hey!"
"Yeah?" this time with some annoyance.
"What's a blow job?"
Hank's brother looked exasperated. "For Christ's sake, that's when they suck you off with their mouth."
"Oh."
Actually, I'm glad Eddie asked, because I didn't know what a french or around the world were, either, and I wasn't really sure I knew what a straight was. It was all so strange and unreal.
The drapes into the hall opened, and a plumpish redhead in her early twenties stepped through. She was wearing a diaphanous gown with bra and panties underneath, all in red.
The tall blonde said, "Okay, fellas. Who's first?"
Silence and a slight shuffling of feet.
"Well, come on, we ain't got all night, y'know."
Hank's brother got up off the bench.
"Whatcha want, honey?" the blonde asked.
"Uh, straight." His voice seemed a little hoarse.
"Okay. Five bucks. Pay me, then you go with Darlene, here."
Hank's brother paid, Darlene took his hand, and they disappeared through the drapes. I had the feeling I might never see him again. He wasn't much, but he was the only moral support the rest of us had.
Shortly another redhead, taller and thinner than the first, appeared and went off with Hank, now also minus his five dollars. That left three of us sitting there. It began to seem more like we were being taken for execution than to get laid. I couldn't take the tension any more. I made up my mind that the next time those drapes opened I would jump up.
Soon, the drapes moved and I leaped to my feet, only to be greeted by an elderly Negro man who proceeded to empty ashtrays into a pan and pick up a few papers from the dirty wooden floor.
Blushing violently, I sat down again. It seemed that Hank and his brother were taking a very long time.
Finally the drapes opened again and a short, dark-haired girl with Spanish features entered. She was wearing a blue bathrobe and matching mule slippers. I bounced up once more, and in my deepest voice said, "I'll take a straight," giving the blond madam the five-dollar bill I had been crumpling in my pocket. Damned if I was going to go for a french or any of that fancy stuff when I had never even been screwed the usual way.
"This is Lotta," the madam said as she stuffed my five bucks down the neck of her dress.
Lotta smiled, took my hand, and led me through the drapes. I had begun to suspect that on the other side of those drapes there was a pit filled with boa constrictors, but there was only a flight of stairs, which we climbed to the second floor.
"What's your name, honey?" Lotta asked.
"Uh, Dick," I replied, forgetting for the moment just what my name really was.
We went down a hallway and entered a small bedroom. There was a washbasin in the corner, a bureau, and a double bed, pushed against the wall in one corner. The floor was bare wood, except for a throw rug beside the bed. Now, inside the closed room, knowing for certain that I was going to- get laid, I was nearly breathless with a mixture of anticipation of the known and dread of the unknown.
Lotta opened the top drawer of her bureau and withdrew a small, white washcloth and a half-used bar of soap. "Here," she said, giving them to me. I went to the basin in the corner and began washing my hands, although not knowing why. "No, no," she said, as though talking to an infant. She came over and started undoing my belt and began unzipping my pants. I was almost crazy with embarrassment. She would take down my pants and underpants, and out it would flop, swollen and hard. And she would probably laugh at me.
Sure enough, the pants came down, and then the underpants. Lotta was very businesslike, but she didn't laugh. Instead, she soaped up the cloth and began washing my cock and balls, very thoroughly.
"How old are you?" she asked.
"Twenty-one," I moaned, trying not to lose everything into the washcloth.
"No, I mean really. It's okay. I won't tell," she assured me.
"Well, sixteen, then," I lied, really embarrassed to tell her I was only thirteen.
"Your first time, huh?"
"Yeah, sort of." I was thinking of telling her about Donna, so she wouldn't think I was totally without experience.
Lotta finished washing me. "Has anybody ever told you that you've got a real nice one?" she asked, smiling at me.
"Uh, not really." I wasn't used to having my cock talked about in such familiar terms.
"Well, you have. A real nice one. Big and nice and juicy," she said. And then it happened. Kneeling in front of me, she lifted my cock in her hands and before I knew what was going on she put her tongue at the base of my balls and licked all the way to the top of the head. Instantly the whole head and part of the shaft disappeared into her mouth. Never had I felt or even imagined anything so voluptuous. She ran it slowly in and out of her mouth a few times. I could feel myself tensing up, ready to come, when she suddenly stopped and got to her feet. I was actually thankful that she had stopped. One more lick and it would have been all over.
"Let's get into bed, honey," she said, kicking off her mules and shedding her robe. She was naked underneath, and from the way I was looking at her she must have guessed that I had never seen a naked woman before, because she stood still for a minute, smiling at me and letting me take it all in, before she got up on the bed. Her skin was olive, with breasts drooping just slightly, and small nipples. Her hips were larger and her waist smaller than I had believed when she had her robe on. A triangular mass of black pubic hair curled up from between her legs.
I removed my shoes, pants, and shirt, leaving on my argyle socks, and joined her in bed. She put me next to the wall, joking that she wouldn't want me to fall off of the high bed. She smiled at me gently and ran her hands all over my body, as I began doing the same to her, pushing and squeezing her breasts. I slipped my hand between her legs, which she obligingly opened, feeling her hair and having trouble again because of those confounded folds of skin. I was beginning to wonder if I'd ever get my finger into a cunt. Lotta reached down, took my index finger, and guided it into something warm and slippery. God, finally I had my finger in it, and in a few minutes it would be my cock. Even though Lotta didn't hump as Donna had, I was pretty damn pleased with myself. I was really about to get laid. It was wonderful.
She turned me over, facing the wall, and began to kiss my back and the back of my neck, while caressing my chest, stomach, thighs, and then my cock. I could feel the front of her pressed into my ass. Lord, what a feeling! She stroked my cock and suddenly I knew it was going to be too late. I pushed away her hand, back to my thigh, but the feeling wouldn't stop. I shot off all over the wallpaper and the side of the bed, trying not to move, hoping she wouldn't notice. I watched large gobs of my white ejaculate run down the wall. Turning onto my stomach, I pushed Lotta onto her back and started to mount her. The feeling of lying on top of her was unbelievable, much better than the best pillow in the world. She reached down and grabbed my still semierect cock. I thought she was going to put it in, but her dark eyes only twinkled up at me.
"You wouldn't be trying to kid an old friend, would yon, sonny?" she said, smiling.
I smiled back weakly, knowing that I had hoisted my own petard. She gently pushed me off of her. I was surprised how flat her breasts looked when she was on her back, and how wide her thighs seemed. "If you could just wait a few minutes… " I began gamely.
"Maybe some other time," she said.
I dressed hurriedly and Lotta told me to leave by a rear stairway at the back of the house. All the other guys were waiting. "What took you so damn long?" Hank's brother demanded.
I smiled knowingly. "She liked me, so she gave me a french for free and then it took me a long time. I really fucked the shit out of her," I lied. "She was great," I added, sticking the finger that had been in Lotta's cunt under Hank's nose. He made a face and we all laughed.
Actually I was mad as hell. There I was, in bed with a real woman, her beautiful cunt just waiting for me, and I had crapped out. I thought I was probably the only guy in history who had been in bed with a whore and still didn't get laid.
On the way back, with all of our juices gone, we began thinking about clap. Hank's brother said he would try to get some pro kits from a sailor friend of his. He explained that a pro kit was a long glass tube that you put down your prick, and then poured some awful medicine into it that burned like crazy. I shuddered. We talked about gonorrhea and syphilis, which had been explained to us by our gym teacher. Now, suddenly, I was scared. In spite of the gruff, blustery comradeship of four guys who had just been laid, and one who pretended that he had just been laid, I think we all were scared. I told myself it was only her mouth, but then she must have sucked plenty of guys. Suppose one of them had the syph?
For weeks after, I examined myself.carefully each time I went to the bathroom and when I awoke in the morning. I even went to the John many times when I didn't have to go, just to pull it out and look for that telltale drop of goo or a sore. When my underpants would bind up, making me uncomfortable, I would break out in a cold sweat and dash to examine myself, sure that this time I would find myself dripping. It was really hell, but as time went by I became less concerned and finally forgot about it.
The experience gave me great memories to masturbate by, but that was my first and last trip to a whorehouse, and my next-to-last time with a whore. The next time would be quite different.



Chapter 3


Betty was probably the only real girl friend I ever had, in the boy-girl sense. She was a tall, well-built girl with long blond hair and sturdy bones. Her breasts were well developed and she had a way of wearing tight sweaters that said she knew that she had a real nice pair. Her pale complexion was accented by a mild case of adolescent acne and her hazel eyes gave the appearance that she was about to cry. She was a popular girl in school, popular with the "in" group, of which I was not a member. Yet for some unknown reason she was crazy about me, a no-body, instead of the school sports heroes.
She caught me at just the right age, not yet fourteen, and an eighth grader. I was old enough to know a little and still young enough not to have been really fucked. We were normal in every way. We held hands in the halls at school, walked home with our arms around each other, went to shows, dances, and school affairs together. I brought her home to meet my parents on several occasions and they thought we were awfully cute, even though Betty was a shiksa. And, of course, I spent all of my efforts trying to get into her virginal pants, without success.
Looking back, I wish that I had known more virginal little Bettys. I never got a chance to go to a high-school dance, or to rent a tux for a prom or to buy flowers for my date. After Betty I never held hands in the hallways again. I never had to worry about what I would say to a girl on the phone; never had to make up speeches to ask her out, or be crushed if I was refused. These were just some of the disadvantages of learning too much too soon, of growing too old too young.
While I was going with Betty my drumming talents were discovered by older, high-school musicians, who often played dances at private clubs and parties. Everything was kept quiet because both the people who gave the dances and we scab musicians were afraid that the union would find out. Union goon squads had been known to crash dances where scabs were playing and bust up expensive instruments, not to mention noses. As time went on I was contacted more often to play with groups around town. This meant that I had to arrange to borrow drums from a friend or from the school, and then arrange to be picked up and driven home, since I was still too young to have a driver's license. It also meant that my hours were becoming quite late and irregular, a source of constant friction and bickering at home.
One night I got a call to play a gig at a rental hall in the Sunset district, south of Golden Gate Park. It was a Greek wedding reception. We arrived at eight-thirty to start setting up, so we could play from nine to one. To bring in the drums and get them ready was a fairly long and complicated operation. As I went about nailing in bass drum studs and screwing on cymbals the thought never occurred to me that this would become a banner night.
We started playing at nine with a little "Stella by Starlight." It was apparent that most of the guests had been drinking heavily all day; they were gloriously drunk. By nine-fifteen the men decided that they wanted to have Greek folk dancing instead of our music, and a phonograph and pile of records appeared magically. The host apologized to us, paid us each our ten dollars, and had drinks brought for us.
I was standing with my drink, watching the festivities, when I felt a gentle tug on my sleeve. I turned to face a girl of about eighteen, blond but with dark eyes and a dark complexion. She was wearing a pink formal gown, cut low at the neck, so I could see the swell of her breasts above the material. She had a long, thin neck, narrow, bare shoulders, and spindly arms covered with fine, dark hair. I looked at her arms and wondered if her cunt was also hairy.
"Would you like to learn?" She pointed, smiling, to the guests dancing wildly around the room, both men with women and groups of men together.
"Sure," I said.
She led me onto the dance floor and began to demonstrate, but had to hold on to me for support as it developed that she was pretty well bombed. I seemed to have twelve left feet, tripping all over myself to the intricate steps that she did so easily, even drunk. The more I stumbled, the more she laughed, shaking her head and saying, "No, silly, not like that, like this," She would demonstrate once more, and I would fall or stumble once more, only to be laughed at still harder. Finally, weak from laughing and dancing, we staggered over to a vacant corner and slumped to the floor, exhausted. Still breathing hard, I turned to face her and saw a small mouth, a longish straight nose, and dark, torrid eyes regarding me very seriously. Then I became serious, too. We looked into each other's eyes for what seemed a very long time.
"You have the most beautiful eyes… " she said softly.
"So do you," I answered, meaning it. Just the way she looked at me had me hard.
"What's your name?" she whispered.
"Richard."
"I'm Ellena." She gently took my face into her hands and brought it toward her. I started to throb between my legs, and I had already jacked off about three tunes that day.
I received my first real kiss. She kissed me and I responded, learning silently by example. Her breath smelled sweetly of liquor. She twisted her lips against mine slightly, as I felt her arms slip around my neck and her tongue against my almost closed lips. It was rapturous until she pulled her head back slightly with a quizzical expression on her face. "Don't you french?" she asked.
French? Hell, the only kind of french I knew about was the kind they gave you in the whorehouse. But, not being that dumb, I got the idea.
"Come here," I said, kissing her this time as she had taught me. I felt her mouth open and plunged my tongue in, with some vague misgivings about sanitation and germs and things like that. Her tongue darted around mine, then pushed its way into my mouth, where I promptly rubbed my tongue all over it. We slobbered a lot, Ellena because she was drunk and me because I was inexperienced, but it did feel awfully good in spite of all the spittle gurgling around.
We sat there and kissed for about an hour, and between mutual mouth washings we talked a little. She raved on drunkenly about my eyes and I tried to find out as much as I could about her, mainly if and where I could get her alone. I did find out that she was a senior at San Mateo High on the peninsula, and that she had driven her father's car up for the reception, along with a girl friend. We decided that we wanted to be alone, so the problem became what to do with her girl friend. Herb had already left with the drums in his car, giving me a big wink and a wave as he went out the door. When one of us was working on a chick, the others always covered, so I knew I didn't have to worry about knocking down the set and loading it.
But this was my night and providence smiled, for as we were talking about it a commotion erupted across the room. A plumpish, mousy-looking girl had passed out on the dance floor. It was Ellena's girl friend, overcome with ouzo. With the aid of two burly Greek guests we dumped her into the back seat of Ellena's car. The girl friend was dead weight; from the way she looked, I noted with some satisfaction that she probably wouldn't wake up for about six years.
Ellena offered me the car keys and I panicked. If she found out I was just fourteen she would clump me as quickly as Donna had. "I don't want to drive," I said. "I want to sit and look at you."
For a change I said the right thing. I was learning. Ellena beamed proudly and we got into the car. I gave her directions to the parking lot across from the zoo and facing the ocean, a notorious make-out place not far from where we then were. It was foggy and- she drove slowly. I put my head in her lap, nuzzling down into the crevice between her legs. She opened them a little more and I began kissing the area that I thought was her cunt, pressing hard through the material of her dress. She slumped down a little to give me better access, still playing the game as though she didn't know "what I was doing. I was so hard I had to shift my weight onto my side to avoid putting undue pressure against the car seat. I was afraid that I might blow my load before we even got there. I tried sniffing a little but could only smell the silk of her dress. Each time she went for the clutch or the brake my head would be moved and I would have to find my place all over again.
Finally we came to a stop and Ellena killed the engine. With my head in her lap I couldn't see anything, but the sound of deep snoring from the back seat was unmistakable.
"We're here," she said.
Neither of us moved. I didn't want to sit up and start kissing her again when I already had my head between her legs. I kept thinking about the picture I had seen of a guy eating cunt in Slave Master and wondering what it was like. Then I felt the seat move back and my head slid away from the bottom of the steering wheel. The girlfriend snorted loudly and we both laughed. Ellena's soft hands began running through my hair and caressing my face as she spread her legs wider apart and with a slight pressure of her hands moved my head more tightly into her crotch.
I moved my free hand up the front of her dress, felt her lean forward, felt her hands go away from my head, then heard a zipper. Then her hand was on mine, guiding it to her throat, then slowly down across the breast bone, then down still further onto her naked breast, then over her nipple, where she began to push my hand in a slow, circular motion. My sensitive inner palm felt her nipple come erect and hard.
Ellena seemed to be only a body and hands. To be honest, I didn't quite know what the hell was going on, what she wanted me to do, or how far I could go, but I was content to let the hands show me. They cradled my head and lifted it slowly up her body. I could see that she had pushed her dress and strapless bra down around her waist. With my palm still circling the nipple of her right breast, her hands brought my head to her left nipple. Her breasts were small, but she was far from flat-chested, even though I noticed that her bra was padded. Like many girls with small breasts, she had small nipples that seemed to stick out a long way when aroused. Using pure instinct, I began kissing and sucking her nipple as I moved my right hand between her legs, still through her dress. She responded by moaning and started to hump lightly against my hand. It was great sucking her breast, but what I wanted was cunt. I was thinking how I could get her naked. I moved my right hand to the bottom of her skirt, caressing her legs and moving up them slowly. I got to the top of her stockings, stroked the bare soft flesh of her thighs, and then moved on to what I thought was the crotch of her panties. But they didn't feel right.
Now the problems started. She was wearing one of those damn rubberized panty-girdles. Alternately stroking her crotch so she wouldn't lose her excitement and trying to get my fingers under that damn, tight elastic, I finally gave up.
But Ellena didn't. "Sit up a minute," she breathed. I let go and sat up, as she shifted her hips up and pushed her girdle and stockings down around her knees. She knocked off her pumps and, with me helping, peeled the stockings off entirely. Except for her dress, pulled around her middle, she was now naked, and I had been right about her. Even in the dim, foggy night I could see a beautiful mass of dark, curly hair.
I didn't have much choice. She grabbed my head with both hands and put it between her legs, scrunching down almost sideways on the seat. I would have loved to have gotten a good look at it but I didn't have time. The next thing I knew, my lips were against something soft and warm and very slippery. I could feel the fine, curly hairs against my face and for the first time my nose caught the sweet aroma of a passionate cunt. Mixed in was the odor of urine, but, Ellena's lack of hygiene aside, it was altogether pleasant.
Here I was, me, with my face actually buried in the real pussy of a real girl. This was no fantasy and I was enjoying it, not only the feel of it but the experience of it.
Her hand continued to guide my head, but there seemed to be a minor tug-of-war going on. Although by this time I was cramped and uncomfortable, kneeling on the floor of the car, I kept trying to lower my head slightly between her legs, where I could feel the soft, wet slit. But Ellena kept trying to raise my head up slightly. I mean, what did I know about a clitoris? I thought the cunt was all there was.
The battle went on for a few minutes and I was getting confused. Finally. I guess in exasperation, she cooed, "Lick it, baby, lick it." I had just been kissing and pressing my lips against it, which is what I thought you were supposed to do. After all,-the pictures in Slave Master weren't that clear. But I figured, what the hell, she must know what she wants, so I relaxed my head, letting her hands guide me, and started licking vigorously with my tongue. "Not so fast," she moaned.
I slowed down the action, and it was like a revolution. Suddenly she started pumping rhythmically and moaning, "Ugh-ugh-ugh," over and over again. She got very wet and my face became soaked with her juices. It smelled different, sweeter, and the odor of urine disappeared. The tempo of her pumping increased, and my licking increased with it, as her hands pressed me harder into her. Her breath began to come very fast. She stopped moaning and just panted, putting one leg onto my shoulder so I could feel the soft flesh of her inner thigh. It was then, and it is today, one of 'the most erotic sensations I know. Her knees began rocking in and out, opening and closing against my head. Her pumping became inhumanly fast, and then she seemed to stop panting and hold her breath. Her ass raised off the seat of the car, her hands pushing my head into her so far and hard I thought I would either suffocate or drown. Ellena shuddered, vibrating while her knees still opened and closed around my head. Then she sighed and slumped back onto the seat, legs relaxed beside me, her hands toying playfully with my hair.
I had a feeling that something had happened, but I wasn't sure what. She didn't seem the same. I continued licking, only to have her push my head away from her and pull me up for a kiss. She didn't seem to mind my wet face, although I was embarrassed about it, thinking that I should at least have dried it, or something.
Ellena still panted, but it seemed to be more from exhaustion. She began caressing my shirt front and fumbling at the buttons. I sat up, slipped out of my blue cardigan band jacket, took off my bow tie, and undid my shirt, belt, and pants button. She held me loosely, smiling and rubbing her hand all over my chest, which was pretty hairy even at that age. Her hand slid slowly down over my pants, feeling the big bulge, moved to the belt, and, finding it undone, went to the zipper. She started to tug because she didn't have the right leverage to get it down, so I unzipped it and she slipped her hand under my jockey shorts, just able to feel my hair and the base of the shaft, because of the position it was in. "Why don't you sit up?" she suggested softly.
I squirmed upright, peeling my shorts and pants down to my ankle. "God!" she said, reaching down to grab it with both hands. It was the second time that a girl had mentioned my size, and I was beginning to think that I might be unusual. As she worked on me, I was glad I had jacked off before, during the day. Also, I had now been hard for so long that it hurt, and I had lost some of my urge to ejaculate.
Ellena moved her hands lovingly up and down the shaft for a few minutes. Then, without any preliminaries, she lowered her head and took it into her mouth. Christ, what a feeling! If her cunt felt anything like her mouth, it was going to be just great. She sucked me for quite a while, moving her head sometimes slowly and sometimes fast up and down the shaft of my cock, until I began to get that old, familiar feeling. I put my hand down to stop the motion of her head.
"Let me put it in you," I said, remembering my trip to Vallejo and determined not to be cheated again. I was thinking about shifting her down onto the seat and getting on top of her, but Ellena had other ideas. Without giving me a chance to move her, she climbed on top of me, straddling my legs, and kissed my very hard, shoving her tongue far into my mouth. I had the thought that the lips that were just sucking my cock were now kissing me, and I began to wonder how clean I was, and tried to remember if I had taken a shower that afternoon.,
Realizing that she wanted to be on top, I reached down, grabbed my organ, and tried to shove it into her by a series of upward thrusts. All I got was skin. It always seemed to slip off to one side. Once, thinking I finally had the right place, I damn near shoved it into her asshole. She winced and reached down with her hand to guide me, whispering urgently, "don't come in me." Suddenly I felt the softest, warmest, wettest, squishiest sensations over the head of my cock, which seemed to travel down the shaft in ripples. If I thought a mouth was great, I never dreamed what a really wild, voluptuous sensation a nice cunt would offer.
Ellena moaned and her eyes rolled up in her head as she sank down on me. "God, it's beautiful," she said as she began to move up and down, her arms tight around my neck. Once she moved too far up and it slipped out. Reaching down, she had it back inside of her in just a second. She started to pant again, moving fast and moaning loudly. Then it slipped out again. Once more she put it in and continued, going from long, smooth strokes to sharp, jerky ones. This was just too much for me. The sensation was too great, the feeling too good. I held on tightly to her and with a large shudder emptied my load into what felt like a squishy sponge. She tried to pull away, but in the throes of delirium I held on to her too strongly.
Ellena quickly pulled herself off of me. Breathing hard more from exertion than passion, she yelled, "What in hell did you do that for?"
"Do what?" I asked stupidly.
"Come inside of me, idiot!" The sweet girl seemed to have disappeared, replaced by a shrewish hag.
"I don't know," I said defensively.
"Christ! He doesn't know." She fished a handkerchief out of her purse and began hurriedly wiping herself. I could see gobs of white goo dripping out of her.
"Do you want to get me pregnant?"
"No. Of course not."
"Well, Jesus! I already had my goodies. I just let you put it in 'cause you said you wanted to, and 'cause I wanted to see what one that size felt like." She pointed to my deflated prick, which didn't look so proud at all, anymore. "Then you go and ruin it all." And she started to cry. Suddenly the car became chilly. The windows were all fogged up from our breath. I felt tired and nauseated with no more interest in Ellena. I just wanted, to go home to my nice, warm bed.
But the worst shock was yet to come.
"Ellena, I'm gonna tell your Mother on you!" The girl friend, whom we had completely forgotten, was hanging over the back of the front seat leering.
Ellena did the only thing a nice girl who had had too much to drink and had just been fucked hard could do, she opened the door and vomited out into the parking lot for five minutes.
I asked her to drop me at the corner of Fortieth and Balboa. This was several blocks from where I lived, and if I did get her pregnant she'd have a hell of a time finding me, since she didn't know my last name. Come to think of it, I didn't know hers, either.
We drove to the nearest open service station, where both girls, bickering loudly, disappeared into the John. They bitched all the way to Fortieth and Balboa as to whether the fat girl friend would keep her mouth shut. By that time I really didn't care. I had gotten what I wanted and Ellena's problems were now of no interest to me. I just wanted to get home.
In bed a few minutes later, exhausted from a long day and a longer evening and just the general tension of it all, I felt a great deal of personal satisfaction. At the age of fourteen, after three years of dreaming what it would be like, I had finally done it.
I had been fucked.



Chapter 4


The big-band era was dead. It had been killed by the musicians' union itself. Clubs that used to have ten or twelve-piece bands could now afford only combos of three or four. In a way it was a blessing in disguise, because bars all over the Bay Area seemed to be dropping juke boxes in favor of live, small groups, which meant more employment for more musicians.
A bunch of us who had the talent in both danceable stuff and modern jazz took advantage of a loophole in union rules and joined. The rule was actually made so that child prodigies could play public performances at which admission was charged. What it meant was that any minor who could prove professional proficiency and get his parent to sign for him could play up to four hours per night.
Badgering my parents constantly until they finally put their names on the dotted line, I became a pro under the prodigy clause. All I had to do was show that I knew the twenty-six rudiments, about as difficult for me as for an English language scholar to recite the alphabet.
My best friend, Herb, who was two years older than I and played a great trumpet, joined at the same time. He was more excited than I when we went to Sherman and Clay to get drums. It took almost all of the money I had saved from scabbing, but it was worth it. I bought a set of Ludwigs which included one of the new twenty-two-inch bass drums, a snare, side torn and floor torn, all in silver pearl. I ran my hands over their brilliant, smooth surfaces. It was love at first sight.
Then there were the cymbals. A drummer cherishes his cymbals almost as much as his women; some drummers even more. With almost any article of merchandise in the world there is reasonable choice. One brand or another may have certain advantages or drawbacks, but purchase depends to a large degree upon personal preference. Not so with cymbals. There is only one brand that any drummer will buy, no other brand is even considered. It's the only private business in the world with no real competition. If you want a cymbal, you have to buy a Zildjian, and they are not cheap. All other brands sound like tin-can tops with holes in the middle, and are used only for grammar-school orchestras and training. The Zildjian has a rich, even sound, and after being struck will be audible at low levels for minutes. I chose an eighteen-inch medium, two twenty-inch medium-thin rides, and a set of fine, matched sixteen-inch high-hat cymbals. It came out about even; the drums with cases were three hundred dollars and the Zildjians were three hundred dollars. I piled the stuff into Herb's car and we made it home in record time, with the drums bouncing around in the back and me watching them nervously.
By this time things at home were pretty strained, and about to become still worse. The whole scene was getting to be quite depressing. My mother cried a lot and my father yelled constantly that I -was a no-good bum, with my duck's-ass haircut. After I started playing regularly as a pro, he began to yell about my fancy nigger clothes, as indeed they were. I bought my clothing at Dude's on Market Street, a place catering to the sartorial styles then favored by Negroes and musicians, who to a great extent emulated Negroes in dress and talk. I mastered jive talk. and could turn it on or off at will, along with a slight Southern accent.
Through all of this my grades in school held up well. In the beginning I didn't cut too many classes unless I had been up very late the night before. I passed most courses just by browsing through the books, which was a source of constant amazement to my distraught parents.
When it came to women I was gaining experience, too. At least, I thought I was. Actually I was just spinning my wheels and going nowhere, with a big whang that I didn't know how to use and a technique that dated from the middle Bogart period. During this time I screwed seven or eight more girls, concentrating on my own pleasure, driving hard and fast because it felt so good when I came, figuring the girl was just a willing vehicle for my own sensations.
Of course, all of this experience didn't stop me from masturbating quite often, it just added a lot more fuel to my fantasy fire. Somehow, our backward society, in its recent acceptance of masturbation, seems to have condoned the idea only for those who have no ready sexual outlet. Nothing could be farther from the truth, as any really honest man or woman knows. It's hard to think of chiefs of state or famous religious personages locked up in a bathroom, sedately beating their meat. It's hard to think of presidents, prime ministers, generals, and movie stars blissfully jacking off while their wives read "How to Keep Your Husband Sexually Happy" in some ladies' magazine in the next room. Because we all know that happily married men aren't supposed to jack it; they're supposed to stick it into the old lady. But we all do, all through our lives. If only the big world politicians who control destinies would beat off vigorously and regularly to get rid of all those tensions and frustrations they take out on the rest of us, our planet would be a much happier place.



Chapter 5


I turned fifteen shortly before I was graduated from junior high school, which in San Francisco goes through the ninth grade. It was then that I started blowing after-hour gigs in the Tenderloin, the area just north of Market Street, bordered by Geary, Van Ness, and Powell. It was a great place, frequented by bums and winos, addicts, whores, pimps, and homosexuals of all three sexes. The clubs opened at two o'clock in the morning, when the bars closed, and served food and "soft" beverages until sun-up. Most • had been bars that had had their liquor licenses yanked by the State Alcohol Control people, for selling booze to minors. The funny part is, they made more profit as after-hours clubs than they did as bars. For three bucks a breakfast and fifty cents a cup of coffee, you could sit and dig the music all night. Of course, the customers got hustled for another cup of coffee every fifteen minutes.
The Streets of Paris, on Mason Street, now long defunct, was a favorite. It was dark and dirty, nothing at all fancy, but very popular. It was a hangout place for street girls trying to get that last trick of the evening, for pimps who tried to push their girls on Johns that were too bombed to know what was happening, for homosexuals after the gay bars closed, and for male hustlers. I met Bobby there.
He was about six feet tall and accentuated his thinness with cowboy clothes. He wore tight Levi's, a fancy western shirt, and a faded work jacket, with a Stetson set at a daring angle on his carefully tousled blond hair. He was the kind of guy who had a baby face, so you couldn't tell how old he was, but I'm sure he had been in the Navy during the war. Even though he lied a lot, he spoke so knowledgeably about life onboard a ship that I believed him.
A group of us came in to jam one night, but the place was packed. There were no available tables and I happened to stand against the wall, next to Bobby. He leaned down to me. "Cruisin' for trade?"
"Huh?" I said, noticing him for the first time.
"You cruisin' for trade? You know, hustlin'?"
"Nah," I said, still not sure what he meant. "I'm just waiting ray turn at the drums."
We were silent awhile. Finally he bent down again. "You ever hustled?"
"No," I answered, getting slightly annoyed and trying to concentrate on the great jazz.
He put his lips close to my ear, so that I could hear him above the noise, and whispered confidentially, "Jees, man. You're built good for it. You could make a bundle. I seed you had the equipment th' minute you walked in. You could really make a bundle."
"Yeah? How much?" I said, getting a little interested and wondering what he meant by "equipment."
"A hunnert a night."
"How much?" I almost yelled.
He put his finger to his lips and his hand into his Levi pocket, withdrawing a bundle of bills large enough to make my eyes open wide. He must have had seven or eight hundred dollars in his hand. I had never seen so much money all in one place at the same time.
"Course," he continued, "it ain't all from tonight."
"Yeah?" I said, now really interested. "Tell me, just how do you go about hustlin'?"
The room was filled with smoke and the noise from music and conversation was so raucous that I could hardly hear Bobby as he tried to tell me how he made so much money. Finally, in exasperation, we decided to go outside. There, leaning against a building and idly watching the parade of assorted hookers, transvestites, and other-world characters, he told me exactly what it was he did. It was simple. He let homosexuals suck him off for money. They liked young or young-looking boys who wore tight pants to show that they were hung. Most of the homosexuals were closet queens, that is, they appeared to be straight, or heterosexual, and many were even married men, suffering from a compulsion to suck cock. For that reason they were always pretty scared and wanted to get your gun off fast so that they could get out.
I had never thought of anything like that, mainly because I had never heard of it before. I didn't know that there were people who would actually pay a guy just to be allowed to suck him.
"How do you meet these guys?" I asked.
"Aww, it's easy's fallin' off a log," he assured me confidently. "See that there corner?" He pointed to the corner of Mason and Market. "Well, man, all you have to do is stand against the building there and look sexy."
"Look sexy?"
"Yeah, you know, make sure your whang makes a big bulge in your pants."
"Oh," I said.
"Then, as the guys walk by, you just kinda lock eyeballs with 'em. If they're tricks, they'll give you the look and kinda slow down at the corner and start hangin' around, like they're waitin' for something."
"Then what do you do?"
"You walk up near 'em, not to 'em, but near enough, and keep lookin' at their eyeballs while you put your hand in your pocket and kinda stroke your peter a bit, so's they can see it."
"Gosh!" I said, completely awed.
"Then they'll come over to you and say something about the weather, or ask directions, or something like that, 'cause they're kinda bashful. That's when you come on with your pitch. You tell 'em you're tryin' to get back to your little ol' home in Idaho, but the bus fare is twenty bucks and you sure wish you could think of a way to raise it."
"And then they just give you the twenty?"
"Nah. Then they'll ask something like if you like bein' blowed by guys."
"And what do you say?" I was fascinated.
"You say you have a few times and it's okay, but you'd really like to raise that twenty to go home on. Then they'll just offer you the twenty if they can blow you."
"Yeah, but you're standing out there on a public street. Where do you go?"
"The Pics movie house just a few doors up the street. Tell 'em to take you there. They can either blow you in the show, if it's not too crowded, or in the John. Then there's that hot-dog joint next door. They got a dark room in the back with booths that show girlie movies for a quarter. You can watch the movies and get blown at the same time. Then there's glory holes all over the place down here."
When I asked what a glory hole was Bobby looked at me like I was the stupidest thing on earth. "Jeeesus!" he said, shaking his head slowly. "A glory hole is a John where queers hang out. Don't you know nothin'?"
"Not much, I guess," I answered, embarrassed.
"And the two most important things to remember is always get the dough first and never go to a hotel room, or someplace you can't run away from if the guy turns out to be a freak."
We talked awhile more, as Bobby filled me in on his life as a hustler. He said that when he had saved ten thousand he was going to go to Wyoming and buy a ranch. It was something he had always dreamed of. I believed him because he sounded so sincere.
During the next few days I thought about it a lot. After all, I reasoned, it wasn't like being queer yourself. Getting blown was getting blown, and who cared if it was a female or a male mouth. Your cock didn't know the difference; it had no eyes and no brain, and certainly no conscience. And I could make a fortune, even more than by playing jobs. The more I thought about it, the more certain I became that I would try it. Not only the money, but also the element of danger involved intrigued me.
The next night I hid behind a light pole across Market Street from the Owl Drugstore and watched Bobby at work. He was leaning against the front of the store, one foot propped against the building. Pretty soon a man in a business suit and a fedora hat came by, and damned if he didn't stop on the comer and pretend that he was looking for something. Bobby sauntered slowly over near him, and they both stood apart for a minute. Then they apparently began talking. In another couple of minutes the man withdrew his wallet and handed something to Bobby, which he stuffed into his pocket. Then he followed Bobby into the hot-dog stand with the girlie movies in back.
Ten minutes later the man walked out, followed at a discreet distance by Bobby, who sat on a stool in front and got a cup of coffee. The whole thing had taken twenty minutes, and Bobby presumably had made twenty dollars. A dollar a minute wasn't bad.
That Friday night I went into business for myself, and learned my first lesson in marketing analysis. I couldn't wait to tell Bobby, but he was nowhere in sight. Well, I figured, I'd just make a few bucks while I was waiting for him. I stood on that goddamn corner for three hours, freezing my ass off, looking my sexiest in tight, faded Levis, but not one John came by. I couldn't seem to catch anyone's eye. All I saw were families and guys with girls, on their way to one of the many theaters then on Market Street. Bobby never showed. Saturday night I got out of a date with some chick to go down there and try again, but all was in vain. It was a repeat of Friday night, families and couples strolling along the street. Again, Bobby never showed up. I just didn't get it. He had made it all look so easy.
Monday night I had a job playing a stag show for a fraternal organization at a hall on Polk Street. It was my first stag. They had hired some girls to perform, and we provided the bumps-and-grinds music. There were four girls, all quite naked, and all mingling and chatting nonchalantly with us backstage before they went on. Of course, we all were trying to act nonchalant, too, like we were used to talking with naked women every day of the week. I concentrated on keeping my eyes on theirs and not looking down, also not standing too straight, since I had a hell of a hard-on. The girls were pretty tough, and talked like sailors who had been at sea for a while. Just before they went on, they put a little glue around their nipples and slapped on pasties with tassels attached, and G-strings. That way, they conformed to what the law said you had to wear as a minimum if you didn't want to end up in the can. Then, if the room proved to be free of cops, they could peel it all off.
I thought I was in for a real erotic experience, but as it turned out, it was pure comedy. It was an Elks group that night, and they all were bombed out of their skulls by the time the girls went on. The girls danced around awhile and sang a few dirty songs with voices that sounded like a congress of alley cats. Then, satisfied that no police were present, they took off the pasties and G-strings, which brought a roar of approval from the Elks.
Spreading their legs, they bent over at the waist and let their tits bounce around a bit for the boys in front. But we were the boys in back, so all we saw was a comical picture of brownish assholes and hairy, backward twats, surrounded by four big, pimplish asses. As we looked at one another it was all we could do to keep from breaking up. Herb had to stop playing for a minute because he couldn't purse his lips on his trumpet mouthpiece. Then the girls went out into the audience and, stopping at each chair on the aisles, spread their legs and held open their cunt lips while the Elks shoved paper money up them. One big blonde with tits that dropped almost to her navel was getting the lion's share. I couldn't believe how much cash that broad had stuffed up her pussy.
From then on, it really started getting raw. The guys in the first row began pulling out their pricks and wrapping money around them. The smell of cash lured the girls back to the front, and they started sucking the guys off. From where I was sitting, all I could see was their crummy assholes and the backs of their heads bobbing up and down. It reminded me of a bunch of suckling calves. The guys made jokes when they came. One said, "Stand back, men! I'm gonna blow her head clear up to the roof!"
The horny ones in the back rows who couldn't get any attention came up to the front. A few of them took out their cocks and started jacking off near the girls' faces, while the girls were blowing the other guys. The Elks in the front row who hadn't been satisfied just sat with their – prongs out, waiting their turn. The girls began straddling the chairs and squatting down onto the men, laughing and joking as they applied just the right amount of pressure and the right movements to their asses to get the guys' nuts off in about ten seconds. These whores knew their business, and they weren't wasting any time as long as there was still a fiver being waved by somebody.
All the while, we kept up this nauseating stripper-type noise that we all hated so much. Orders were orders, and we expected a good tip. Besides, they all were so drunk that they didn't know what we were doing, so we had some fun playing imitations o! Guy Lombardo and that phony, trembling vibrato that he made famous.
Somebody dragged out one of those folding tables that public halls always seem to have in abundance. One girl lay on each end of the table, stuck her knees up, and started to take the tricks that hadn't been serviced yet. Any man who is insecure about his sexual staying power would be reassured if he went to one of these smokers. I must have watched fifty or sixty guys fuck those girls, and not one of them lasted over thirty seconds. Most barely made it to fifteen seconds. The girls got about as excited as nuns at an Easter service, cracking jokes and gabbing as they were being fucked.
This was the first time I had ever seen a bunch of men screwing. It gave me an inkling of a fact that would be proved again and again in the future: most male organs are nothing to be terribly proud of, and most men, even the young ones, are really and truly shitty lovers.
I could just see all of these cats going home to their wives.
"Did you have a nice time at the Elks' party, dear?"
"Oh, yes, fine. It was a real nice evening. We played cards and told dirty jokes, and I'm awful tired, so I think I'll go right to sleep, dear."
After the stag I collected my bonus of ten dollars, loaded my drums into Herb's car, changed to my hustling clothes, and walked over to the Tenderloin. Bobby was back in place, leaning against the Owl Drugstore. He was very happy to see me and quite interested in my account of the Elks' stag party. I told him that I had decided to try hustling, but had missed him Friday and Saturday nights, and of the miserable luck I had in picking up Johns.
Bobby laughed hard, and told me that weekends were tourist and family nights on Market Street, and that he worked the Powell and Geary areas on those nights. Well, after all, I thought, this hustling stuff was new to me, but I figured I'd catch on. Bobby confided that he was glad to have a "straight" stud-hustler like himself around, and that was why he tried so hard to recruit me. Most of the other studs were queer, and hated the straights. He thought we would be able to take care of each other, and look after each other's interests. It was always better, he said, if you worked with somebody you could trust, and he wouldn't trust a fuckin' queer as far as he could throw him.
By now it was very late. Market Street had darkened its many theater marquees and we stood in the only spot of light on the block, made by the all-night drugstore, the Pics Theater, and the hot-dog stand. Bobby had already done three Johns and was ready to go home when I arrived. He said it was hard to get a trick at this hour of the morning, and you had to hope for the compulsives, groping for one more cock to suck before they went home.
He stayed just inside the doorway of the drugstore and I leaned casually against the front of the building, putting my hand into my pocket and pushing my cock around so that it would make the biggest bulge possible against my pants. There were a lot of guys walking by, but none seemed to give me more than a casual glance.
Finally, after about twenty minutes, I got my first real strike. A guy of twenty-five or so wearing a lumberman's jacket walked by. There was something about him, a certain look. He caught my eye, slowed a little, and stopped at the corner. Following the scenario exactly, he began to look aimlessly up and down the street. Bobby nodded at me through the window and smiled. I wandered over close to the John, 'looking preoccupied, and playing with my pecker through my pockets.
"Cold out tonight, isn't it?" he said. It was a statement rather than a question.
"Sure is," I said, buttoning up my Levi jacket.
"Sure is," he repeated.
There was a moment's silence between us.
"Kinda young to be out so late, aren't you?"
I shrugged. "Got no place to go. Tryin' to raise twenty bucks to catch a bus back home to Cheyenne."
"You broke?" He smiled.
"Sure am. Broke and cold." I affected a shiver.
He looked down between my legs, running his tongue slowly over his lips, which Bobby had told me was the way a queer lets you know he wants to suck it.
"Nice-lookin' package you got down there," he said, keeping his glance between my legs.
"Some people think so," I said.
"Ever had it blown?"
"Yeah, a few times."
He raised his eyes to mine. "Could I?" he asked hopefully.
"Sure, I guess so. Only I really need twenty to get home on."
"You a hustler?" he asked, his voice taking on an edge.
"A what?" I said, pretending I didn't know what the word meant.
"Never mind." he said, shifting nervously.
Another silence.
Finally he pulled out his wallet and thumbed through some bills. "Twenty, you say, to get you home?"
"Yeah, twenty."
He gave me two tens. "Where can we go?"
I looked around as though I didn't know where I was going to take him. The Pics was showing a couple of ancient Westerns. "How about in there? Ought to be almost deserted now."
He bought two tickets from a grizzled old counter girl who looked at me knowingly and smiled as we entered. It was very dark inside, but after my eyes got accustomed I could make out a few winos snoring softly, scattered around the theater.
We took seats way down in front where we couldn't be surprised, and for a minute just watched the movie. Then I felt his hand on my leg, moving slowly into my crotch. I hoped he wouldn't be mad, because I couldn't get a hard-on. He put his other arm around my shoulder and my body involuntarily stiffened. He began to kiss my neck and I stiffened still more. I didn't know if I could take it. I felt about ready to puke and cussed Bobby because he had never mentioned anything about this-. The bastard stuck his tongue in my ear and I turned my head away, but just as I was getting ready to run he-moved to my crotch again, mumbling about how he would like to get me in bed and have me fuck him in the ass.
By this time I was holding back a retch. He fumbled with my pants and got out my cock, jerking it slowly with his hand and making low moaning sounds. He got it about half hard and leaned his head over to take it into his mouth, while he got his own out and started jacking it off. From where I sat I could smell the dried urine on it. His mouth continued to work on me and it began feeling really good. I was right, I thought. A male mouth feels just as good as a female mouth. I began pumping up into him as he caressed the inside of my legs and what he could grab of my ass. He reached into his pocket, took out a handkerchief, and put it over the head of his dick as he beat himself faster and sucked me faster. I could feel it coming and pushed myself to make it shoot sooner. Within a few seconds I let him have my load in his mouth, breathing loudly. He continued sucking until I began to hurt, -so I pulled it out and wiped carefully with my handkerchief. He sat up and started cleaning the mess he had made when most of what he'd shot had dribbled out of his handkerchief and onto his pants.
I jerked my zipper and got up. As I slid past him he patted my ass and thanked me. I nodded, not wanting to look at his face again, and hurried up the aisle and out of the theater, drained and shaken. Strangely, I was to discover that even though they paid, most Johns thanked me afterward, especially if I had given them a good load to swallow.
Bobby was still in the drugstore. I motioned for him to wait, then ran up the street to Polo's Restaurant, where I washed my cock with green soap and lots of hot water in the men's room.
I let Bobby have it good, telling him everything that had happened. He told me that I just got a lover, a real queer, and said I should have taken him to the hot-dog stand, where I could have stayed upright and watched the girlie films and he would have had to kneel, so he couldn't kiss me. He said he only took them to the Pics early in the evening, when there were quite a few people there. This forced them to just jack you off until you were ready and then put their heads down quick, just long enough to catch it as it came out.
Well, I thought, I still had a lot to learn, but I had made twenty dollars in less than a half hour, even though it had seemed an eternity.
It wasn't long before I was leading a triple life. By day I went to school, and as a ninth-grade senior in junior high, brought, home respectable, if not great, grades. Considering the fact that I never studied. I couldn't complain. My parents, however, did enough complaining for all of us. They accused me of being a genius gone bad and were sure that I would turn out to be some kind of evil criminal, cunningly snatching international gems and the like, until I would be put away for life on Alcatraz with the rest of the no-goodniks.
Then there was my life as a musician, and my life as a stud hustler. I lived on little or no sleep and often came home just in time to change clothes, shave, and go off to school. When I had been hustling I often stood under the hot shower for fifteen or twenty minutes, trying to wash it all off of me. It felt good to be sucked off, but if it was by a guy, I always felt filthy afterward, and on many evenings there were four or five guys. The shower seemed to help wash it all down the drain and leave me spiritually as well as physically clean again.
I was secretive about my activities and hid my money in a shoe box under the rafters in the garage. I answered all queries as to my whereabouts with, "Out with the guys."
Hustling activities aside, I still dreamed of girls, masturbated plenty to wild fantasies, and got laid a few more times. But I hadn't learned anything. I thought the whole object of fucking was to get it in, pump away, and come. The only refinement I had gained was the use of rubbers, supplied by a friendly comer pharmacist. I tried jacking off into them a few times, just to see what it was like. The band pulled at the hair around the base of my cock and it hurt like hell when I tried to roll off the damn things, wet and goopy. Besides, they smelled funny and it was a pain in the ass to use them with girls.
Herb and I picked up these two chicks at a high-school dance and drove them to Inspiration Point, or IP as we called it, a parking area at Land's End above the Cliff House and then-resplendent Sutro Baths. My girl's name was Faith, and I forgot the name of Herb's girl, but it was obvious that what they liked to do was screw.
Faith and I kissed and fondled awhile. I bent her over so that her elbow was between my legs and started rubbing slowly against it. Playing the "I'd like to feel your cock but I'm going to do it by accident" game, she slid down farther, using her forearm against me, then her wrist, and finally her hand. Before she knew what was happening I had it out and into her hand, while my own hand went up her skirt, over the top of her panties, and down to her cunt. Meanwhile, the car started shaking as Herb either got it into his girl or was humping her. I was too busy to look over the seat.
I always tried to get my cock into a girl's hand before I really started trying anything. I found that if I took it out fast and they grabbed it, the shock gave way to curiosity, and they would start rubbing it and playing with it. Then it was a lot easier for me to do what I wanted, because it was pretty hard for a girl to put on the innocent virgin act when she had your tool in her hand. But Faith was no problem. She had wanted to be screwed from the minute I picked her up and was fairly well potted from orangeade bottles that had been half emptied out and refilled with vodka, so that school chaperons wouldn't see what was going on right under their noses. Faith pulled down her panties and I struggled to get my wallet out of my hip pocket, fumbling for the flattened, wrinkled foil package. Then, because it was hermetically sealed, I couldn't get the fucking thing open with my fingers. Finally, in desperation, I bit it open. When I tried to roll it on I had the wrong side and it got all fouled up. By the time I flipped it over and tried to roll it on again, I was so agitated that I had lost most of my hard-on, and the damn rubber wouldn't roll at all. Faith began to giggle and I began to swear. With our four hands working on my cock she got me up again and I finally got the rubber rolled about halfway down my shaft, where it hung up on a hair and wouldn't go any farther.
I started kissing Faith again while she lay back under me on the seat. During all the fuss with the rubber her passion had ebbed and her cunt had dried up, so she yelled in pain when I tried to get it into her. The lubricant on the rubber had dried after being exposed to the air for a few minutes, and I had to push against her so hard that my cock was bending in the middle. I would have sucked her, but didn't want to with Herb in the car, because I didn't know if he did those things.
Fortunately, Faith had been around a bit. She wet her fingers with spit and began to frig herself, pumping up against her hand. It was the first time I had ever seen a girl masturbate, and it really turned me on. When she was ready she grabbed my cock with one hand, pushed my ass with the other, and I entered her. The only good thing I can think of to say about rubbers is that they dull sensation somewhat, but I didn't know what good that would do anyway, except that I was good for three or four minutes instead of my usual one or two. When I came, Faith got very excited and moaned at me to keep it in her. as she moved her hand between her legs again. I could feel it moving very fast, going like crazy, when suddenly she stopped, arched her belly up against me, and became very rigid for a few seconds, eyes wild and mouth open. Something else I could feel that I had never felt before were the muscles in- her cunt contracting rapidly, and forcing my flaccid cock out of her. Then she relaxed, letting her breath out slowly, as my adolescent mind finally began to add two and two.
Goddamnit, girls could come just like boys! They could jack off and everything! Sonofabitch! I had really learned something.
And so had Herb and his date, who had long since finished whatever it was they did, and were leering over the front seat at us.
Aside from my normal excuse to my parents, I did spend a fair amount of time with the guys. Every Friday night when I didn't have a job or wasn't hustling, we went to hear the San Francisco Symphony, with Monteux conducting. Except for a few star musicians, they were really lousy. Yet we all enjoyed the music, especially Beethoven and Mozart's later works, and the French composers that Monteux loved to work into every concert.
Also, I started taking judo at a local judo studio, or do-jo, as it was called. This created no strain because my lessons were right after dinner, so on nights when I had to play I could go from there to work. I loved it, and have continued with the art for most of my life.
But the street was getting to me, working its way into my blood like a disease. I was on my way down.



Chapter 6


I began to hang out at Jack's Bop Town, an after-hours jazz place on Post near Fillmore, in the black section of town. It was a dilapidated old place which has since been torn down, but we loved it. The prices were reasonable and the company, mostly black, was lively and entertaining. Like all after-hours clubs, Jack's was loud and smoky. It was a place that reeked of life, and sometimes death. Characters that would have had our great American authors scrambling for their typewriters were abundant. I learned a lot at Jack's.
It was my first real exposure to the drag world. At that time only musicians smoked marijuana, and only people who lived in the black Fillmore ghetto of San Francisco were on junk. The cops never bothered places like Jack's, so it was known as "safe." The only white people tolerated there were musicians who could blow jazz like the blacks, no Lawrence Welk types. If you had soul in you, it came out the minute you blew your horn or hit a drum skin. If you didn't, you got frozen out with hostile looks and threatening manners. And if that didn't work, somebody simply stuck a knife into your gut, so you'd get the hint that your presence was not appreciated.
There were no honky tourists at Jack's. Knife fights were fairly common, and bleeding people always seemed to make it outside, so that the place wouldn't get a bad name.
The first time I went into the John there was a guy at the.urinal, pissing. Next to him, on the toilet, sat a black chick with a tourniquet around her arm, shooting shit into her veins with an eyedropper needle and a rust-colored spoon. She didn't even look up when I entered. The guy finished, so I took my turn. Her head fell back, her eyes closed, and she was breathing deeply. I could see the darkish needle marks all over her arm.
All of the junkies were black and all of the women were prostitutes, working the white trade in the Fillmore or the Tenderloin. After a while I got to know most of them on a first-name basis, and they looked after me as they might look after a little brother. But it all was superficial. When you're on junk you think about only one thing, your next pop. Junk was all you lived for. People would go into, the John, looking fidgety and nervous, and come out in a calm stupor, eyes dilated and gait temporarily steady. There was so much shit around you could make a buy openly from almost any cat. Nobody was sweating it. It wasn't uncommon to see some pretty perverse sights. This was before the pill, and one thing the local hookers didn't need was to be knocked up. The garbage cans in the alley beside Jack's had seen more than one newborn, smothered to death, wrapped uncaring in newspaper, and dumped unceremoniously along with the eggshells and old potato skins. Once I saw a pretty, young black girl sitting on top of a table at Jack's, nursing a baby obviously fathered by some anonymous white John. To everybody who passed" by she would ask, "Take my baby, mister? Take my baby? Please take my baby?" She didn't want to kill it, as the sisters of her trade had done with theirs, but she couldn't work to support her habit and be a mother at the same time. Knowing what I now know, it's hard to believe that most of those babies didn't die from narcotic-induced respiratory depression at birth.
I got to know them all, those who worked the Tenderloin, the Fillmore, the International Settlement, and the fancy Nob Hill hotels. As time went on we broke a lot of bread together, those broads and I. Aside from the junkies, they all were good friends. Many times when it was very late, when I was tired from playing a gig or hustling too many Johns, I would stay at the apartment of one or another until it was time to go to school. If they weren't living with an "old man" or a lesbian friend, we often slept in the same bed, often naked, but I never tried to touch one of them. We were close in a way that made it kind of like sleeping with your sister. Even though I would have loved to have fucked a few of them, their attitude made it plain that they weren't interested in.me, or any man except maybe their boyfriend or lover.
I never asked my friends how they got into the trade, but through normal conversation I usually found out anyway. They were all adamant about my staying in school and getting good grades, and eating well and sleeping enough. The good grades I did get were more to please them than my parents. A few of the girls even used to buy clothes and small presents for me. They loved to play mother to somebody who they didn't really have to take care of. It made them feel more like real women.
Most people think that all whores are the same, but this is a fallacy. As in any other profession, there is a pecking order. At the top is the call girl. These girls work in several ways and fall into several subcategories, but they have in common the fact that they all are young and beautiful; or, to turn it around, you won't find any old or ugly call girls. Most of them have at least a high-school education and quite a few have been to college. Polly, an old call-girl friend of mine, was working for her master's degree in sociology.
The call girl is the cream of the play-for-pay crop. Some are in it part time, and some full time. I have met office workers, secretaries, stewardesses, nurses, and even schoolteachers who had a setup with a telephone. Some of them go into prostitution for a definite goal, saving enough money to buy a lot of blue-chip stocks, buying a fashionable boutique or even wanting to meet and marry some rich but stupid guy. Others get into it because they can't think of an easier way to make a buck than by lying on their backs. Some do double duty, living part time in a house where they meet a select number of Johns by careful prearrangement, including the use of code phrases, and taking calls from "safe" Johns at local high-class hotels. Others work only the houses, and still others work only the hotels. This is the kind of girl a visiting businessman can take out on the town for an enjoyable evening, knowing in advance that he will be able to fuck her. It usually costs him one hundred to two hundred dollars for the evening, or twenty-five to fifty for just a quick one. Depending on the John's proficiency, that amounts to just about one buck per stroke.
Some call girls do accomplish their goals and get out of the business, but most get into The Life too deeply. If they ever did enjoy sex, they don't anymore. If they ever really liked men, many turn sour and go lesbian, not because they tend to learn that way but because they've become disgusted with the selfish barbarity of the male animal. And if some modern authorities don't agree on this point, then I say they're full of bullshit.
After a while the eyes begin to go hard, the wrinkles start to show, the alcohol or pill consumption goes up, and the call girl finds herself on the next rung down the ladder.
She becomes a bar pickup, competing with many amateurs. I've spent a fair amount of time playing cocktail lounges and I've seen all types. If I played a bar and saw a single chick, or two girls sitting together, I never assumed anything in advance, because there were too many possibilities. They could be a couple of chicks from the office up the street out for an honest drink together, with no thought of foolin' around. They could be single girls hunting for a date, and, hopefully, a husband. The chances were very good that they were a couple of divorcees, lonely for male company. They could be out to pick up a couple of guys to buy them dinner, planning a fast brush-off after the liqueur, and this was quite frequent. They could be office workers, nurses, etc., who were also part-time bar whores. Or they could be ex-call girls who couldn't cut it in the big money, top circuit, anymore. The biggest menace was the alcoholic, and there were a lot of them. They could bleed-a wallet dry hi record time, and then look- fox another sucker. I don't know what it is about alcoholic women, but many of them seem to prefer open-toed shoes, or sling-pumps or mules. I would look at the shoes first, and if I saw toes sticking out, I would forget it. A bulging belly or roll of fat around the middle is another tip-off to the alky. On the other hand, if I saw a girl with a very large handbag, called a "trick bag" in the trade, I knew that she was a pro, and needed the large bag for douche equipment, spare stockings, panties, etc. When these broads couldn't make a living in the bars anymore, there was only one place for them to go, the street.
Nowhere in all of whoredom are there more different types than among the streetwalkers, who have their own hierarchy. The better-dressed, nonflagrant ones usually went the route from call girl to bar girl to street girl. They could be found in the classier tourist areas of town, around the strip joints on Broadway, and the better downtown hotels. Most worked alone or with other girls; very few had pimps.
The street girls have then: own way of doing things. They will smile at a single man as they pass him on the street. They will walk slowly and stop often, always trying to put themselves into a position where a man will talk to them. They will then try to get the guy into a doorway, where they will ask if he is interested in a "date." If he says that he is, they will ask point blank if he is a cop. Because the lady hustler, just like the male, has to be smart. She knows that enticing by police officers is illegal, so even if the John is a cop and she takes money from him he still can't arrest her. Either way, she's pretty safe. Lower-class streetwalkers usually get hustled for vagrancy or some other nuisance charge, and then have to spend the night in the can, get a VD examination, which is usually positive, a shot in the ass, and a fine.
Higher-class streetwalkers usually aren't bothered too much by the police. They prefer to get convention Johns to take them back to the hotel, but often this is not possible. The John might be a local married man, or a conventioneer with a blue-nosed roommate or a wife waiting back at his own hotel. So the girls usually keep what they call "trick pads." These are rooms in cheaper downtown hotels or apartment houses. The girl pays 'the rent and the John is usually not expected to cough up anything for the room. The girls don't live there, the pad is strictly for sex tricks. Many make their residence in nice apartments out in the districts, or even in homes, if they have children, where a babysitter or husband may wait while the girl commutes downtown to work. But if high-class streetwalkers are subtle, the low-class girls are the extreme opposite.
They come from varied backgrounds. A few started as call girls or bar girls and worked their way down. Most are junkies of the type I knew at Jack's. Many are just poor ghetto girls or uneducated white girls who can't make it any other way.
Almost all of them work with colorfully dressed, Cadillac-driving pimps, who bleed the girls of almost every cent they make in order to keep them in bondage. In return, the pimps bail out the girls when they get busted, and beat up their own girls if they appear to be goofing off. They stay close but out of sight all evening, ostensibly to protect their property from bad-humored Johns, but actually to be sure that the girls don't hold back any cash from them. Anytime we'd see a girl walking around with braises and a lip like a harmonica, we'd know that her "old man" had caught her trying to pocket a few bucks for herself.
The white girls mainly work the Tenderloin, and the blacks, the Fillmore. A few have trick pads and may keep their own cheap hotel room in the same or a nearby building. Most, however, have arrangements with a local hotel that the John will pay four or five dollars for the use of a room for a few minutes. They may rent the same flea-infested room ten or fifteen times per night. The tricks mostly are servicemen and blue-collar people, with a smattering of conventioneers who don't know any better.
These low-class streetwalkers are obvious in their dress and brazen in their approach. They will walk right up to a single man and ask him if he wants a date. If he declines, they will yell profanities at him all the way down the street. Around payday it's not uncommon for them to get drunken servicemen to their trick pads and have their pimps show up to roll the poor bastards. Car tricks also are common. A lot of guys will cruise, looking for girls from their cars, or the girls will go right up and proposition single guys stopped at red lights. They will drive to some dark alley and service the guy right in his car. Actually, they prefer this because it's quicker and because they know their old man is probably parked a few cars in back of them.
To all whores, time is money and only a volume business counts. The prices go up on payday and down before the end of the month, when all the Johns are broke. The girls use lots of little tricks to help conserve time and energy. Some are so good that corporate efficiency experts could take lessons from them.
They don't wander too far from their trick pads, or too much time will be wasted in walking the John back. They will blow any guy who will allow it, to conserve the delicate membranes of their cunts. Failing that, they will jack the John's cock until he's so close he can't stand it, and the second he shoves it in he'll come, thus protecting the girl's most precious resource, her pussy. If they can't do either, they'll let the John slip it in, and then, faking passion, jerk their hips and hump so violently that before the guy knows what's happened he's shot his wad. Toward the end of the evening, when their cunts are sore and the Johns are full of booze, or when they're menstruating, many will resort to a technique called "greasing." A girl will surreptitiously slip a little vaseline or KY on the palm of her hand. Then, when the John goes to shove his prick in, she'll move her cunt up out of the way and grab his rod with the greased hand. The John feels something soft and slippery and think's he's got it in her, when really all he's getting is jacked off. Some of the girls are so good at greasing that even sober Johns don't know the difference.
New call girls are the only ones who seem to enjoy sex at all. After a while it becomes more and more distasteful to them, and if not distasteful, then neutral, like washing your hands. At the other levels of whoredom the girls are so hung up on their personal problems, drugs, booze, or general neuroses, that they don't have the capacity to enjoy sex. It's simply a way to make a living, and from a moral point they'd think no more of screwing you than they would of having a fast cup of coffee.
One type of whore I haven't yet mentioned is the queen. Queens are male transvestites or transsexuals who dress like women; they are not homosexuals in the strict sense. Some of them dress so garishly that they are obvious even to the squares. Their mincing walk and over exaggeration of what they consider feminine is so outlandish that they couldn't fool anybody. But there are others with the same sex drives and more brains. They shave their legs, tape down their useless cock and balls, wear good falsies or get hormone injections to increase their breast size, dress like regular female whores, and wear the same high-type wigs that their sisterly sisters wear. They apply makeup heavily but not too heavily and modify their motions to a near approximation of a real female. They also work the lower-class bars and hustle on the street.
Those of us who spent any time around the Tenderloin could spot a dragster a block away, but the squares from Podunk and the servicemen got taken again and again. The techniques of their hustling were interesting. Of course, they would always try to blow a John if possible. If the John didn't want to be blown, these "girls" had a way of throwing their legs back and taking pricks up their asses. They had engaged in anal intercourse for years, and regarded their assholes as a normal woman regards her vagina. They would give their trick a story about being in a hurry, or being afraid that a boyfriend might come in, so they wouldn't have to strip- Then they'd take the poor bastard up the bung, and usually he never knew the difference.
Tourists were often taken, too. There's the story about a Cleveland salesman who went into a queen palace, or bar where transsexuals hang out, but he didn't know what kind of place it was. He picked up a girl and took her to a table in the back, where she bled him for a few overpriced drinks. He figured he was going to get his money's worth, and slipped his hand up her nylons. Just as he was going into shock from grabbing balls instead of cunt, the fuzz busted in and raided the joint. Mr. Cleveland was so embarrassed that the cops felt sorry for him and let him go.
There was a fairly high mortality rate among the queens in the Tenderloin. Sooner or later some suspicious John would find them out. Usually the queens just got the shit beaten out of them by an irate customer, but occasionally one would get killed. If the Johns didn't kill them, other queens, jealous over a stolen lover or some imaginary slight, would carve them up. Petty jealousies and irrational thinking were a way of life for the queens. They always made me sad, these poor souls, trapped in a body despicable to them, with their falsetto voices and continual mock-hilarity. On the inside they were so lonely and misunderstood that many of those who weren't murdered committed suicide. Maude, with her high blond wig, purple dresses, and net stockings, looking like a leftover from a macabre Halloween party, was a friend of mine. She was always laughing, always gay and happy, hadn't a care in the world. She was found dead on the floor of her ratty hotel room. Her severed cock and balls were in her hand, and near her was found a note which read simply, "Dearies: I never wanted them anyway."
Many came to the Tenderloin, ostracized from their homes and small towns all over the country, only to end up like Maude.
When I didn't go to Jack's after work, or if I didn't have a gig to blow, I would hustle. It never became a thing with me the way it did with many hustlers. I never counted to see how many tricks I could turn in a night, and I was lucky that most evenings I worked I could make between fifty and eighty dollars, or three to four tricks.
After being blown I would clean my tool and then get some coffee, or drop into the Streets of Paris for a while. In about forty-five minutes I would go to the men's room and try to work up a hard-on. If I was even half successful I would go back out to the street and look for another trick.
At first Bobby and I worked together, but it became increasingly difficult. He was never around when I was, and vice versa. If we ran into each other it would usually be by accident. I found out about other good hustling spots around the Tenderloin, and I used those, also. Further down Market between Third and Fourth in front of another hot-dog stand that had girlie films in back was pretty good. Still lower on Market was a theater that showed risquй movies, and standing in front of it wasn't too bad. The corner of Powell and Geary was very good on weekends, and Union Square was best during the day but dangerous as hell at night, when the freaks came out.
Sometimes I would cut school and work the square, because the Johns up there were mostly married businessmen who had the twenty and wanted to get it over with as quickly as I did.
It wasn't long before I knew every sleazy place in downtown San Francisco where a guy could get sucked off quickly and in comparative safety. There was hardly a glory hole I wasn't familiar with, the restrooms of various garages and restaurants, the backs of several alleys, the movies, the peep shows, the front seats of cars parked on side streets, and on and on.
I became an adept bullshit artist, making up plausible stories to suit what I thought the John wanted to hear. I even developed a number of steady tricks, homosexuals who would come down, and look specifically for me because they had enjoyed blowing me before.
At first it felt good, a nice, warm, soft mouth running up and down my shaft until I blew my load into it. But eventually I found that I was becoming like the call girl who has been around awhile. Over a period of time I got my cock sucked so often that I swear I couldn't feel it anymore; it was like the whore said, shaking hands.
Soon it all became a blur of faceless mouths rooting on my organ, dispassionately sucking out my juice to nourish the holes in their psyches. Day by day I could feel myself becoming harder.
By this time I was wearing Levi's that were washed almost white, and paper-thin. It was as close as I could get to being naked and still remain legal.' I cut a hole in the bottom of my right pocket so that I could, at will, stand on the street and with a few discreet strokes get myself "half-hard and handsome." One night two young men walked up near me. One was about twenty-five, small and effeminate-looking. The other was about forty and was built like a pro-football linebacker. They were eyeing my bulge and talking quickly to each other. The little one carried a small black case that looked like the kind in which custom pool cues are kept. After a few minutes he came over to me.
"Are you for hire?" he asked softly, wasting no time.
"Are either of you police officers?" I countered.
"Goodness, no!" He laughed. "We were wondering if you would do some specialized work for us."
"How special?"
He opened the little pool cue case just enough for me to peek in. It contained a black leather whip, taken apart in sections.
I whispered softly. "Are you two a couple?"
He said that they were.
"Then why don't you do it?" I asked.
"I love him. I don't have the heart anymore," he said simply.
We decided on thirty dollars and I walked with them to their car. The big one was George, the little one was Otis, and I introduced myself as Dick. In the Tenderloin there are no last names.
We drove to a small, brick apartment house on Polk Street. Their pad was on the second floor, with a beautiful view of an alley. Otis was an excellent housewife. The windows were covered with fine, lacy curtains and the sofa had doilies neatly pinned to the arms. Not a bit of dust or dirt was to be found anywhere in the place. They offered me a little glass of cheap wine, which I declined. I had heard too many stories about people being drugged, and made it a point never to take food or drink from a John. Usually I wouldn't go to a John's pad, either, although I made exceptions if I thought it was safe, Otis came close to me, put his arm lovingly around my shoulder, and whispered, "Order him around. Order him to do things for you. He likes to be humiliated before he's whipped."
Now came the problem, my mind went blank. I couldn't think of a goddamn thing to order George to do for me. But after stammering around for a while, I did come up with some half-ass ideas.
"Go get me a cigarette," I ordered sharply.
"Yessir, yessir," George answered obediently, running happily to a dainty cigarette tray on the coffee table.
"Light it for me," I snapped. George fumbled with the match. "Goddamnit, you stupid queer bastard, can't you do anything right?"
"I'm sorry, sir, really, I'm so sorry," whined George. He started to cry softly, as the intensity of my browbeating increased. He apologized for his clumsiness and thanked me profusely at the same time. Finally, I had him gratefully licking my filthy Price's marine cordovan shoes. I was looking for some kind of opening, so I could whip him and get out of there.
Otis was sitting at the kitchen table with his little peter out, stroking it and eyeing me. I knew what he wanted, but that wasn't part of the deal, and damned if I was going to give it to him if he didn't cough up another twenty.
George missed a spot on my shoe and I chewed him out good and told him that he would have to be punished for the unpardonable error. Actually I didn't know what the hell I was doing, but Otis was coaching beautifully from the sidelines.
George literally tore off his pants and underpants in his eagerness to be spanked. I opened the case, which Otis had put on the kitchen table, and put the whip together. George, this big, hulking man, looked at the whip and started to whimper in pleased anticipation. I ordered him to lie on the couch for his punishment, but he testily informed me that he liked to be punished on the bed. I felt like I was a character in a play, acting out a role written long ago by somebody else, some macabre playwright.
Otis ran his hand along my leg as we walked into the bedroom, but stopped abruptly when I gave him a menacing look.
"For twenty more, I'll let you," I said.
"Ten?" he asked hopefully. "After all, we've already given you thirty."
"Sir, I'm waiting for my spanking. Please hurry!" George was getting impatient.
"Okay, ten it is," I said, "but you gotta do it while I'm spanking him, so I don't waste any more time."
"Okay," said Otis. "I'll give it to you after."
"Now," I said.
"God, will somebody please spank me?" yelled George, who was becoming frantic.
Otis got a ten out of the cookie jar and handed it to me. Then I laid George out on the small bed in which both of them must have slept, except when Otis had his period, and teased him with the whip, rubbing it slowly over his back and buttocks, slapping him gently here and there. He was in heaven.
Meanwhile Otis was on his knees in front of me, fumbling with the zipper on my pants and beating himself off.
I started to crack the whip in the air. George writhed on the bed, humping into the covers and moving his huge hand under himself to grab it. When I felt Otis' mouth sucking my cock, I really started laying on the whip, cracking it hard and swinging my arm in a wide arc for full effect.
What a ludicrous scene, here was George on the bed, getting his ass whipped by me, while he was jacking himself off and blubbering about how should hit him harder and really hurt him. Then there was Otis, sucking me off and masturbating at the same time.
Finally George, in a wild orgasm, got his rocks off all over the bedspread, with an ass that was striped red and bleeding slightly in a few places where I had laid on the whip too hard. Then Otis shot himself all over my Price's shoes, which George had just licked so gloriously clean, and then he got mine down his throat.
When I pulled out of him I was raw and sore. The motion of my whipping George while Otis was trying to suck me had made him scrape the delicate skin of my cock with his teeth. I cursed. It wasn't Otis' fault, but I was finished for the evening.
Holding hands, they thanked me from the bottom of their hearts, and I left, tired, bruised, and pissed off. I had wasted all that time for forty lousy bucks and got put out of action besides. If I had just worked my normal trade I could have made twice that much in the same amount of time. I resolved never again to do a S-M trick. I didn't mind weirdos, but these guys were a bit much, even for me.



Chapter 7


The summer vacation after I was graduated from junior high was largely spent hustling, spending money on stupid things, and playing jobs.
The weather in San Francisco is usually miserable and foggy during the summer. When we would have a rare nice day I would take a girl or go with friends up to Marin Town and Country Club across the Golden Gate, or simply "Fairfax," as we called it. There, we could lie in the sun all day, swim a bit, play touch football, and fill up on delicious grilled hot dogs. In the evening there was dancing.
I was making it now and then with some chick, but I still didn't know shit about women. Despite all the blow jobs and an occasional normal piece of ass, I still fantasized about some mythical perfect fuck while I beat my meat.
Early one evening I was standing on the corner of Powell and Ellis, leaning against a hot-dog stand with my cock bulging, when a young couple walked by. The guy was in his early twenties, had a blond crew-cut, was about thirty pounds overweight, and was queer.
It's funny that after hustling awhile you can tell the queers from the straights just by the face and the eyes. There's something about the face that is a dead giveaway to the practiced eye, even if the guy is married or very virile-looking.
This guy was queer, and the chick he was with- was a real good-looking blonde with blue, twinkly eyes, and was very well dressed. They stopped a few feet down the street from me and turned around.
It never embarrassed me when a man looked frankly at my crotch, but both of them were staring. She smiled and I began to get a real hard-on and also to blush a bit, I could feel the heat in my face and ears.
They whispered together for a minute and then came over to me.
He was about my height, but much heavier; with her heels on, she was taller than both of us.
"Hi," he said, smiling affably.
"Hi," I answered, not quite sure what was happening.
"You been busy today?" He wanted me to know that he knew what I was there for.
"Just started," I lied.
Actually I had already done a trick, but all Johns like to think that they're first. I guess they're afraid of dirty cocks or germs from some other guy's mouth. It didn't matter, because I always washed thoroughly in one of the many downtown restrooms after being with a John, for my protection, not theirs.
"Uh," he hesitated, "I'm Jim and this is my wife, Mary."
"Hi, again," I said to them both.
"Hi," she said, her eyes still sparkling with hidden humor and her mouth drawn up in a half smile.
"Uh," he said again, "you see… that is, Mary here and me were talking, and we like the way you look… and we were wondering if you do couples. I mean, have you ever done it with couples before?"
"Once in a while," I lied.
"We're at the Sir Francis Drake," Mary said softly. "Would you like to take a walk over with us?"
I was going to ask about money, but was so intrigued by a woman being involved that I figured I'd just cool it and see what happened. "Sure," I said.
Our conversation was perfunctory, but they always were. There didn't seem to be much to say, because you knew that everybody just wanted to get on with it. We all were afraid that too much talk might expose us, make us vulnerable to some great, unknown catastrophe.
We walked a couple of blocks to the hotel, saying little. The room was large and one whole side was dominated by a table and clothes rack where various items of ladies' apparel hung. Catalogs and order books were scattered all over the table. Jim said he represented a clothing manufacturer, taking care not to mention which one, and that they were in town for a week to sell to local stores.
Mary began to make drinks. "Is a martini all right?" she asked, looking a little more nervous now than when she was out on the street.
"Fine," I answered, watching her body closely. She was wearing a red sweater and skirt that showed her off to great advantage.
Jim had taken off his jacket and tie, and I noticed with some distaste how his paunch hung over his belt.
The only seats in the room were folding chairs around the display table, so we sat on the bed, had our drinks, and talked haltingly of nothing, just making conversation and killing time.
I was wondering what the deal was. Was he going to suck me? Was I going to get to fuck her? Both? Neither?
Mary, who had been sitting on the edge of the bed, pushed herself up and reclined against the backboard. She raised one knee, and from where I was sitting at the foot of the bed I could look right up between her legs. Although I couldn't see much, it made me hard as hell.
Jim got up and put his drink purposefully on the dresser, returning to sit close to me. He put his hand gingerly on my leg. "Does Mary get you hot?"
I smiled at him, then looked down at the bulge straining to break out of my pants.
"Why don't you get comfortable, honey?" he said to her, still stroking my leg in small circles, almost like a massage.
Mary grabbed the bottom of her sweater and pulled it off in one smooth upward motion. She pulled her skirt up around her waist and unhooked her stockings from her garter belt, exposing lean, very white legs. Raising on her heels and lifting her ass off the mattress, she peeled off her skirt and panties.
She was a bleached blonde, with pubic hair that was dark brown and curly-soft. She unhooked her bra and slipped it off over white, freckled shoulders. She had seemed to stick straight under the sweater, but with the bra off her breasts pointed down, and large, pinkish nipples covered almost half of them. Still, she was an attractive sight, and I was wishing that Jim would disappear so that I could fuck her, but something about her look told me that the feeling wasn't mutual.
"Do you like it?" Jim asked, his hand moving to my crotch and massaging my cock through my pants.
"Yeah, she's beautiful," I whispered hotly. He began unzipping me. "Well, look all you want to, but don't touch. If Mary wants to touch you, she can, but you do only what we tell you to, or we'll have to insist that you leave. Understand?"
"I understand," I said. I couldn't have asked for a plainer set of ground rules. He pulled off all my clothes and started stroking me. I was so hot that I thought I would shoot right then and there.
Meanwhile he had turned around on the bed so that his feet were near Mary's head, and she undid his pants and took them down.
He had a flat, floppy, soft little peter, which Mary put into her mouth and began to suck; but, much to my surprise, it stayed soft. When she slipped a hand between her legs and started finger fucking herself I had to look the other way, for fear I would come all over Jim's hand. He got off the bed to strip and Mary moved down to suck me while he was busy peering off clothes.
I had never before been sucked by a woman who knew what she was doing, and it made a world of difference. She held my cock straight up and, laying her head on my belly, put her mouth around my shaft from the side, nibbling gently. She ran her tongue up and down the length of it and around the head, all the while fingerfucking herself and moaning. She really seemed to be enjoying it and so was I. I started caressing her back with my hands, but stopped when she immediately murmured, "Uh-uh, no hands," between licks.
By this time Jim was ready. He got onto the bed on the other side of me, put his arms around my waist, cradling my ass in his hands, and with a sigh took.my cock out of Mary's mouth and put it into his own.
Now I had both of them working on me, Jim sucking me while Mary, her head pressed down on my pubic hair, licked and nibbled around the base. I was running songs through my head to keep from losing my load.
Jim's cock finally started to grow into a little hard-on as he sucked me, and he moved it closer to my face, evidently hoping that I would suck him. I turned my head away, almost into Mary's belly, as she was lying on the other side of me. I tried kissing her belly, thinking she might not mind if she knew that Jim couldn't see, but she jerked her torso back a bit and away from me. She had the middle finger of one hand in her cunt, and seemed to be using pressure on her clitoris as she humped against her hand.
"Okay, honey. I'm ready, do it to me now," she moaned, and I wasn't sure if she was talking to Jim or to me, but he stopped sucking me and so did she.
"Move over to the side of the bed," he said curtly, and I did.
Mary moved around and lay in the middle of the bed, with Jim on top of her, his fat gut crushing into her smooth, fiat stomach. She brought up her legs and he started pumping against her.
"Kneel over her head," he said, panting with exertion.
I straddled Mary's head, my cock pointing straight out over her nose, and Jim, lifting himself up a little, took me into his mouth again. All I could really see was his large back, fat pads jiggling as he bounced, and her knees up on either side of him.
"You're not wet enough," he groaned. "I can't get it in."
One of her hands disappeared from his back as she reached down and tried to help him.
"It's not hard enough," she said dryly.
"Wait till I suck him a bit more," he answered between gulps of my meat.
He worked on me a few minutes more, and I could sense all kinds of activity going on around Mary's cunt. Jim was pouring sweat from the exertion.
Suddenly he" stopped. "Don't grab it so tight!" he yelled.
He remained immobile, my rod still in his mouth. Then, with a groan of misery and despair, he began pumping furiously against her and sucking me hard. When I shot off into him he groaned again, pushing my pulsing sperm deep into his throat, swallowing hastily.
In a minute he rolled off of her, panting and spent, his white, sticky jizzum covering her pubic hair. He had never made it into her cunt.
I was still kneeling over Mary. A few drops fell onto her face, but she didn't move. The sparkling, humorous eyes were closed, and she was crying softly.
Jim lay beside her, one arm thrown over his face. "I'm sorry, honey," he kept saying over and over. "I'm sorry."
I started to get dressed.
Mary got off the bed and went to her purse. Her body was still glistening wet from Jim's sweat. She gave me a ten-dollar bill and tried a brave smile. "It's not your fault. You did what you were supposed to."
"I'm sorry, too," I said, pushing the ten into my pocket.
"We've got a few problems, as you can see, but we'll work them out." She took my face in her hands and kissed me gently on the lips. "Maybe someday we won't need kids like you. Maybe someday I'll be the only one who attracts him."
"I hope so," I said, and left.
Outside in the hall I had a feeling of exhausted depression. Only years later could I understand the depth of Mary's love for Jim. He had either married her as a homosexual, or was latent and had turned homosexual after their marriage. The only way he could even begin to function as a husband was to have a young boy whose cock he could suck so that he could get his own hard enough to penetrate his wife. And even then he failed, because the minute it became hard he ejaculated.
I can imagine what it must have done to both of them over a period of time, and I wondered about all the married Johns that paid to have me when they had wives waiting at home. I wondered how many were like Jim.
One thing I did learn in that room, there's an old saying that only a homosexual knows how to suck a cock so that a man can enjoy it. The old saying is bullshit.
Homosexuals are compulsive suckers; they seem to have a driving urge to get your cock halfway down their throats and to make you come. I don't think it's the sucking they enjoy so much as the feeling of a load of hot sperm being ejected down their throats. They crave it.
On the other hand, a woman with a good oral urges who enjoys sucking a cock will make love to it, she will lick it, nibble and tease, and cuddle it to pieces. She will relish the feel and texture of the skin against her lips, her tongue, the inside of her mouth, the velvet feel of the head sliding over her sensitive oral tissues. The gratification that a man feels from a loving woman sucking him is far greater than he will ever receive from a homosexual, who is by nature self-gratification oriented.
Many women don't or won't swallow sperm. I have met only a few who really enjoyed the taste and wanted to swallow it. I have never met a woman who wanted me to shove it halfway down into her stomach when I came, and the women who did like it in the mouth preferred me to shoot shallow into them, so that they could feel it better.
Some women will take it in their mouths and then spit it out; some will pull it out of their mouths just before I come, and, leaving their tongues extended, will catch it as it comes out. Some have liked me to pull it out and do it all over their faces. I knew one girl who would have an orgasm when I did this. Evidently the excitement of seeing the sperm shoot out, and the sensation of it, wet and warm on the delicate skin of her face, set her off.
But all of that was later.
I became a real whore, shoving my cock into mouth after mouth; dispassionately blowing my goodies down throat after throat with all the detachment of a nurse shoving a thermometer up somebody's ass. There were no faces on the Johns, no personalities, just a conglomerate of mouths groping for my hot sperm. I would service five Johns and then go home, or flop in some friend's pad and jack off, because my masturbation dreams gave me more satisfaction and at least a pretense of emotional involvement. Like Portnoy's imaginary Great Mythical Fuck, "Give it to me, big boy," it was more personal and immediate than the Johns, who themselves seemed to exist in a dream.
Eventually the atmosphere of the Tenderloin got through to me. I found myself as hard, bitter, and cynical as the drabbest streetwalker. Shit- and piss-adored glory holes were my second home, girlie movies with the dried cum from a thousand vicarious fuckings running down the walls beneath the small viewing screens, enough crusting sperm to repopulate the world stuck onto the cheap, gray deck paint in an atmosphere reeking of stale orgasms.
And walls everywhere written upon with the empty longings of sick minds:
"Need your hot load in my mouth"
"Love to fuck, suck sailors, cowboys"
"Give me your eight inches"
"Got twelve inches, looking for a hot suck"
"Love to fuck, suck your balls and asshole"
"Let me clean out your asshole with my tongue"
"I fucked my sister this morning"
"For good suck, Ron (phone number)"
"Come to Aetna Hotel Room 661 for good suck, fuck me in the ass"
"Hot for your throbbing, cum-filled dick (phone number)"
"Flush hard, it's a long way to the kitchen"
"Let me drink your hot piss, eat your shit, 5 P.M. every day"
And on and on, scribbled on the walls over urinals, in the booths, washed away and rewritten by a thousand tortured souls who would not have their fantasies denied by the scouring rag of a careless janitor.
Over a period of time, Bobby's appearance had become shoddy and unkempt.
He disappeared from the street and I didn't see him for a while, until one night when I was taking a trick to a glory hole in a parking garage. I just opened the door and there he was, on his knees in front of some old wino, sucking cock. His back was to me, but the matted blond hair and fancy cowboy shirt were unmistakable.
I closed the door quickly and took my trick elsewhere.
The poor bastard had gone full circle; he'd turned from hustler to queer, and it had destroyed him. I never saw or heard of Bobby again.
But as I left that closet-queen glory hole I had a painful feeling of foreboding, a feeling that if I didn't do something with myself I might end up as a worthless piece of human garbage, like Bobby.



Chapter 8


Junkies were a part of our life, although it was uncommon to see a white one in those days. Sharon is the dope-head I remember best. She was a black hooker who hung out at Jack's, and she liked me a lot, always buying little trinkets for me, ties, cufflinks, and the like.
When things start to go bad for a street girl, they go bad in a hurry. Her old man, street lingo for "pimp", took every cent she had, beat the shit out of her so that she couldn't work, and jazzed off for New York. The law picked her up twice in one week for vagrancy. The landlord kicked her out of her trick pad when he heard that her old man was gone. She thought she was pregnant again. And, being unable to pay for any heroin, or borrow from even her closest friends, she was going into withdrawal.
This was before federal and state agencies were equipped to handle such problems. If she had shown up at a local hospital for treatment they would have called the police to haul her off to jail.
However, the street was well prepared for such situations. Her sisters of the night, also mostly junkies, got together. Clarabelle donated her apartment-trick pad and moved in with Junie, who had the same pimp. Then a guard was set, military fashion, around the clock. Sharon and her caretaker were locked into the pad, and every few hours a replacement would show up to baby sit. I sat several day watches. It was the most horrifying experience of my life. There was a movie called Man with the Golden Arm, in which Frank Sinatra vividly portrayed a junkie going cold turkey. Most people who saw this so-called ultra-realism were appalled, but to me it was child's play; Sinatra didn't even come close to what Sharon went through, the sweating; the screaming; restrained on her bed with rope so that she wouldn't kill herself or somebody else; moving her bowels and rolling in her own feces; urinating all over herself; breaking loose a hand and throwing her own shit around the room; smearing it over her body; the tremors; the indescribable agony; the vomit everywhere, and the constant retching when there was no vomit left; the unbearable pain of that old monkey on her back.
And finally she slept, in fits at first, and then for longer periods. In four days the symptoms diminished to the point of controllability. Two girls came in to clean up the mess and change her sheets. They sprayed the room to clear the incredibly foul odor, brought her nourishment, and gave her better care than she would have received from the best nurses in the best hospitals in town, because they knew that when their turn came, when they couldn't afford their own goodies, Sharon would take just as good care of them.
They didn't have much in the way of facilities in that old apartment on Sterner Street near Geary, but they made do, and in a couple of weeks Sharon was almost her old self, and off junk.
But the way of the street is a hard way, and some lessons are never learned. Within a month Sharon's bruises had healed, she had found a new old man (a pathological need for all of those girls), she got a new trick pad, made herself a few bucks, and went right out to find Mister Sandman with his expensive little envelopes. She was off and free of it, but she couldn't stay that way. The pressures of life on the street were too strong, and like all the girls, Sharon was too weak.
As Vacation ended I got a job playing for a while in the pit orchestra of the old President's Follies, the last of the late, great San Francisco burlesque houses. To a drummer, doing bump-and-grind music is the most boring, uncreative job in the world.
The girls, some of whom were national headliners, were as finicky and temperamental as old-time opera stars. If you gave them a riff in the wrong place or missed a boom on the bass drum, they would chew your ass for an hour after the show. I goofed and got chewed out fairly often because I couldn't concentrate for very long on that shitty music, three shows a night and four on weekends.
The front rows were full of older guys who kept their coats over their laps. From where I sat I could watch them jerk off under the coats, twisting and banging a bit in their seats when they shot their loads.
Weekends were fraternity time, and we would get gangs of kids from Cal or Stanford who were lit on 3.2 campus beer, and would shout obscenities at the girls. The cops had to come often and throw out the worst of them.
During rehearsals, such as they were, and between shows the girls did nothing but bitch at one another. Petty jealousies and hatreds were rampant. Some strippers wouldn't even work the same show with certain other strippers. They were always fighting over billing or how much money they were getting. When a treasured item such as a G-string or gown got misplaced, every girl in the show was accused of theft until the missing article was found, usually right where its owner had left and forgotten it.
The comics, Bill and Sam, were two old Jewish vaude-villians who looked like Mutt and Jeff. Using a few of the girls in their skits, they did every tired routine that had been abandoned by more successful performers' years before. But they did sort of play father to the girls, and tried to settle arguments.
Only a few years before, I would have given anything just to catch a quick glimpse of a naked tit. Now I didn't even look up. The place was full of them, even if the nipples were covered with pasties and the crotches with G-strings. Like anything else, it became boring, just another job.
Occasionally we blew smokers for our great American fraternal organizations, the Elks, the Lions, the American Legion, etc. Although the average schnook would be thrilled to see one, with its old porno movies and everybody fucking everybody else, to us they eventually became a bore, like the strip shows.
The Saturday night before I entered high school we blew an American Legion stag at the Beach Chalet, a big rental hall on Great Highway near Playland, fronting the Pacific Ocean.
The scenario for most stag parties is the same. First the guys have a go at the bar, during which the drinking is hot and heavy. Then the projector and screen are brought in and the film threaded, while everybody stands around making nervous jokes. Finally everyone is seated, the lights are killed, and the projector is started. Usually the film has been threaded improperly by a drunken volunteer and starts to jump all over the screen.
So the lights go back on while four or five "experts" from the audience stand around with their thumbs up their asses, trying to figure out what went wrong.
A little fiddling, the lights go out, and they start again. Still no good, so the lights go back on while everybody groans in disappointment.
More fiddling, a lot of rethreading, and they try again. This time it works, and the gang, applauds. On with the sex.
But these are old films, made mostly during the twenties and thirties. They have been run through a thousand projectors, manhandled by scores of sweaty fingers, broken and spliced and rebroken and respliced. So the film runs about one minute and just as the girl starts to strip, whap, whap, whap, whap, it breaks again.
The horny audience groans once more as the lights come back on, and the broken piece is threaded far enough onto the take up spool to get everything going.
The films are silent, with subtitles or title cuts, most of which have nothing to do with what's happening in the movie. The men are quiet; they sit there watching the fucking and wishing they were alone so they could jerk it a bit. The laughter is forced, self-conscious, as though they were saying, "See? It doesn't bother me at all."
But it does. So much so that some joker usually shouts that he'll give a buck to the first guy who stands up when the movie is over. Often the desire for pornography, a form of voyeurism, is so strong that instead of rewinding the film from spool to spool they just put the projector into reverse and run it again, backward. Then it is really comical in certain aspects, but the Johns don't care about that, a cock sawing in and out of a cunt looks the same backward or forward.
When the films are over and everyone is good and horny the band starts and the girls come out. There are always at least three and sometimes as many as six. That particular evening was a big affair, with about a hundred Johns who had paid twenty apiece for the hall, the films, the band, and Six-Girls-Six.
The broads start out by singing risquй songs and dancing a little, with pasty-covered tits flopping up and down. They make a guarantee from the door money, plus whatever they can get out of the Johns. It was a cinch that a John who wouldn't wrap at least a fiver around his hard-on would end up beating his meat alone, because the girls wouldn't touch him. With a crowd this size a smart whore could make herself four or five hundred for her evening's work.
Of course there was always some smartass drunk who would heat a silver dollar with a match and try to shove it up a girl's cunt, but these chicks were wise and if they saw any silver they would back off and touch it first, to be sure that they didn't get a pussyburn.
That evening ended up pretty wild. One of the chicks was on a table in the corner of the room and there was a long line of Johns waiting for her. The John whose turn it was would unzip his fly and she would throw her legs over his shoulders as he slipped it in and started fucking her. Other Johns were standing all around the table, throwing cash at her. She had her head turned to the side and was sucking off one guy. Seven or eight other guys were jacking off on her, and when they were through, others would follow. I thought she was going to drown in cum, she had it all over her belly and tits. It lay in a big pool in her navel and covered her face, with big gobs of it dripping from her hair. Both of her hands held cash, but she still used one to jack the John she was sucking and ran the other in big circles over her body, spreading semen around like cold cream.
I walked over and watched, fascinated. As she rubbed her hands around, the jizz-sticky bills would come out of her hand and cling to her soaking body. When the John at the head of the table pulled away from her cunt and the next one stepped up, I could see a river of white running out of her and into the crack of her ass, the insides of her thighs were covered with it.
A John standing by her head let go a load that spattered her forehead, covered her eyelashes and nose, and part of the prick of the guy she was sucking off. She was by far the richest broad there. She must have had five hundred just stuck to her body.
On the other side of the room, in ring number two, the Johns had collected a cash bonus to get two of the girls to make love to each other, and they were busy on the floor, thrashing around with mock passion while sucking each other's twats.
The other three girls were more conventional, they were fucking and sucking around the room, picking up all the spare cash they could. It should have turned me on, but it didn't. After the job, Herb drove me straight home. I was cold, tired, and sick in my soul.
By the time I started high school I was sick of the Tenderloin and sick of hustling, despite the good money I'd made.
I was sick of the poverty and the filth.
Sick of dingy clubs and hotel rooms.
Sick of the whores and pimps and drugs.
Sick of the winos and alkies, the gays and perverts.
Sick of the glory holes and alleys.
Sick of the faceless mouths rooting in my crotch, draining me of my juices faster than I could replenish them.
Sick of the rough, stubbly cheeks and booze breaths trying to kiss me, rub my chest, lick my neck.
Sick of watching the impotent old queers trying in vain to get their pathetic tools hard just one more time while they sucked frantically at me.
I had run out of tears.
Out of sympathy.
Out of compassion.
I was wasted and dead inside.
After a year and a half on the street, I retired as a hustler, knowing that if I didn't, I was finished as a human being.
I was not yet sixteen.



PART TWO



Chapter 1


For me, high school was simply a continuation of junior high. I still played jobs at night, taking care to stay away from the after-hours clubs. I missed the easy comradeship and good music of Jack's, Streets of Paris, How Now, and some of the other places, but I had made up my mind that I was through with all that shit forever.
I didn't miss hustling.
Judo now occupied me three evenings a week, Friday night was still symphony night, and there were lots of gigs to play.
Studying filled only a little of my time but I appeared to be doing passably in school. I still read everything I could and spent hours talking or arguing with friends about what I had read.
Though the hustling was finished and my life seemed to have settled down a bit, my parents didn't see it that way. After all, wasn't I a no-go odnick, a worthless bum with a duck's behind where my yarmulke ought to be, bringing only embarrassment and dishonor to my parents, who worked and slaved so hard all day so I could have the things they never had?
My father, in a fit of anger he was later to regret, finally offered up the ultimatum: either shape up or get out. Parental control had been completely lost and he was having no more of it. My poor mother, holding back tears and keeping the two of us from mauling each other by standing between us with outstretched arms, begged him to reconsider. "After all, Al, he's our son. Good or bad, he's our son and he should live here in our house with us."
My father was adamant. "No! Study every night, home by one-thirty when he's working, a haircut, and no schvartza clothes, being a good son for a change, otherwise, out he goes!"
Negotiations broke down and I made plans to move. My shoebox held so much cash I could hardly close it; so I had buried it on a shelf in the garage under a stack of old files from my parents' store.
Although I liked earning money and having it, I had never bothered to count how much was in the box. When I needed something I just took enough cash to pay for it, clothes being my greatest expense. Now that it looked as though I'd have to fend for myself, I decided I'd better take stock and see just how much I had accumulated.
I took the shoebox into the downstairs room and locked the door. It took me forty-five minutes to sort and count the contents. Altogether, there was nine thousand, seven hundred and twenty dollars. I was amazed, dumbfounded. Never had I dreamed that I was so wealthy.
I knew that I had spent about a thousand on clothes and other things since I'd begun hustling. That would make ten thousand seven hundred, roughly. Doing some quick arithmetic, I figured that an average of twenty dollars per trick, I had been blown five hundred thirty times in a year and a half.
Over five hundred mouths had sucked my cock for money. And at an average of five cubic centimeters per load, I had spilled two and a half liters of sperm into strange gullets.
If sperm were gasoline, that much would run a Volkswagen for over one hundred miles.
The kids at school, people my own age, seemed nice children to me, not that I wouldn't have been happy to screw a lot of those fresh little chickies walking the halls with then* breasts pointing hard and young into soft, cashmere sweaters, with their trim, youthful asses covered by plaid, ankle-length skirts. It was just that they talked about boys when I had lived in a world of men, that they thought of holding hands and necking and petting, while I was used to hard-humping cunts, that they were involved in school affairs and their families and who they might eventually marry, while I had only a black, dismal past and no future worth thinking about. I found it impossible to go back.
It was the same with the boys. Their constant talk of sports and whether they had been able to feel so-and-so's boobs last Saturday night, or speculating if she might eventually "go all the way." The sports jackets with block letters, the school clubs, the football games and rallies where pimply-faced mobs worked themselves into mass hysteria over how many times an oblong leather ball might cross a chalk line on a grass field, all were new and strange to me.
To be honest, I couldn't talk to them, either the boys or the girls. I seemed to be from a different planet and we had nothing in common but our age. A lot of girls must have thought that I was shy, but it wasn't shyness at all. How do you talk to a sixteen-year-old virgin when your conversation has been geared to whores and hypes for so long?
It was lonely in school and I stuck pretty much with the guys I had been playing with professionally for the last couple of years. In varying degrees, they were having the same problems.
But I did have one stroke of luck. Our band and orchestra teacher, Ken Johnson, played with us occasionally. He did most of his work with society-type orchestras, but we had played jobs together before, when the union stuck on extra side men.
Within a month we had it knocked; Johnson would write out passes for us anytime we felt like cutting class, on the pretext that we were needed for rehearsal. He also let us use the band uniform room to smoke so that we wouldn't be having nicotine fits in class. Because I was closer to him than the others he would often bring me to the teachers' lunch room, or TLR as we called it, where I could smoke, drink real coffee, and converse with the other teachers on an adult basis. Before long I was calling the faculty by first names, and felt more at ease with them than I did with the students.
Ken was a nice guy and I've always been thankful to him because I trunk he knew how tough it was to be part-time schoolboys for those of us who were out in the world.
Conditions at home were intolerable, and I began sleeping at Herb's or Ed's house as often as possible. If I couldn't, I would sleep in the downstairs guest room at home, afraid that if I went up to my own bed a harangue would be forthcoming from my father. Apart from his yelling at me when I got home, we had slipped into a state of total noncommunication.
My fantasies, fed by my experiences, got wilder. I began dreaming about gangbangs and sex with two or three women simultaneously. Strangely, I would pick the clean cut virginal types from around school and picture them naked, getting soundly fucked by me, a number of faceless men, and other girls from school. The girls were quite clear in my mind, but the men always were faceless, like the Johns who used to blow me. I couldn't bear the thought of exposing my sexual inadequacies to anybody I knew, even in my reveries. I didn't want to think that somebody, somewhere, might have a bigger cock than mine, or fuck the girls better than I. So I would imagine myself in bed with girls who I knew, recreating the scene from the American Legion smoker. But, instead of tired old whores, it would be pretty Mary Daley from my Spanish class lying there, getting her pussy reamed by me while sucking off one phantom and jerking off two more. It would be her soft, sun bronzed skin, fresh from summer vacation, that would be soaked by the sperm of a multitude of these unknown partners.
I still hadn't learned much about women. By this tune I had made it with about fifteen, but had been successful with only two, and those by accident; I had sucked off one and the other had masturbated herself. To compound my stupidity, I didn't even know what was happening either time.
When I was with a chick, the idea of her being naked and of my actually being in her cunt was too much for me. No matter how hard I tried, my young, eager gun couldn't hold it for over a couple of minutes. Even on those occasions when I got a second shot at it, I couldn't make myself last much longer, the reality of the situation excited me too much.
But life is marked by one's own minihistoric events, episodes and adventures that change the course of your development and start you on a new, and hopefully better, road. Music was my first, Bobby the second, and Mora the third and most important step in my growth.
As with most things, it started by accident.
Every September, San Francisco held a fall fashion show in Union Square Plaza. The planter boxes in the plaza were full of beautiful, bright flowers in full bloom. A ramp had been built so that the models could show off the latest revenge of a few Parisian fruits on the whole of clothes-buying womankind. The pit hi the middle of the raised, wooden rectangle was for the band.
Actually I seldom played at affairs of this sort, but the regular drummer got sick or something, and my name happened to be at the top of the union casual-call list. Herb and I got a pass from Ken Johnson to cut school, as the show was scheduled for noon, Friday. Herb wasn't playing, but I needed his car to haul my stuff and I still didn't drive.
We got to Union Square about eleven, and had a hell of a time handling the drums over that goddamn ramp to set them up. A local radio personality was MC, and some well-suited dyky-looking broad from the House of Fashion narrated as the models pranced around the ramp.
We played "A Pretty Girl Is Like a Melody," and all the other trashy music that is reserved for fashion shows and beauty contests. The models came out of a large, gaily striped tent that had been erected at one end of the rectangle. They walked all the way around, stopping now and then to pose and twirl for photographers, and went back into the tent on the other side to change into their next "creation."
She had shown several suits before I even noticed her, or rather, noticed her noticing me. She had soft brown hair done up in high-fashion style, which made her appear still taller than her five-foot-six or -seven. Every time she spun around, her dark eyes searched me out from the band pit and glinted a message of warmth that made me feel strange inside.
I guessed she was about twenty-three. She had a small, pert nose, smooth, light skin, thin ankles, a narrow ass, and breasts I couldn't even guess at under her tweedy, full jacket.
She went back into the tent and I turned my head to the exit, waiting for her to come out again. It took several minutes, and when she reappeared her eyes immediately found mine once more. Each time she turned inward, no matter for how brief an instant, we found each other. I sat there playing the drums and getting hard as a rock, and I wasn't even sure why.
After the show the usual confusion reigned, as we got busy tearing down our setup. Trucks were brought onto the sidewalk to load clothing, and hundreds of people milled around. I told Herb about catching eyes with the model and he suggested that I go back into the tent and look for her while he brought his car around and double parked so we could load the drums. He disappeared into the crowd and I headed for the tent.
Inside, scores of people were pinning back and forth. Electricians were unhooking the lights. Effeminate, overdressed men were pushing their girls to hurry up. Some of the models were still in slips and bras while matrons removed dozens of the pins that held the fashion dresses to them in just the right way. I searched for the brown hair and flashing eyes, but didn't see her anywhere. It was a feeling of loss amounting to near panic, and again I didn't know why. I finally gave up and left, figuring that Herb must have had the car at the curb by then.
Dodging among the milling crowd, we loaded the stuff into his car. I told him I couldn't find the chick I wanted and he shrugged; after all, it was no skin off his ass. We were at the curb on Post Street, between Powell and Stockton, and the car was fully loaded. I started to get in when I heard a honk from a little MG convertible parked in front of us. I looked at the girl, who had turned around in the driver's seat, and for a minute didn't recognize her. She had let down her hair and it was flowing around her shoulders in soft swirls of brown. The high fashion had become a simple skirt and sweater, but the eyes were still unmistakable.
I walked over to her car, uncertain of what I would say. I had never been very good at that sort of thing.
She leaned over, opening the passenger door. "Get in," she said simply.
I had no idea what was going to happen, but I waved at Herb, who gave me a jealous, comprehending nod and waved back. I climbed down into the cockpit of the MG and without waiting for me to close the door she threw the car into gear and took off, jerking from first into second.
It was the strangest ride I ever had. I made several attempts to at least say hello over the roar of the engine, but she couldn't hear me. She didn't speak to me at all, though she turned her head toward me and smiled often, her eyes telling me things I only vaguely understood. She was even lovelier close up than she had been on the stage. I studied her small, square chin, thin, sensuous lips, delicate ears, and a small, almost unnoticeable scar at the right side of her mouth. Her green wool sweater skied out gracefully over her breasts, rising and falling rapidly with her breathing.
In a storm of noise we headed up Leavenworth Street and turned left onto Pacific. She downshifted for all the stop signs, double-clutching from second to low, and drove like a beautiful maniac, smiling at some secret joke the whole time. When we got way out into fashionable Pacific Heights, between Pierce and Steiner, she pulled hard over to the curb and cut the engine. She threw her arm over the back of my seat and in a low, cultured voice said, "I'm Mora, and you're sitting in front of my flat."
I was blushing. "I'm Richard, and I don't know what to say."
She smiled and nodded her head to show that she understood. "Then don't say anything. You never have to say anything with me if you don't want to, I mean, if it makes you uncomfortable."
She looked at me for a few seconds. "Let's go inside. It's too warm out here."
She grabbed a large handbag from behind her seat, while I got out.
Pacific Heights is one of the ritzy areas of San Francisco. It's a mixture of large houses where people from the society pages live, and large flats with spacious upstairs and downstairs living quarters for two separate families. Mora's flat was one of the newer ones, with an expansive redwood front, metal sliding windows, and planter-covered balconies facing the street. There was a steep, brick stairway leading to the lower front door with a well-kept lawn and hedges on either side. From the front portico, a second, wrought iron stairway wound gracefully to the upper entrance.
Mora lived in the top flat, and by the tune we finished climbing all of those steps we both were winded.
She fished a key out of her handbag, opened the large, white oak door, and we walked into an entryway of white terrazzo tile.
I could only suck in my breath with wonder, I had never seen anything like it. To my left was a black iron grating and two steps leading down to a huge, living-dining room area. The floor was covered with white, thick-pile carpeting, and a gigantic flagstone fireplace dominated the rear end of the room. In front of the fireplace was a massive bed covered with a purple satin spread and bright yellow pillows. To the right of the bed was a twelve-foot semicircular sofa of red velvet, with a free-form glass-top coffee table in front and heavy, metal lamps hanging over each end. There were several smaller -tables around the room, topped by pieces of modern sculpture. Separating the living from the dining area was a red leather chair and ottoman. Beyond the chair was a white walnut dining set with eight chairs, and a large, glass breakfront containing dishes and trays, which sat against the far wall, opposite the fireplace.
The entire north wall of the room was glass, and beyond the glass a balcony, containing plants of every type in brightly colored boxes. Beyond the balcony was the most breathtaking view I had ever seen of the shimmering, clean-white Marina district below, and the Bay with the Golden Gate Bridge on the left and Alcatraz on the right, a lovely fall panorama of white and blue that made the expensive-looking modern art on her walls pale by comparison.
Directly in front of me was an open door, through which I could see a spotless white-metal-and-stainless-steel kitchen. To my right was a hallway, which doubtless led to the bedrooms, although it was obvious that Mora must have preferred to sleep in the large bed in the living room.
Her eyes reflected the humor she must have felt, seeing a dumb kid like me catapulted into a setting like that. "Do you like it?"
"Yes," I answered, awestruck. "I like it."
"Good," she said brightly, "then I'll give you the fifty-cent tour."
Mora led me to the back of the house, which had two bedrooms side by side, with balconies overlooking the street. Next down the hall was a large room with bookcases on three walls, all of them full of books and phonograph records. The middle of the room held a work-table, a simple, straight-back chair, and an artist's easel holding a blank canvas.
"Do you paint?"
"I work at it a bit, but I'm not very good." She shrugged.
"Can I see some of your paintings?"
Mora looked at me intently, her thin lips half smiling. "You'll see them later. You'll see everything later."
The bathroom was next. It contained a sunken tub-shower, the first I had ever seen, plus a large makeup area, a toilet, and a bidet. It was the.first bidet I had ever seen, also, but I had heard about them.
"It's a bidet," she said.
"I know, from France."
Mora laughed. "Right, from France."
When she laughed there was something in her face, her eyes, that made me want to laugh, too.
"Let's go in and sit down," she said.
We entered the living room, where she motioned me to the sofa and headed to a small bar next to the fireplace. "What would you like to drink?"
"Uh, I'll have a scotch and water," I said, making it up on the spur of the moment, because scotch and water was then popular in the movies and I wanted to appear sophisticated.
She turned quickly and, still smiling, said in a slow and very distinct manner, "No, you will not. You will not have a scotch and water, or anything else and water, or a martini, or a grasshopper, because those are drinks for men who are queer or who have no taste. You will also not have a beer, because that is a drink for a man who has no class. You will also not drink anything through a straw, ever, because if you do I will break your pretty head."
I didn't know what to say to that, so, following her advice, I shut up. She put some ice cubes into an old-fashion glass and poured something into it. When she came back she handed it to me and sat down close. "This is bourbon. It's Jack Daniels, one of the best. You will drink it only on ice and after a while you will learn to like it."
She stopped smiling and looked at me purposefully. "Daniels is a man's drink and you're a man. From now on this is what you will order, and always ask for it 'on ice,' never 'over the rocks.' "
I didn't want to argue with Mora. I just wanted to get her naked on that big bed and fuck her, so I tasted it. The first sip sent a shiver through me, but the second was smooth and I found the taste very appealing. "It's good," I said.
"See?" she said, as though she had proved the point.
"Would you like a cigarette?" I asked, pulling out my pack of Luckies. She nodded that she would, so I tapped one up and offered it to her, but she shook her head.
"Put it in your mouth and light it for me, then put it in my mouth." I did. "Never light a cigarette for a lady any other way," she said. "It's much more personal when you do it like that, almost like a gift."
We sat in silence for a minute. I looked around the room and Mora looked at me. Finally her voice broke the – stillness. "Would you like to know why you're here?"
I took another sip of the Daniels and nodded, noticing how soft her complexion was, how her features, plain by themselves, when put together in her particular combination gave a face great beauty, beauty and something else, but I didn't know what.
"The minute I saw you, I wanted you." She paused. "Does that shock you?"
"No," I said. "It's happened before."
Mora smiled and the room brightened. "I don't think you understand. I don't mean I want you just to make love with. I mean I want you as a person, all of you.
"I walked onto that platform today and you were the first thing I saw, just for a fraction before I turned to the crowd, but enough to make me spin back quickly to see you again. I saw your eyes, and they seemed to come before me twenty tunes life size, and I saw so much in them, great depth, great sadness, but most of all, I think I saw in you a capacity to give love that has never been realized. And it made me want to help you develop it, because if you have as much potential as I think you might have", she lowered her voice to a whisper, "then I want to be around to receive it, at least for a while."
I wasn't sure I understood. My brain was reeling from her beauty, from the apartment, the whole situation.
"How old are you?" she asked.
The fatal question. I figured that she was going to find out how shitty I was in bed, anyway, so I might as well tell her the truth and give her a chance to throw me out.
No, that wasn't why. It was because I wanted to tell her the truth, everything. She made me feel as nobody ever had, a strange, warm glow pervaded my insides, and it wasn't the bourbon.
"Fifteen," I said.
It didn't seem to shock her. She only smiled, telling me again with her eyes that it was all right.
I explained to her how I happened to be a musician, and then, following an uncontrollable urge toward total catharsis, I spilled my guts.
I told her about school, my parents, my music, my life as a stud hustler, my life on the streets, the women I had known, my inexperience, my apprehensions about myself, everything. I had been storing it up for so long that I couldn't stop. It was for me a soul-shaking emetic, and Mora's face reflected my moods as I spoke, sometimes frowning and glum, sometimes light and happy, but always with a concern that I knew was personal and deep and genuine.
When I finished, it was dark and I was exhausted. In just a few hours this strange, lovely girl knew me better than friends who had known me for years. What was it about her?
Suddenly it occurred to me that she was a friend, this stranger was perhaps the closest friend I had ever had. It seemed that every time I thought about her I surprised myself with an unanticipated conclusion. What I had thought to be a casual piece of ass was now my best friend.
She had sat for hours and listened to me, not interrupting once, though she must have been tempted many times.
Mora had kicked off her shoes and had tucked her feet under her on the sofa. I was working on my fourth Daniels, and, looking at my watch, noticed that it was almost eight o'clock. I felt much better having talked to her, drained and tired, grimy from the dried sweat of a hot day, but better than I had felt in a long time.
She was looking at me with that funny expression again. "Would you like to take a shower and clean up?"
"I'd love it," I said. "I feel pretty raunchy."
"So do I," she said. "It was so warm out today, and that dressing tent was like a pressure cooker."
She took my hand and brought me to the back bedroom. Opening a large, walk-in closet full of clothes, she fished out a couple of hangers and threw them onto the bed. "You can use these so your clothes won't get wrinkled."
I took off my band jacket, expecting her to leave the room. Instead, she pulled off her sweater and, folding it neatly, put it into the drawer of her dresser bureau. Without even looking at me Mora reached back, unhooked her bra, and took it off, putting it carefully into another drawer and chattering about some of the problems that had developed for her at the fashion show during the day. She unzipped her skirt and stepped out of it, hanging it away in the closet before she noticed me staring at her.
Her breasts weren't large, but she certainly wasn't flat-chested, as some of the others had been. They rose out from her gracefully, with small, darkish nipples at the crest.
I was getting hard.
She saw me gawking and came over to me. I wanted to take her in my arms and put her on the bed, but I realized that I didn't have control of the situation. Mora was running the show, and whatever she had in mind, I knew that she would be leading me.
Standing very close, she took off my tie and unbuttoned my shirt. Then, moving away, she stepped out of her slip, sat on the edge of the bed, and, unhooking her stockings, rolled them over thin, smooth legs.
I had taken off my shut, but that was all. She motioned me to the bed beside her but when I sat down she slid off and removed my shoes and socks, moving up to undo my belt and zip down my fly with nimble, practiced fingers. Knowing what I had to do, I stood up and took off my pants, rather ungracefully, and while I was doing that, Mora got out of the panty-girdle she was wearing. The hair between her legs was lighter in color than the hair on her head, almost blond. Her ass was small, solid and athletic.
Fuck it, I figured. If she can strip so nonchalantly, then so can I. Trying to act like I did this sort of thing all the time, I dropped my shorts and kicked them away. My prong sprung out in front of me and I tried not to look down at it.
Mora did. "You have one hell of a hard-on," she said, smiling but not taking her eyes away from it.
"Can't help it, you're very beautiful."
She held out her hand to me and, taking it, I followed her back into the living room.
She pointed over the balcony. "Do you find the view beautiful?"
"Yes," I said.
She led me hack into the study and pulled a large art book from the shelf. Turning to a sylvan scene by one of the baroque masters, she asked, "Do you find that beautiful?"
Again, I said, that I did.
She grabbed my hand and dragged me back into the bedroom, the globes of her ass hardly even jiggling as she guided me purposefully down the hall. She tuned a bedside radio to one of the classical-music stations. They were in the middle of the first movement of Mozart's Hafner Symphony. "Do you find that beautiful?" Mora asked.
"Sure," I said. I knew she was driving at some point, but I still couldn't see it.
She grabbed my hand and marched me across the room to a full-length mirror on the front of the closet door. We stood there naked, looking at ourselves, Mora with her beautiful breasts and dark-golden-covered cunt, and me with my hard cock still sticking out like an unadorned flagpole. "Richard," she said softly, "if the view was so beautiful and the painting was so beautiful and the music was so beautiful, then how come they didn't give you a hard-on?"
I had to laugh. "Because it's pretty tough to make love to a symphony."
But Mora didn't think it was funny. She was looking at me very seriously. She pointed to our reflection in the mirror. "It's just two naked people, that's all. A man, and a woman standing naked, and we're both beautiful, but that's no reason for you to get a hard-on.
"Our stupid, backward, primitive society has told us that there's something shameful about a body, something erotic. But it's a lie, it's all a great big he, so that the popes and rabbis and ministers can keep their businesses going by saving us from the sins that they themselves have created.
"We are beautiful, but we're no more erotic than the view of the Bay, or the painting or the music. We're just two naked human beings who ought to be intelligent enough to see through the fabric of lies and man-created sins with which we have to live.
"Men get excited by big breasts. Why? Because some smart movie producer says that big tits are in this year. In the twenties, men got excited by fiat-chested women. Girls even used to bind their breasts down to make themselves look smaller. At the turn of the century, women we'd consider fat today were considered the most beautiful, and they were. And so are fiat-chested women and women with big tits. I mean, what difference does it make? We all have the same equipment. Some are bigger here and there and some smaller, and so what?
"The only thing that's really exciting you about me is that my body isn't all covered with clothes now, and because somebody once told you that uncovered bodies are supposed to be taboo, are supposed to be so erotic, you talk yourself into believing that they actually are, when they're not.
"I don't care if your cock is ten feet long or two inches long, because it doesn't make any difference. It's you I want, all of you, and your big cock doesn't excite me any more than Jane Russell's big tits ought to excite you. What excites me is that I like you as a person, as a man, because you have subtle, hidden qualities that I sensed when I first saw you, and that excited me tremendously.
"I know what men say to each other, 'Boy! Look at the tits on that one. Gee, what a nice ass she has,' and all of that garbage. It's all so stupid. They're just little boys who grew older but never grew up, and I don't want you to be like that.
"If you want to be excited, then be excited by a whole woman, not just a tit or a cunt or an ass."
It was the first time I had ever heard any woman of quality use those words. Yet they flowed from her so naturally that if she had used the phony words we utter in polite conversation, they would have seemed out of place. She led me down the hall and into the bathroom, and turned on the shower to warm up the water as she continued talking to me.
"Can you imagine all the little boy-men who jacked off to Betty Grable's legs during the war? Or being excited by a girl in a bathing suit?, a lousy bathing suit!" She shook her head. "It's too much to believe! Religion and the puritan ethic, that's what it is, they've made us all sick, all deformed in our minds and our values. We don't even see people anymore, we just see pieces of anatomy."
I thought back to my Varga calendar and my pornographic book, to scenes of jacking off in class while mentally undressing the girl across from me, and I felt embarrassed at my insatiable search for tit and cunt. Mora was right. They were never attached to a girl who I regarded as human, they were just a collection of anatomical odds and ends to put my hands on and my cock into.
We got into the sunken tub-shower. Mora drew the plastic curtain and, taking a bar of soap from a glass shelf, began to wash me.
It was the first time I had showered with a woman. We rubbed each other all over with the delicate-smelling soap, touching and exploring gently. She washed rny genitals and reached around to do my ass, sliding her fingers into the crack and sending little shock waves through me. I was back to full hardness again and when I felt her soapy fingers massage my asshole I thought I would lose my load down the drain.
I soaped her breasts, belly, and pubic hair, letting her fingers guide me down to her cunt, and then still further down to her ass, as she bowed her legs so that I could reach everything. She came into my arms and, slippery with suds, we rubbed our bodies together in a slow, side-to-side motion.
It was a tremendously erotic feeling, standing there with sheets of warm water cascading over us. With her heels off, Mora was several inches shorter than I. I wanted to grab her and hold her to me fully, but she pushed me gently, preferring that our bodies just barely touch. The feeling produced was electric, much better than flesh hard on flesh.
She turned around and backed into me, and with her soapy-soft backside against me I caressed her breasts and belly, slippery-wet and yielding. I tried to squat down to shove my cock into her from behind, but she turned around again, put her mouth to my ear, and whispered, "No, I'll tell you when."
Standing there with the water pouring down on us, I was finally hit by the "aha phenomenon." It finally sunk in just what she was doing to me, the bourbon, the cigarettes, the lecture on nudity, and now the shower, showing me how much better it was to touch lightly than heavily.
She was teaching me. She was taking a poor, dumb kid who really knew nothing and she was going to teach him, what? How to love? How to fuck? How to live? I didn't know, but I decided that I would have to look a long time to find as beautiful or as knowledgeable a teacher. I made my mind up not to fight her, but to learn all I could.
Among the few smart things I've ever done, that was the smartest.



Chapter 2


Mora gave me a white terry bathrobe that reminded me of my judo jacket. I wondered fleetingly who its last owner had been. Then, while I sat on the sofa and enjoyed the panorama of the Bay at night, with its myriad lights twinkling around the shoreline, she made dinner. For me a T-bone steak, vegetable, mashed potatoes, and a large pot of coffee; for her, a small hamburger, vegetable, one piece of dry toast, and a glass of cold vodka.
I was very curious about her and asked a lot of questions, but the answers were always evasive. Mora had lived in the city for three years. She was twenty-three and had been a model since she was nineteen, after attending a famous modeling school in New York. She couldn't make it in the East, but -when she moved out to the Coast she became an instant success, and was now making a very good living. She was born in Philadelphia and her parents were wealthy, but beyond that she didn't want to talk about them, As far as her personal life was concerned, she wouldn't tell me anything. "You'll learn little by little," she said. "That way you won't get so bored with me and we'll enjoy each other more."
She was surprised at the life I had led, and said that she didn't know whether or not to believe it all. I got pissed, because after all I had told her, the first person I had ever really told, she doubted me. I asked her to bring up some of the fruits from her model agency and if they had enough cash I'd let her watch. She could see that I was angry, and to my amazement her eyes filled with tears. Mora was not used to being spoken to crossly, and she was hurt.
For the first time I really looked at this girl sitting across the dining table. On the stage that afternoon she had been glamorous, in her high-fashion way, with the fancy clothes. I think it was the glamour that excited me. Me, with a real model, a girl paid for her looks, living in a fast-moving, beautiful-people world that I had only read about. But here at the table there was none on it. Soft brown hair, wet at the ends from our shower, hung straight around her shoulders. Her face, plain-featured, was lovely without makeup. A simple, white linen robe draped her body, and her eyes, gentle and expressive, told me of the longings, the emptiness, the hunger for something that I knew she had seen in mine. And she wasn't a glamorous fashion model anymore, she was just a girl. And if she was beautiful or not didn't seem to be so important.
I couldn't think of any words, so I reached my hand across the table to her, and she took it in her hands and squeezed gently. The touch of her hand was different now, it seemed to go inside of me somewhere.
By the time we finished dinner it was ten-thirty, and it was pretty obvious that I was dead tired. I could hardly keep my eyes open, and the Daniels hadn't helped any.
Silently Mora got up and turned off the light over the dining table, leaving the room in darkness. I felt her hand on my arm as she led me to the large bed with the purple spread. "Wait here," she said.
I heard the rustling of material, then her form in front of my as she slipped off my robe. We moved onto satin sheets. I had never slept on satin. The feel of it was like a woman's skin, soft and very sensuous. The head of my rod was banging against my belly. I had never wanted to fuck a woman like I wanted to fuck Mora. It was like the first time, I was anxious to do it, but at the same time afraid that I'd probably blow by goodies before I could satisfy her. A row of mocking female faces filled my memory as the familiar doubts and fears surfaced.
I started to take her into my arms but she put a finger to my lips, stopping me. "No," she whispered. "You're very tired. Let me just hold you." She took me very gently, cradling my head between her shoulder and breast.
"I'm not that tired," I said, and moved my head to nuzzle her breast and suck her nipple.
Then I felt her hand on my forehead, pushing me back. "It's okay, baby, it's okay. You don't have to hurry. Mora's here, she's yours. When you wake up in the morning I'll still be here. You have nothing but time, so don't be anxious, because tonight I want to hold you and love you all night, and I don't want anything in return. I just want you here with me, so close your eyes and sleep, now."
I gave up. Her skin was so soft, her shoulder so warm, the mood she induced in me so somnolent. I felt my cheek rise and fall slightly with her breathing, the outline of her breast and nipple silhouetted against the light from the Bay. My eyelids became heavier and presently I fell asleep.
The rest of the night was like a beautiful dream. I don't know how long I had been sleeping, or even if I was fully asleep. I felt Mora's lips caressing my belly, brushing against my skin ever so softly, while her hands did the same on my chest. She seemed to kiss me forever there, finally moving down, stroking my legs and the insides of my thighs, rubbing her cheeks into my pubic hair, nuzzling slowly.
I started to move, but she whispered, "Lie still, love, I'm going to suck you all night, so just lie still and sleep."
I relaxed, feeling her teeth and then her lips encircling the base of my shaft, as she rested her head on my stomach. Her tongue licked slowly back and forth across my shaft, and after an eternity started to run up it to the tip. Then I felt the bed move as she shifted position to lie between my legs, the length of her body on top of-them, her breasts pressing a delicious feeling into my thighs. I felt a warm wetness on my balls as her mouth engulfed them, drawing out gently and kissing them long, as though she were kissing me on the lips. Her tongue moved up my cock again as her hand encircled the base of it.
Her movements were not fast and frantic like the Johns who had sucked me, or the few other women. They were slow, deliberate, unhurried, loving movements. Finally her mouth settled over me and began the same, slow, up-and-down motion.
My hands went to caress her hair. She took one of them in hers, rubbing my fingers lightly against her face as she sucked. Then she inserted my finger into her mouth, along with my cock, rolling her tongue deftly over both. It was more than I could stand. I arched my back, shoving myself deeper into her mouth, but she raised her head with me, removing her mouth and laying my pulsing cock alongside of it. She took the first couple of spurts on her face, moaning and rubbing her cheeks over the hole as the white liquid discharged onto her. Then she put her mouth barely over the head but didn't close it, so that as the rest came out it ran back down my shaft. When I had finished, she started sliding her mouth up and down again, but very slowly and lightly, so as not to hurt me. As my cock went limp she sucked all the cum off of it and, when it had shriveled up small again, she kept it still in her mouth, in the pocket between her teeth and her cheek.
We went to sleep again, me drowsy from my orgasm and Mora with my soft cock in her mouth. Time passed. We slept until I became vaguely aware that she was sucking me and kissing me all over my genitals again. When I came this time, she pointed it back toward my face, sucking and licking my balls as I shot of! all over my belly. I felt her slide up on me a bit, and then her lips and tongue on my stomach as she slowly licked the little pools of sperm.
Jesus! I thought, and dropped back to sleep; but I remember feeling her take my limp organ once more into her mouth. Again, she kept it there, still, moving her tongue lightly on it from time to time.
Still later, I was almost at the point of orgasm, before I realized that she was doing it again, taking my load fully into her mouth, and we slept again with my spent penis under her tongue.
Light flooding through the window awakened me, and I looked drowsily down at Mora. My cock had slipped out of her mouth, but she was still tying with her head on my belly. I could see crinkly, flesh-colored streaks on her cheeks and nose, where my ejaculate had dried.
With a newfound feeling of tenderness, I stroked her disheveled hair until her eyes opened. She looked up at me sleepily and smiled. "Lie back, I want to suck you again."
Oh, Christ! I thought. I didn't know if I could take any more of that.-I felt her mouth on me, slow and loving and great. She slid up and down my soft cock, drawing it out gently each time and moving her fingers on the inside of my thighs and underneath my balls, until I was hard again. She licked it from base to top like a lollipop, and then, using her hands, jacked me off, turning me onto my side. When I came she moved back her head about an inch from the tip, put out her tongue a little, and we both watched it squirt into her mouth, dribbling out the corners where it had almost missed.
Again she put her mouth over it, as it deflated, keeping it awhile and barely sucking.
"The whole night was like a dream," I told her. I wasn't sure that all that had happened was real. I wasn't even sure, lying there right then, that Mora was real. Maybe it was just a wild masturbation fantasy and I would awaken soon, in my own bed at home.
Mora crawled up next to me, took my head in her -hands, and kissed me. Our mouths opened and I felt her ejecting a starchy-tasting liquid into me. At first I thought it was spit, but then I realized that she was passing my own cum to me, for me to taste. Still kissing, I passed the viscous fluid back to her. We continued, holding each other loosely, until it seemed to disappear, lost in our own salivary juices or swallowed. It was a tremendously erotic experience, the two of us sharing my semen.
Later, she finally let me hold her, and snuggled her head down In the hollow of my shoulder. She seemed, right then, like a little girl. "Did you like last night?" she asked.
"It was the greatest night I've ever had," I said, and I meant it.
"It gave me great pleasure to suck you," she continued. "I'm a very oral person. I think most women are, but they're afraid of their orality, they smother it under feelings of embarrassment or shame and end up cheating themselves."
She laughed. "But even I couldn't do what I did to you last night with just any man. The thought of doing it with some of the men who take me out repels me. They may be handsome enough or nice enough, but I just couldn't enjoy doing it with them. It has to be a person who affects me in a very special and personal way, a rare person. And when that happens, and it's only happened to me a few times in spite of all the men I've known, then I enjoy it, I more than enjoy it. I'd been looking forward to it since the show yesterday afternoon.
"I love the feel of it in my mouth, on my lips and my tongue. It gets so hard, and yet the skin stays so soft and velvety. I love to feel it come, to feel and see your warm, white juice on my face and in my mouth, to see it come out, to hold it and feel it grow inside my mouth. And then I like to feel it grow hard again, to feel it gorge and swell inside of me and push my head up and away from your balls. I love to lick your cream and feel it warm and sweet with my tongue. The mouth and tongue are so much more sensitive than the vagina, you can really feel it so much better."
She stroked my belly absently with her hand, and brought up her knee, throwing her leg across mine for more comfort. "And it gives me such fulfillment. Women think they are fulfilled only when they have an orgasm, which means that a majority of women who can't or won't have orgasms will never be fulfilled." She paused, then went on. "Yes, I got more pleasure out of last night than you did. That may be hard for you to believe or understand, but it's true. The whole evening was a mental orgasm to me. "I bet I'm shocking you, aren't I? Telling you how great it is and how much I enjoy sucking you off. Are you shocked?"
"No," I replied, "not shocked, except maybe at finding an honest woman. But I wonder if maybe you don't enjoy the feeling of power it gives you over me, too."
"What do you mean, power?"
"Well, let's face it. You pretty much made me rise and fall at your command. And I'm so vulnerable when I'm in your mouth. Did you ever stop and think that all you have to is bite hard enough and I'll be a sexual cripple for the rest of my life? Or that by not biting, you're bestowing on me a form of grace? Because I used to think about it all the time, when I was hustling, that all it would take would be just one nut to lose a marble and bite me, and that would be all she wrote. And there wouldn't be a thing I could do about it.
"In a way, getting sucked off is the height of mutual trust, because the person who's sucking you has your sexuality in his mouth, and with one big bite he or she can destroy it forever. Like most guys, I'd rather lose an arm or a leg, or even my eyes, almost anything but my cock. But I lucked out. I figured out once that over five hundred guys sucked my dick and some of those cats were pretty damn creepy, but not one of them ever bit."
She patted my stomach hard with her hand, forcing me to double up laughing. "And I'm eternally grateful to every one of those five hundred," she said.
I moved in with Mora that day. We made six trips from Pacific Heights to my parents' house in the Richmond to load her tiny MG cockpit with clothes, books, odds and ends, and my shoebox. Mora said she would take out a safe-deposit box for me on Monday, as she was afraid to have all that cash around her place.
I left a note saying that I had moved out and giving Mora's phone number, but not her address, and was thankful that both my mother and father were at work so there would be no tearful scenes.
Then we went out to the beach and walked for several miles along the surf, holding hands and stopping every so often to embrace. We looked for seashells and played tag and splashed each other with cold, Pacific water.
Mora was radiant. Her hair was in pigtails and she wore men's Levi's and a plaid, light flannel shirt. As I looked at her, laughing, playing tag, with her pigtails whipping around her face, her eyes bright with life, it was hard to realize that this was the same girl who had sucked me off four times and had kept my cock in her mouth the entire night, the same girl who had pranced haughtily around a fashion stage just yesterday. There seemed to be so many sides to her.
I had to play a job at the Fairmont Hotel that night. We went home (I was already thinking of her flat as home), took a shower together, -and changed. I wore my powder-blue band cardigan and she wore a blue satin cocktail dress. Her hair was up and her makeup on, and she looked very beautiful, but not, I thought, as beautiful as she had looked on the beach.
The other guys in the band just stood there with their mouths open and their fingers up their asses when I introduced her. Herb bitched at me because my drums spent so much time in the back of his car. He kidded that he'd have to start charging me rent. Mora told him to cool it, because in two weeks I would be driving and in a month I would have my own car, which was all a surprise to me.
All evening she sat on the back of the bandstand with me. We were playing a private party and it was strictly dance music.
I learned something else that evening, pride in a woman. Several of the men in the band who didn't play with me often or know me well made veiled hints to Mora during the breaks that they would like to take her out, asking where she worked or lived. Her answer was always the same. "You'll have to ask Richard, I'm his girl."
Only once did I get upset, when the tenor sax man, who I didn't even know, kept referring to me as "Junior" in an effort to put me down in front of Mora. I told him softly that if he called me "Junior" once more they would carry him out of there in about twenty different pieces. I must have looked like I meant it, because he backed down, and Mora squeezed my hand, her eyes holding mine and sending strange messages to me. She had let them all know, in no uncertain terms, that she was with me and that she wasn't interested in another man, not even just to dance with.
By this time I thought I was hopelessly in love with her.
The dance was over at one; we were home and in bed by one-thirty. Mora was exhausted and I was.horny. I kissed her and ran my hand down her belly, but she turned onto me, cuddling in comfort.
"This is my second night in your bed and I still haven't made love to you," I said.
"Glad you mentioned it," she purred sleepily. "One of the most important things you'll ever learn about women and love is when not to."
She paused, thinking. "It's the one thing that ruins most marriages and destroys most relationships, this business of a sexy man who has to get screwed right away or he'll simply die.
"Take the average husband, he comes home from work tired, has a nice dinner, and relaxes all evening, while old wifey, who has probably been running like hell all day doing household work, does the dishes, puts the kids to bed, and God knows what else. So come bedtime, he's got a hard-on and she's dead on her feet, or ass, as the case may he. If he's like the average boob, he'll just push open her legs, give a couple of quick kisses, and if she's not wet enough he may even be a good guy and run fast for the Vaseline jar before he climbs on. Then he'll shove it in, and after a few minutes of jumping around he'll squirt his little seed, roll over, and go to sleep, probably snoring like a buzzsaw, while his poor wife lies there wondering what ever happened to the lover she married.
"Or like those American Legion guys at the stag show you told me about. How many of those, do you suppose, who didn't get laid at the stag ran home and worked their old ladies out of a sound sleep with a 'Hey, Betsy, how's about?' and a slap on the ass? And after his two-minute marathon he'll congratulate himself on really giving the old lady a good fuck.
"I mean, we girls have wants and desires, too, at least if we're halfway normal. But nothing will turn you off like a hot, grubby body poking at you when you're tired, or groping, clumsy hands when you don't feel like groping, clumsy hands, or to be awakened only to service a hard-on.
"I don't want your wife one day to say over the back fence to some nosy neighbor lady, 'Oh, my Dickie, he bothers me every night, I just don't know what to do with him.' And she thinks she's bragging about your sexual prowess by complaining of what a pain hi the ass you are in bed."
I laughed.
"Don't laugh, I'm very serious. Most men think of a woman's vagina as nothing more than a soft place to rub it and come, but it's so much more than that. The trouble is that men are so hung up on masturbation and self-pleasure that when they finally have a woman, all they really do is jack off into her. Hell, they might as well use their hands, for all the difference it makes."
"You made the point," I told her, stroking her hair.
"I want you to be that rare man," she continued," that rare man with real feelings for a woman. The kind of a man who can ignore his own hard-on and simply hold his woman in his arms all night, if he knows she's tired, or out of sorts. The kind of a man who can feel when the time is right for making love, and when it isn't. Because it's only good when you both want to. The kind of man who enjoys making love, not just fucking, and there's a big difference, who enjoys and gains fulfillment from satisfying his woman, and doesn't just want to get screwed and go to sleep. The kind of man who would never dream of waking his girl just so he could have something to stick it into. The kind of man who doesn't paw, and who isn't all hands and hot breath and horniness, who says in his manner of looking at a woman, of talking to her, that he is a man like this, because a real female woman can sense it."
Lying there, watching the twin beams atop the Golden Gate Bridge rotate endlessly against the black sky, I told her of my fears, my frustrations at lovemaking, my preoccupation with failure. I don't know why, but when I confessed these things to her it was a relief. Somehow, I knew she could make everything right. She seemed to have all the answers. She was so sure, so supremely confident.
Mora tightened her arms around me. "We're just animals, you know," she said. "Did you ever see a bull or a horse or a dog fuck for an hour?"
"Not recently," I laughed.
"The only difference, sexually, between you and a bull is that a bull has a bigger cock and you have a bigger brain. No animal, including man, was made to last a long time, because the main purpose of sex, biologically speaking, is procreation, the propagation of the species. Nice little things like female orgasms don't have a damn thing to do with it. So if you shoot fast, it's because nature intended for you to do it that way.
"You see," she continued, "the only reason the human female gets any pleasure from sex at all is because of her clitoris, and the only reason she has that is because of a genetic fluke from ages past, when both sexes were combined in the same animal. It's really only a tiny, vestigial penis, with all of the delicate nerve endings supplied to the penis. Otherwise, we could hardly feel a thing. That's why the human female is the only female species that can have an orgasm.
"As for the rest of it," she purred drowsily, "don't worry, I'll teach you. I'll teach you well, my love. I'll, teach, you, well."



Chapter 3


We slept in each other's arms. My hormones dissolved and I was content to hold Mora, to feel her close to me, her fragrance, the soft, natural scent of clean, scrubbed skin. Eventually I turned over, and in her sleep she fit herself into the curve of my back, her arms across my side.
I woke up to Mora kissing me, light touches of her lips on my eyes, forehead, cheeks, mouth, chin, and shoulders. I opened my eyes slowly, reveling in the teasing of her hair on my face as she moved her head over it.
We had coffee and juice, took our shower together, and I shaved and cleaned up. When I came into the living room Mora was naked on the sofa, reading the newspaper.
I sat next to her and we kissed. I ran my tongue rapidly in and out of her mouth, around and around, as I had learned from some panting teen-aged girl two years before. Mora pulled back her head and looked at me quizzically for a minute, the humor ever-constant in her eyes. "Take my face in your hands," she said softly.
I did.
"Now," she whispered, "just do what I do. I'll do it on my lips, so lightly I can hardly feel it."
I did.
"Now," she whispered, "just do what I do. I'll do it first, and then you do it, and then we'll do it together."
Her lips took my lower lip between them and pulled it out gently. Then she broke, but came back to the side of my lower lip and pulled again. Then, with my mouth open, she ran just the tip of her tongue slowly around the inside of my upper and lower lip.
Fitting her lips to mine, she inserted her tongue on top of mine. Still at first, she gradually started moving it, always slowly, always lovingly in and out, then, with a groan, far into my mouth, as I sucked hard to bring it still further in. I reciprocated, doing everything to her that she had done to me. When I put my tongue into her mouth she sucked on it so hard that it became painful at the base. By this time we both were breathing heavily. She ran her tongue around the outside of my lips, on over the skin around my mouth, licking my cheeks, my nose, my forehead, my ears, my neck, and I did the same to her. Then I knew why animals lick one another, it's a truly wonderful feeling.
I ran my hand over her breast, down across her belly, and between her legs. I knew I was supposed to feel for her clit, but all of those damn folds of skin got in the way again, and I couldn't seem to find it.
Breathing hard, Mora broke the kiss. "Watch," she panted, as she slid down on the sofa and spread her legs wide. "Put your head down close and watch."
She ran one hand over her belly, pushing hard on her hairy mound. The other caressed her breasts in circular motions, catching her nipples between thumb and index finger and pulling them out until they were swollen and.dark red. Then she moved both hands between her legs. With two fingers of one hand she spread open her cunt lips. With the index and middle finger of the other hand she moved to a fold of skin just about where her cunt lips parted, and started a slow, up-and-down friction motion.
"Here it is, right here. See?" she moaned, and as her ringers circled the little fold I could see a small-bump under it, the clit. Her motions became faster and I found myself caressing the insides of her spread thighs with one hand while jacking myself off with the other. I was so hot from watching her I couldn't help it. I had never before had the opportunity to have my face right between a woman's legs, and to actually watch. Her breath came in staccato stabs. "Oh, God," she shrieked, "I'm coming! I'm coming!"
Her eyes rolled up and her knees jerked open and closed as she pumped up furiously into her hands, one on top of the other, moving rapidly. Then she put her knees tightly together, and with her back arched off of the sofa, vibrated her orgasm as I let myself go all over her thighs.
With a sigh her whole body relaxed, and she slumped, panting, back down onto the couch. Her hand moved to the pools of sperm I had left on her body and rubbed them evenly over her legs. "See?" she said, smiling. "Thus is the power of a tiny clitoris."
The whole thing hadn't taken her two minutes.
After a while we went over to the bed, to the pearly-gray satin sheets, and Mora finally asked me to make love to her. "Now you ask me," I groaned exasperated. "After I've just masturbated and probably won't get hard for an hour, you finally ask me to make love to you."
But if I was annoyed, Mora's eyes were still warm with humor. "Is there any rule that says you have to have a hard-on to make love?"
I was surprised at the question. "No," I answered, "but it helps."
"Come kiss me," she said, pulling me up to her. My hormones were down and I didn't much feel like it, but we kissed until we were both panting again. Still not a twinge out of my wrinkled organ, limp and useless between my legs.
"Now, make love to me," she whispered, running her moist tongue into my ear. "Do just like I tell you to do and make love to me. Stroke my hair lightly, not against the grain, but with it… Now, with your fingertips, trace my forehead. My nose… My cheeks… my lips… under my chin… my throat, along the sides…
"Now, with a little more pressure, my shoulders. Massage them gently… Now my arm, circle your fingers around it and slide them slowly all the way down… My hands, feel them… the fingers… the palms… the top…
"Slide back up my arm and move slowly to my breast. Don't push or pinch, but rub gently up and down, around and around… Take my nipple between your fingers and pull it out, like you saw me do… That's right, see" how big it gets? Now lean over and lick my other nipple. Just lick it slowly, around and around… Put your mouth over it and suck it up. Feel it get hard and bumpy… Ohh, that's nice."
I felt her hand, tenderly caressing the back of my head.
"Now kiss under my breast, just where it goes into my ribs, lick it… Yes, like that. Move your head down. Look closely and you'll see a very fine, blond fuzz on my belly. Rub your lips and your cheeks over it… Put your hands on my sides and stroke them slowly, up and down… Ahhh-, it's so nice.
"Brush your cheeks and lips into my pubic hair. Feel how soft and curly?… Kiss my mound. Yes, slow and long, like that… Spread my legs with your hands. Feel them, feel the thighs, ohhhh, right on the inside of my thighs, that's the best part of me… Run your fingers over the skin.
"Take it into your mouth and feel its softness… Now, run your hands down my leg, around my knee. Use your tongue on the back of my knee. Ahhh… Feel my calf, how smooth it is. Lift my leg and take my foot in your hand, feel it carefully with your hands. Run them all over it, now, slowly, back up my legs to my rear… Take my sides and turn me over onto my stomach. That's right. Spread my arms out and run your lips along them again… Down into my armpits… Lick my armpit, don't tickle… that's right. Now, gently massage my shoulders… Ohh, that feels so good.
"Kiss my back, way down around my side, where my breast starts to come out… back up… feel the tiny bumps on my spine with your tongue… Now, move down to the small of my back… Next to my cunt and the inside of my thighs again. Feel the curve from my back, up onto my rear with your hands. Now use your lips and feel the soft hair there…
"Put your arms around my waist and kiss the small of my back hard, with your lips… See how good it feels? How smooth? Now move your head down -and kiss my rear… Put your arms around it and kiss hard, harder… but slowly, yes… Now rub the backs of my legs… a little more pressure, like that, yeah… Now, move around and spread my legs… Lie between them. Feel the soft insides of my legs against your sides as I press them into you."
Mora's voice, so soft and dreamy, had become hypnotic. I did what she told me as though in a trance, finding all of the hidden places that brought pleasure, feeling a great pleasure myself in scents and feels and textures, as I began to learn what it meant to make love.
"Lick the bottom of my ass, where it goes into my legs… Ohhh… now, move up. Lick the base of my spine, just where the crack starts. Spread my legs out and lick down into the crack. Take your hands and rub them firmly up and down the sides of my ass, pull the skin with you. That makes my clit pull a little, too, and feels so good.
"I'm going to roll my ass up. Spread my cheeks and lick, just with the tip of your tongue, around the hole… It's all right, do it… Ohhh… Now, just take the tip of your tongue and put it on my asshole… Ahhh… Now push just a little with your tongue, now pull back a little, now push a little, ohhh, yes, yes, yes!… Now roll me onto my side. Bring your body around so that your cock is near my face. Lift my top leg and hook it onto your shoulder.
"Run your fingers through my cunt hair… Up and down, never side to side. Put two fingers into my cunt. Feel how wet you made it? Now put your fingers side by side and spread the lips apart until you can feel a band of muscle against them, not too deep with your fingers, just a little way hi… Now, take your other hand, put your finger about half an inch above the top of rny slit and pull gently up toward my belly… Yes, like that. Now, take your tongue and lick lightly up and down between where your top finger is, and the split at the top of my cunt… God!"
"There?"
"Yes, yes, Oh, baby, I'm so hot, lick faster… faster!… Don't move! I'm coming!"
Mora yelled and bumped out her orgasm into my face. She jerked so hard that my fingers slipped out of place, where she had told me to put them, but it didn't matter.
"Ohh, baby, baby, that was so nice."
"Thank you, thank you."
"Ohhh, keep your tongue on my clit, but don't lick it, it's too sensitive for a while after it comes, just like your prick.
"Roll me onto my back… No, don't lie on top of me. Move off to the side a little, so I can talk to you. Let me rub your cock and your belly. It's getting hard again. I can feel it growing in my hand.
"I'll put my knees up and spread my legs wide, kiss my pubic hair… my belly… Now down and kiss the insides of my thighs… Ohh, I'm all wet. I feel so squishy and nice.
"Now, start licking me -again, slowly, like that… Bring your hand up and rub my body, my breasts. Ohh, it's so good… Run your hand back down and feel my pubic hair while you're licking… Use your fingernails and scratch the insides of my legs, not too hard… You're making me feel so good.
"Put your fingers in me… Now, bring them up to my mouth, let me suck my juice off of them. It's so salty and clean… More, give me more, nib it on my face, yes, back into my mouth… Oh, I've got to pump harder. It feels so good.
"Put your fingers back in. Keep spreading them and closing them, open and close my cunt… Lick faster. Use more pressure above my clit with your chin… Yes, like that. Put your arm under my ass and push it up to you… Harder, faster, faster, Oh, Jesus! My thighs are opening and closing on your head, can't help it, I'm coming again, Oh, baby-you-made-me-do-it-again-now-now-now… Oh, Jesus don't stop, I want more of you, more of you…
"Move around and lie between my legs. Push them back, way back, till my knees are on my belly… Caress the backs of my legs… Ohh, my cunt is so wet. I can feel it running down onto my ass.
"Look at my cunt. Spread the lips with your fingers. See how delicate and pink it is? How like a petal? Kiss it. Kiss my cunt. Run your head down and lick my ass… Put your tongue on my asshole… Oh, God! Run it all over my asshole.
"Ohhh, I've got to feel my breasts. Run your tongue all the way up to my clit… Yes, like that. Bring it down to my ass again, up to my clit again, long, wet licks all the way up and down… Oh, baby, -it's so great.
"Scratch the backs of my thighs some more… Yes… put your index finger into my asshole, slowly, just a little way, it's so wet… Now, put the fingers of your other hand into my cunt, move them in and out. Now keep doing that and lick my clit… Ohhhh, I'll guide your head with my hands… Leave your tongue out and just lick, up and down, up and down, faster, run your fingers in my cunt faster, real fast keep doing that, keep-licking-I'm-going-off-again-keep-licking-her e-it-comes!"
Mora pushed my head hard into her. I had a bit of index finger up her ass, and two fingers from my other hand going in and out of her vagina as fast as I could make them move. She bucked so violently that I couldn't keep the one finger in her behind, but she was past the point of caring, shrieking at the top of her voice, her head lolling crazily from side to side, her involuntary pumping movements faster than she could ever make herself move by will. My entire face was wet with a mixture of her juices and my own saliva. I had some reservations about licking her asshole, but it was apparent that Mora was fastidiously clean about herself. Her taste was slightly acidic saltiness, much different from Ellena, who didn't know shit about personal cleanliness.
We both were out of breath, and it took us a few minutes to calm down. The only thing that wouldn't calm down was my hard-on, it had grown again and wouldn't quit. I was a bit tired and quite proud of myself for having been such a good pupil. I had learned so much that it all was still a mess in my brain; I would have to sort it out later. But of one thing I was sure, learning to make love was like learning to ride a bicycle: once learned, you might get rusty at it, but you would never forget how.
I was very lucky. Most men learn a little bit over a lifetime from trial and error, mostly error. But I was being beautifully taught by a woman who evidently knew it all. I was grateful to her and, I thought, terribly in love.
I looked at Mora splayed out on the bed, her limbs heavy with orgasm-induced torpor, and decided to forget the pressing need throbbing restlessly between my legs. I was learning.
We lay together and talked awhile, the aimless, nonsensical things people talk about when they (at least one of them) are all fucked out. Soon she fell asleep. I slid out of her arms quietly and sat on the sofa, reading the big, Sunday newspaper. I thought that while Mora slept it would be a good opportunity for me to explore the flat.
I went to the den and looked at the books on her shelves. There neatly arranged and classified, were Have-lock Ellis, Krafft-Ebing, Freud, Jung, Adler, Aristotle, Hemingway, Dos Passes, Faulkner, and a smattering of other modern authors. There was a section of art books dealing with everything from the Renaissance to impressionist to modern. The rest of the shelves were stacked with junk, unknown titles by unknown authors to fill out the room. She had a lot of classical record sets in seventy-eight, but mostly popular singles by Frank Sinatra, Dick Hayrnes, and Perry Como.
The blank canvas bothered me. Next to the easel was a table on which sat clean brushes, glasses, and about a hundred tubes of oil scattered around a palette with multicolored dabs of paint all over it.
I slid open the closet door quietly. Inside hung a mink coat and a mink stole. Payment from whom? And for what? There was also a cardboard file box. I was tempted to open it, but didn't, not out of any moral consideration, but because I was afraid that I might be caught in the act. Against the back wall of the closet, sitting on the floor, was a finished canvas. It pictured half of a woman's torso in somber shades of blue and gray. Reclining at a diagonal slant from top left to bottom right was one breast, half of a muscular side and thigh leading to a mottled pubic area, and the top of a leg. The brush strokes on the body were tiny, but the background, in gray with darker gray shadow, was dabbed on hurriedly with a large brush. It was as though two different people had done the painting; one the torso and another the background. Was it supposed to be a painting of Mora? Of someone else? Of some idealized female form? I knew that I would be afraid to ask. I certainly didn't want her to know that I had been poking around in her personal things, so I went back inside and finished the newspaper.
Mora woke up sleepy-cuddly and warm, purring like a contented kitten. I got back into bed with her and we held each other for a while.
"I still smell myself on your breath and your face," she said.
"I'll go wash." I started to get out of bed.
She grabbed my arm. "No, don't. I like to smell it on you. Leave it."
We went to a band concert in Golden Gate Park, holding hands and skipping like two little kids. 'Then I got my first driving lesson in a large parking lot near Lake Merced. Within an hour I was driving the MG like an old pro, slipping the clutch out easily and only jerking a little bit.
I drove us to the Cliff House for dinner. The place was full of families out for Sunday chicken or fish, which was about all they had on the menu. The people next to us were trying to quiet two small kinds, and Mora looked coldly at them. "I hate children," she said bitterly.
"Why?"
"Because they're dirty and noisy and require a lot of attention. They drain the woman out of you and leave a tired, frazzled old lady in her place."
"You were a child once," I said, "peeing in your pants and being potty trained."
"I was never a child," she said, blowing a long cloud of smoke from her cigarette. "Children make me nervous. I even get nervous when I'm around them, bratty, whiny little things. Who needs them?"
"People keep having them."
"Well not me," she said emphatically.
"Never?"
"Never!"
I let the subject drop because she was becoming upset. Mora ordered another martini, her third, and drank it quickly with her dinner, eyes hard and distant.
It was still light when we got back to the flat. Mora went in to clean up and asked me to "pour me one." I made a martini for her and a Daniels for myself, raiding the bottom of the ice bucket for enough cubes to toss her drink.
By the time she came inside, her martini was warm, but it didn't matter. I could smell her from across the room, wearing a heady perfume to which I had never been exposed. I could feel my balls twitching even before she got to me. She downed her drink with a few quick swallows and never commented on the fact that the ice had melted. Her mood had changed again, and she was all lightness and love. We watched TV, holding hands and munching cheese crackers we had taken from the kitchen to go with our second round of drinks. I wanted to touch her, to start something that would get us into- bed, but I had learned that it was best if Mora started in her own time.
She put her head in my lap and appeared to nap for a while, but as the early news was coming on I felt my zipper going down. It's pretty difficult to watch the early news with a hard-on, so I was nice and soft as she took me into her mouth. My rod started to fill and gorge and she kept her mouth still, feeling it enlarge against her tongue. She sucked me until I held her head still as a signal to stop, as it was starting to feel pretty good. She slid to the floor and pulled my pants off over bare feet, while I took off my shirt. "It's time," she said, and we walked hand in hand over to the bed.
At last, as we slipped onto the satin, I knew that I was going to get it into her. It seemed as though I had waited a long time, although it was just two and a half days. The first time, Mora had made love to me. The next time, she told me how to make love orally to her. This time we did it together. We washed each other's faces with our tongues, the way a loving mother cat does to her kittens. We rubbed and felt, and I got to go over all those favorite parts of her body that I had discovered before, her soft, flat, fuzzy belly, the small of her back, behind her legs, her nipples, the insides of her thighs. Meanwhile, Mora was devouring me, rubbing her face in my stomach and on the side of my ass, feeling my arms and legs, sucking my cock for a few minutes, only to stop and rub my back, then back to lick me again. I felt like I was ready to pop and I hadn't even put it into her yet.
She rolled over onto her back and brought her legs up. "Suck me for a minute baby, just enough to get it good and slippery. That way it won't cause so much friction on you when you go into me."
Mora's whole body smelled of love. I put my head between her legs and licked her clit, which I now found easily, until she started to moan and hump. Then I went lower into her cunt, spreading her lips with my fingers and running my tongue in and out, letting go as much saliva as I could, until she was good and lubricated.
"Now, baby, now," she moaned. "Come to mama."
With my chin and cheeks wet from her juices, I crawled up between her legs, eagerly poising myself to shove into her, but she put her hands against my chest, stopping me. "Just put the tip of it in, just the tip," she whispered.
Raising up on one side, I slid my cock into her as she pulled back her knees. I could see the head of my rod disappear between her cunt lips. She was very wet and the sensation wasn't too much for me. It was like shoving it into a soapy sponge. I could see her hairy lips push wide apart to accommodate me.
"Now come up on me," she said tenderly, grabbing me behind the arms and pushing me up on her body. When my chin reached the top of her head she stopped me and put her legs back down. By doing this, my cock • was flexed almost straight down. It felt like it might break off at any moment. "Now rub in and out slowly, but just a little bit, just the head of it, baby… That's right, like that. See? This way you're rubbing it right against my clit, where it feels best, but most of the sliding is on the top of your precious peter, where you don't have so many nerves."
Mora was right, just poking the head in a little, and almost all the way out of her, didn't give me the old familiar feeling; it felt good, but not too good. She had her arms around me, and her hands running up and down my back, fondling my hair., sliding down to my ass, pushing and guiding.
"Faster," she said. "Fast as you can."
Using the same movement, I started hammering at her like a machine gun, and made the startling discovery that I'm sure she wanted me to make, the faster I moved, the less I could feel. I seemed to be outrunning my own nerve impulses, and as long as I stayed ahead of them I was fine. The lips of her cunt were so squishy-wet by this time that I don't think I could have felt anything anyway. It was just like fucking a glass of water.
I was still uncomfortable from the position, and all of my urges urged me to bury myself in her. I started to go deeper, and she panted, "No! Not yet!"
But if I couldn't feel very much, fucking this way, Mora felt plenty. She kept her knees low to the bed, so my cock would have maximum contact with her clitoris. By riding her this high, not only did I have continual contact with her most sensitive area, but each tune the head, driving only shallowly into her, pulled in and out, it opened and closed her lips a little, pulling still more at her little passion bud.
When her panting became broken I knew she was starting to come. Within seconds, it welled up hi her. "Now!" she cried. "Now!"
She grabbed my buttocks with both hands and pushed me all the way into her, then brought back her legs and locked them around my waist.
The plunge into her after holding back all that time was exquisite. I wanted to come, too, to rub hard and fast and shoot my load into her. At this point it was like an overwhelming animal instinct, but even in the throes of her orgasm she kept her arms tightly around my back and held me still. "Pump with me, not against me," she panted.
With her legs around my waist and her arms around my back so tightly, I couldn't pump, anyway. She held me so that my body had to move with hers, and with her legs back like that I could feel my tip pressing against her cervix. After Mora had finished her orgasm she lay still for a minute, then trembled for a few seconds with aftershocks. I was still breathing hard and sweating when I felt her legs go back down and her grip on me relax. She smiled up at me. "See? It's not so hard, is it?"
"It's very hard," I breathed, rotating my ass so that she could feel just how hard it was.
Mora laughed, relaxed, almost as though we were having a casual conversation on the sofa. I -was proud of myself, prouder, I think, than I had ever been. I glanced at the clock on the wall. I had been in her for about ten minutes, and that was the longest that I had ever fucked any woman. For the first time, I had made a woman come with my cock, or, rather, Mora had taught me how to last long enough to make her come.
"Now, just lie still," she said. "Lie still with your cock buried deep in me. Did it feel good, baby?"
It was difficult not to move, lying there inside of her. Again I had to ignore the urge to" pump. "It felt fine. It felt great when you came," I said.
"Then you're a real man," she whispered. "You get satisfaction from pleasing your lady. And when you get as much satisfaction from that as you do from pleasing yourself, you'll be a lover."
She smiled and kissed me lightly. "My lover man."
"See," she said, "the trick is that it should feel good for you but not too good, not so good that you'll come before you want to. That's where you have the bull and the horse beat, you can ignore instinct, if you're strong enough."
It seemed so odd, lying there on top of her, our bodies joined so deeply, carrying on a conversation. It was intimate and loving, and I was beginning to like it.
"A lot of men try to last by thinking of something else," she continued. "Some doctors who treat sex problems even tell them to do that. But I think it's cheap and degrading for a man to have to think about work, or a baseball game, or some other thing far removed from sex just to last a little longer. Men cheat themselves by doing that, and they cheat their girls, too, because if some guy's rubbing hi and out, but thinking about how much he hates his boss or something, then he's not even going to be there mentally at all, and a woman can always tell.
"If he's that removed, then he's not making love anymore, and the poor girl might just as well use a dildo as that guy's penis, because neither of them has any emotion attached.
"I'll teach you how not to let it feel too good," she said, rubbing my back and sides, "but I don't want you ever to think of other things while you're making love, because if you do, you'll grow to hate it and end up not being able to get an erection at all. I've seen it before and I know, you should enjoy it and think about how good it feels and about me, or whoever, and keep your feelings and your emotions centered on your act of love. It's the only way, really, because if it's going to be any good at all, I have to know that you're enjoying it and you have to know that I'm enjoying it."
"Did you enjoy it just now?" I asked.
"Yes, but not as much as I should have, because I was occupied with thinking about what you were doing."
"I'm sorry," I said.
"Don't be sorry." She kissed me on the cheek and nose and forehead. "Don't be sorry, baby. I wanted to do it that way. And I'll keep on doing it that way until you know all that I know, and then you'll just naturally start to take over, and I'll begin really enjoying it the way I want to. But I'm not going to rush that day and neither are you. I like to think that my graduates are the best lovers in the world."
"What do you mean, your 'graduates'?" I asked.
"All this sex talk is making me horny again," she answered, changing the subject. "Now, just close your eyes and rest on me until your hard-on has gone down about halfway," she whispered, turning my head and laying it on her shoulder.
I could feel myself, now accustomed and at home inside of her, begin to go down a bit. Mora could feel it, too. "Stay in me all the way this time," she said, "but don't pump against me."
She began moving her belly up against me slowly. "Get up high on me again, but not as high as last time, face to face with me, so we can kiss. Keep your pubic bone against mine and bear down, so that the angle at the base of your cock stays against my clit. When I move up, you move up; when I go down, you go down.
"Most men think they have to rub the opposite way from the girl, and that's what finishes them off so fast-that, and using strokes that are too long before they're ready for long strokes. If you move the same way I do, I'll get enough friction against my clit to come, and I'll be able to feel you in me all the way, filling me."
She started to move, and I went with her. "Keep your weight on your elbows," she said. "If I want to feel you crushing me, I'll pull you down. If you have to shoot, you can do it in me, you won't get me pregnant."
I wanted to ask her why not, but thought better of it. When she began to hump, I forgot about it entirely and just concentrated on staying with her. I could feel myself growing hard in her again and I pushed in as far as I could, holding the top base of my cock against the top of her cunt. Mora was right again. Our tongues found each other as she began to pump against me harder. I could feel just the slightest bit of slipping in and out of her because our motions didn't quite match perfectly, enough so that she could feel the sliding motion pulling on her clitoris. She began to pant, and I could feel her getting very wet again as our motions made little squishing sounds. "As I get wetter, move in and out a little more," she breathed into my mouth.
I did, and it worked. The wetter she became, the less I could feel. I tried lengthening my stroke until it felt too good, then I shortened it again. Her panting began to sound broken and I knew that she was on the threshold of going off again.
"Fast, now, fast and hard against me," she cried. I started going like a jackhammer, as I had done the first time, and it worked again. Actually I was only sliding back and forth maybe an inch, but I was going so fast my nerve impulses couldn't catch up.
Mora came with a roar. "Don't stop, God, keep doing that. Put your hands under my shoulders and shake me fast."
I shook her as fast as I could. Her head was bobbing up and down off the pillow like a sexy piston, eyes open and wild, feeling everything and seeing nothing, her tongue lolling from her mouth. She seemed to be having another, more powerful orgasm on top of her first.
"God, now!" she screamed hoarsely. "Now, baby-come in me, ohhh, hurry, baby, hurry and come."
Excited beyond anything I had ever known, I gave those long, hard strokes I had been denying myself, moaning and crying out as I felt the sperm come up. Mora's hands were tight on my ass, driving me in and out of her, and just as it started to spurt out, I felt her finger in my behind, pushing hard. It was like a lovely kick in the balls; everything but my toenails was coming out of me. The holding back had heightened my own orgasm, and the more I came, the more Mora seemed to come.
When I finished I collapsed onto her, but those delicate, knowing hands of hers kept my ass moving into her.
"Keep going for a while," she panted. "It will make us both feel better longer." She was right again. As I kept moving slowly for a minute or two I felt several more surges of pleasure, and I could feel Mora tremble again from aftershocks.
I glanced once more at the wall clock.
I had been inside of her for more than a half hour.



Chapter 4


We lay loosely, legs intertwined, as Mora talked to me of making love. She had a way of instructing, of teaching without seeming to be a teacher, without implying that she was the fount of all knowledge and that I was an ignorant asshole who knew nothing. She made it seem as though she, too, was a participant, learning for the first time along with me.
"One of these days you'll reach Nirvana," she said.
"What do you mean?" As far as I knew, Nirvana was a perfected form of meditation where God and soul became one, or some such shit.
"I mean that as you continue to make love, and you begin to last longer and longer, you'll reach a state of being apart from the act of love, yet integrally tied to it, a kind of never-never land where you can feel yourself above yourself, looking down at yourself making love. The sensation becomes very pleasurable but constant, without all of the erotic peaks that make you want to ejaculate. It's a state of steady love, steady feeling, where reality temporarily departs.
"Do you think I could do that?"
She examined me as though I were an article of merchandise she might buy. "Yes, I think so. I've only known a couple of men who could do it, but I think you could. I mean, I think you have the capability."
"What happens when you reach Nirvana?"
"Well, it's sort of a pleasure above pleasure. It's deeper, soul satisfying, but very hard to explain."
"Can you experience Nirvana, too?"
"No, only a man can do that. As a woman, I have an advantage, because all I have to do is lie there. But when a man prods me to orgasm, there's no way I can back it down and still feel pleasure. I just have to go ahead and climax."
"How many men have you slept with?" I was curious, Also stupid. I felt her grip on me go cold.
"Enough," she said dryly, I could feel her conscious effort to put no emotion or inflection into the word.
As if forcing herself to forget about my dumb question, she began sucking me again and turned her body, indicating that I should suck her at the same time. We did the sixty-nine lying on our sides. It had been only about a half hour since I had shot, and I didn't think I was ready yet for more.
Mora thought differently. When she had sucked me about halfhard she said that she wanted me to put it into her again. I told her it wasn't hard enough, but she seemed to think that it was, so I didn't argue as she flipped over onto her back. She put her knees all the way back to her breasts, thus bringing her cunt, which was slippery from my licking, up almost on the same plane as her belly. She told me to stay on my knees between her legs and lean over her, but not too far. Then she took my semiturgid cock in her hand, bent slightly, and just stuffed the damn thing into her.
"Now," she breathed, "you can do whatever you want till you get hard, but keep it in all the way so it won't fall out, and bump my clit at the end of each pump."
I had never been in a woman when I didn't have a hard-on, and the feeling was unique. I pumped hard and furiously for a long time, hitting Mora's clit each time I pushed in. If she got any less sensation because I wasn't completely hard, she didn't show it. She pumped up against me, putting her legs over my shoulders so that I couldn't fall out of her. This was the most excited I had yet seen her, crying out, slapping the sheets with her hands, raking my back with her nails. When she came she lost control completely, and I got so excited by her orgasm that I got hard in her, which excited her still more and made her come longer and yet more violently. It was all I could do just to stay on her.
I bumped her gently until her breathing became normal again. The erection that her orgasm had caused me also went back down a bit, I still wasn't ready. I started again, moving into her slowly and bumping her clit at the end of each stroke, being careful to move with her and not against her. When she got passionate again, I got hard again. Remembering my earlier lesson, I pushed • myself up on her until my chin was over her head and my cock was pointing almost straight down. I pulled it out until just the tip was in her, and began short, rubbing strokes against her clit. She was so wet I felt like I was in a vat of warm, melted butter.
"Take your hand," she panted, "and slide it under my ass and up to feel my cunt, all around it. Put your finger on my asshole, not too hard. Feel around my cunt some more, now go into me all the way."
I shoved it in full, and as I did so I felt her hand slide between our bellies to her clitoris and begin working it like crazy.
"Now," she cried. "Now go fast, faster! Put your finger in my ass! Shove it in!"
I began to jackhammer, my pubic bone banging against her wildly moving hand, and reached around, feeling myself pound in and out of her, then down, where her dripping juice had soaked her anus. I pushed my index finger inside up to the first joint. Her mouth opened wide, sucking air, her eyeballs rolled back, and her hips began a sharp, uncontrolled jerking motion which felt so good that I knew I was going to unload, too.
"Oh, Christ!" she screamed. "Jesus! Ohhh, baby!"
She pulled my mouth down to hers and screamed her orgasms into it. She started moaning, "Ughughughugh" but it was broken, like a sheep bleating. She kept up the jerking motion, which literally pulled the juice out of me. I gave her the long, hard orgasm strokes, and felt her finger still frigging herself. She must have had one orgasm after another for a good three minutes. I was beat and just wanted to roll off, but Mora held me on her, gasping for breath, her mouth on my ear, her hands slipping over my slick-wet back. I was still moving in her slowly, moaning with my own pleasure and shriveling fast in her slushy wetness.
Mora was panting. "You're going to be the best, the best of them all. Jesus," she laughed, "I'm so fucked out I can't move. I feel like I'm dead."
I don't know if she meant it, or if she just said it to make me feel good, but I was proud of myself. I felt like going out and raping the world just to do it a favor. I had never felt so virile or so powerful. Just yesterday, I couldn't screw any better than most other acne-corroded teen-agers; today I had made a been-around Woman of the World come with my cock, and not just once, either. I tried to remember how many orgasms Mora had had, but gave up because the last series was one on top of another, and I had lost count. And if she had said the first one wasn't so good, the rest, after we had started again, must have been great. After her shuddering and screaming, I didn't see how she could have had anything better.
I had a powerful urge to sleep, but Mora anticipated me again. "Don't you dare," she said.
"Dare what?"
"Go to sleep on me. I don't care how tired you think you 'are. or how sleepy. When you've finished making love is the time a woman most wants to be held and fondled and talked to. Otherwise, you make her feel that she's been used, that you're through with her body and you don't really give a damn about her, you just want to roll over, like those awful men I was talking about before. So don't do it, ever. You don't sleep until your lady is drifting off to dreamland. Then, she'll sleep with a smile on her little face and love you twice as much as if you just turned over and started snoring."
Finally we separated. Mora was shiny with our mixed sweat. Hairs that had come off my chest and belly stuck to her, making small, curly accents on her smoothness. The beautiful satin sheets were covered with large, dark stains from where our juices had run down her ass and the insides of her thighs. The cool air hitting my body was refreshing, and Mora put her head on my stomach, where the hair was all matted down and sticky.
"I'm sorry my jerking set you off," she said, "but I couldn't help it.
"It's okay. I was ready, anyway." I sure was.
She licked my glistening, shriveled cock lightly. "If I do it again and it feels too good or if I do it before you're ready, pull almost all the way out and hold still. I'll be too far gone, so I'll have to keep jerking, but you can probably make yourself lose the urge if you tighten your rectal muscles. Just pretend that you have to move your bowels very badly, and you're trying not to crap in your pants." I laughed. "It doesn't always work. If you wait an instant too long, it probably won't. It's not too good, anyway, because from then on your pump is primed and it's just a matter of how much you can take before you go off." She cupped my balls tenderly. "But sometimes an extra minute or even an extra few seconds, can make a lot of difference."
We talked awhile, and then went into the bathroom together to get rid of our urine.
"Sit on the toilet," she said. Her voice took on that sexy air with which I was beginning to become familiar.
"I only have to pee," I said.
"I know, but sit on the toilet, anyway. I want to show you something that feels marvelous."
I did as Mora said, and she sat facing me, straddling my lap with her arms around my neck. We kissed, and I was really -so naive that I didn't know what she intended. When she pulled her face away, it was a picture of concentration, eyes closed, mouth open. I felt a warm, wet sensation against my belly as she started moaning with pleasure.
My God, she was pissing on me! And what shocked me even more was that it did feel wonderful. Mora began lifting herself, moving up my chest, and I could feel the hot torrent run down over me, drenching my genitals and dripping into the water below. I thought she would stop at my neck, but she didn't. She put her cunt right up to my face, and I could see a thin stream still coming out, although not with the same force as it had a few seconds earlier. Her pubic hair and the insides of her thighs were wet and it was running in rivers down onto the lo-wer cheeks of her ass, and then onto my chest.
"God!" I said. "Where did you learn that?"
But there was no answer. She got oft of me hurriedly, pulled open the shower curtains and lay on the floor, over the drain.
"Stand over me and piss on me," she moaned, beginning to frig herself. "Hurry!" I stood over her and directed myself down, but for some reason I couldn't go.
"Hurry!" she kept saying. "Hurry!" The cold tile floor of the shower was yellow with Mora's urine, dripping off of me and rolling over her sides. Finally I started to pee in a thin stream, then more forcefully.
"All over me," she cried. "Do it all over me, ohhh, it's so warm and nice." She was writhing on the floor beneath my steam and masturbating frantically. "Do it on my face, damn it, hurry!"
I was starting to slack off, so I got on my knees, straddling her face, and kept it pointed at her, but she wanted more. She took my spurting cock in her free hand and rubbed it all over her face, and as the last drops were coming out she put it into her mouth while she had a long, rolling orgasm.
Mora was so weak I had to help her to her feet. She turned on the water and we took a hot, loving shower.
Afterward, relaxing in bed, she talked to me about it. "I suppose that some people would call what we did absolutely filthy. Some people say that sucking is filthy but fucking is clean. And some people say fucking is filthy unless it's done with no passion and with the lights out and the covers up and all your clothes on and just for procreation. And some people say masturbation is filthy but nudity is okay. And some people say that nudity is filthy except on works of art. So who's to know or say what's actually filthy and what isn't? As far as I'm concerned, there is nothing in the world that a man and woman who have a mutual love and respect for each other can do that is filthy, or even slightly abnormal, as long as they both enjoy it.
"Psychiatrists like to label everything and stick it in neat little cubbyholes because it helps hide their ignorance and lays a smokescreen over the fact that theirs is an inexact science, and that most of the time they don't know what the hell they're talking about. They call making love 'coitus,' and if you pull it out early, it's 'coitus interrupt us,' and if you like it in the ass, it's 'sodomy,' and if you like urine, it's 'urolagnia.' They have a name for every form of sexual expression, and if it doesn't conform with what's currently considered standard, they label it an 'aberration' and it's supposed to be 'filthy.'
"Thirty years ago, masturbation was an aberration, but then when the pundits decided that it was really quite nice, they dropped the label. Five years ago oral sex was an aberration, until Kinsey discovered that a goodly percentage of the population enjoyed it, so the medical witch doctors said, well, they guessed that sucking off was okay too.
"In discussing what's normal and what isn't, these witch doctors insist on tying themselves to a morality based upon unscientific religious concepts haphazardly pronounced by some pope hundreds of years ago, or by the Bible. It gives them a built-in bias and makes the whole thing insane. If a man likes to fuck donkeys, disease aside, then why the hell shouldn't he? Does it hurt the man? Does it hurt the donkey?
"Some people like to be shit on. It doesn't do anything for me, but I know that some people like it. So all the little Freudians start scurrying about with their little notebooks and their subconscious religious upbringings, and they say to themselves, 'Aha, this, guy likes to eat shit. The Pope 'says, or somebody, somewhere, we can't remember just who, says this is an aberration, it isn't normal. Therefore, we have to find a reason for this abnormality, and after due and careful consideration of two people who liked to eat shit, we found that both had trouble with their potty training. Of course, there's also a few million who have had trouble with their potty training who don't like to eat shit, but then why let the facts obscure the issue? We needed a reason and we found one. We'll put it in all the textbooks, and the Pope and all the religions and all the religious moralists will be happy, because these people whose freedom threatens them will be sick, and they will come to us, and we will cure them. Because everybody has to like their sex the way we say they should like it, otherwise, it's off to Happy Acres with them."
My brain was whirling from her inescapable logic.
"It felt good, didn't it?"
"What?"
"My urine coming onto you, it felt good, didn't it?"
I had to admit that it had felt good; in fact, it had felt terrific.
Mora and I talked for hours and I enjoyed her tremendously. She had only a high-school education and her modeling school, yet she was one of the most learned people I had ever met. Her ideas excited me, challenged me, forced my brain to work in areas of thought I had never considered.
She lay between my legs, her head on my genitals, her hands caressing my belly, and we fell asleep.



Chapter 5


Soon our life together developed a pattern of sorts. I would get up in the morning and go to school. Mora would sleep late, since she usually didn't have modeling calls until about ten. She forced me to study every night and stood over me until the work was done to her satisfaction, reading her books on philosophy and religion and scribbling tiny notes onto a scratch pad while she waited for me to finish. Then we would spend the rest of the evening making love.
Following her lead, my performance improved steadily. By being smart about the way I moved, I got to the point where I could fuck all night if I wanted and not ejaculate, at least most of the time. On other occasions my pump would be too primed, or Mora would move the wrong way at the wrong time, and I would shoot early. But it didn't matter anymore because we both knew that I could generally last as long as I wanted, and no longer had anything to prove. Often Mora would build up to a multi-climax, having one orgasm on top of another, and when that would happen she wanted me to come with her and not hold back to start again later.
My newfound ability made a big difference in my general attitude. I became confident and self-assured in my contacts with girls. I talked and even walked cocky because I really thought that there wasn't a woman alive who I couldn't please. Mora told me that my eyes seemed to say it, seemed to say, "Baby, you're looking at a man who can fuck you right up the wall." I think she enjoyed the change in me even more than I did.
I made an uneasy truce with my parents by telling them that I was living with an alto man named Al, and his wife, Mora. It was better that way because when my mother phoned, as she often did, she wasn't surprised when a woman answered. It never occurred to either of them that a sixteen-year-old kid would be living with the owner of that deep, womanly voice that always answered the phone. At Mora's insistence, I visited home on Sundays and went out to dinner with the folks. It was always a hassle because I fought with my father, and my mother tried to mediate and get me to move back home.
I told them that I was paying my share of the rent, and that Al and Mora were taking good care of me. Actually, I had offered to share the rent with Mora, but she would have none of it. My parents were pleased when I told them I was staying home and studying hard on evenings when I wasn't working.
Meanwhile, Mora had seen me through my learner's permit, which my mother had signed, and then my driver's license. I was tooling all over town in the MG and, like any new teen-age driver, I loved, it.
One Saturday we went to a Plymouth-Chrysler dealer on Van Ness Avenue, and I drove out with a new, canary-yellow Plymouth convertible. Mora had paid for it by check, and I replaced the cost to her the following week from my safe-deposit box, plus enough to pay for a year's insurance and the extra taxes she would have to pay, because she would have to declare another twenty-nine hundred dollars in income.
I still blew jobs three or four nights a week and Mora would often go with me. She would sit on the side of the room or back by the drums and wait for the breaks. It must have been terribly boring for her, and guests at the various affairs always asked her to dance, or went over to try to pick her up. But she never danced with anyone and she would talk only long enough to give them the brush off. During the time I stayed with her she never saw another man, and I never saw another girl. She demanded loyalty from me and from herself.
Mora believed that the close relationship between two people would break down if others were allowed in. She was completely free; she could have seen as many men as she wanted, but didn't. She told me that two people can't love each other when they're busy fighting feelings of jealousy and competing with strangers for affection. She preferred to keep our relationship pure. This is something else she taught me. I've always demanded the same loyalty from any woman for whom I've had lasting feelings, and given it in return. How can you enjoy a girl's company when you're wondering whose company she'll be in the next night? Or make love when you know that yours is just one of a number of cocks that's pushing in and out of the same cunt? Or kiss when you're wondering who she sucked off last? That kind of wondering destroys the good feeling and forces love to deteriorate into petty bickering and jealous tirades. Lovers should be as true to each other as a loving husband and wife. After all, the feelings are the same or better, only the certificate is missing, and a piece of paper never changed the way that people feel about each-other.
My lessons in bed never stopped, either. As time passed, I got all of the fancy positions that are illustrated in most marriage manuals. We fucked every way but standing on our heads, and I came to the conclusion that most of the positions are a pain in the ass, unless you're a born contortionist,
The books say the woman-on-top position is easier on the man and affords the woman greater freedom of motion, so the books are half right. The trouble is that most women are not disciplined enough to control their freedom of motion. They'll ride a cock like they're sliding up and down a flagpole, and get you off in no time at all. To prevent this, you have to put your feet flat on the bed, or whatever, with your knees up. This way, as she's going up and down, you can go up and down with her, to take off some of the pressure. Also, it helps if you grab her hips tightly, so your arms can help control her motions and also force her farther down on you to keep better contact with her clitoris. Most girls like to sit up on you, and even if you try to keep close contact, what usually happens is that when they start to come, in spite of your best efforts, they jerk you out of them at the crucial second. Then you're stuck trying to get it back into a fast-moving target. By the time you've done this, she ain't about to come anymore, and you have to build her up all over again. If a girl likes to be on top, Mora taught me to let her sit up until she acts like she's about to go off. Then pull her down face-to-face so she can't jerk it out when she gets so excited that control is lost.
Doing it doggie-style also has its pleasures and drawbacks. First of all, unless you have a real knowledgeable chick or a cock three feet long, she'll probably be jerking it out every few strokes. Secondly, this is one position where you almost have to keep it going in and out, which means that you might not last too long. Third, there's virtually no contact with the clit, except the indirect pulling it gets as you move, so you have to reach around and rub it with your finger, or have your girl rub it with hers. It's a great breast-feeling position, since the breasts are hanging straight down. Girls who enjoy it this way usually get their kicks from the feeling of being dominated, from being held from behind, from the strong, male grip on their hips, and the bestiality of the position, from being bumped and prodded, rather than from actual sexual sensation. It's okay for a few minutes, but I wouldn't want to do it that way all the time.
Face-to-face lying on your sides is a good position for resting, talking, and being able to feel each other completely. Again, you have to be careful to lie so you don't slip out all the tune. Also, depending upon whose leg is on the bottom, either the man or the woman will have at least one numb and tingling limb before too long. This can be avoided by the man putting both of the girl's legs on top of his, kind of like rear entry lying on your side. This puts the girl on her back, and the man lying on his side, next to her, with her legs over his.
Staying upright on your knees, having the girl lie on her side and bringing her upper leg onto your shoulder, then shoving it into her sideways is also pretty good; it allows you both to feel each other freely, and to watch it go in and out, which itself is a turn on.
Staying upright on your knees between your girl's legs and pulling her ass up in the air is also nice for a little while, for the same reasons; you both can touch and see what's going on. But if you have a girl who's a klutz, supporting her ass in your hands while trying to screw her can leave you winded and weak in no time at all.
After all that's been written about various positions and fancy fucking, there's still nothing to beat the plain old missionary position. It's intimate, it provides total feel of your partner's body, it allows you to kiss and love each other, it assures' the best contact with the clitoris for the girl and the best possibilities of endurance for the man. Assuming that the man isn't a complete clod, it's the most comfortable, and when either or both are having an orgasm it's the most satisfying by far. For human animals, it's the best position, and the one I prefer to use as much as I can. Anyway, the name of the game is making love, not proving versatility.
But there's another, more important reason. When most people start to make love they use this position naturally. Only after they have made love this way a number of times do they start to experiment with other positions. Think about this for a minute, because what it actually means is that they're getting bored with each other and seeking something to enhance their diminished excitement. At this point they have stopped making love and started playing a game, started trying to find new excitement to ease their sensual boredom with each other. I don't necessarily mean natural variations such as I've talked about, but am referring to the so-called exotic positions, where you're both twisted like a couple of unbaked pretzels. It's a shame, because it shows that what you originally had is gone. The love, the feeling, the nearness have been replaced by the capricious urge to experiment.
Old lovers and married people often reach this stage. Many people, bored with each other and seeking new forms to replace the honest passion they have lost, join swingers' groups, the Sexual Freedom League, or read books that tell you to keep a bowl of ice by the bed, so you can calmly shove a cube up your lover's ass as he comes. There are skyrocketing sales of sex lotions and balms for people who have lost (or who have never known) the wild sensuality of skin tenderly rubbing on skin. There are radio talk shows where girls phone in that they "do it" in tubs full of crunchy granola.
What they don't say is that they do it in Keri Lotion, or Jell-O, or oatmeal, because just doing it face to face for plain love doesn't excite them anymore.
And when the Jell-O and the ice cubes and the group sex also becomes boring, what then?



Chapter 6


It wasn't until I had lived with Mora for about three months that I really began to find out about her. To a kid my age it wasn't very nice. As the stars of first love began to leave my eyes and my head began to clear, I noticed things that had escaped me before.
Mora drank a lot of gin. At first she drank it mostly as martinis, but I noticed that she often just threw some ice into a glass filled with gin and slugged it down. If she was upset about something she would take the sauce right from the bottle, no ice, no nothing. I left early for school, but when I came back I saw the gin bottle on the bar, and an empty glass or two, which were liable to be anywhere around the house, so I knew that she was drinking in the morning before she left for work. When she returned home she would head directly for the bar and have one fast gulp of straight gin, followed by several leisurely martinis before dinner, and a couple more during the evening. Mora liked to dine out and taught me how to order for her, how to handle waiters, how to select wine, leave tips, and even proper table manners. She always had four or five martinis during the course of the evening, and a nightcap when we got home.
Yet she wasn't an alcoholic like the alkies I knew from the Tenderloin. She never took a bottle anywhere with her. As far as I knew, she didn't drink at work and never got up in the middle of the night for a quick one. If we were out for the day to someplace like the beach, where there were no drinks available, she didn't seem to miss it. Even so, she killed a fifth of Gordon every couple of days.
The booze usually made her irritable, and sometimes downright bitchy. When we were out she would get insanely jealous if I even looked in the general direction of another female over twelve or under fifty years of age. She would ask me bitterly if I would like to fuck this one, or get into that one's pants, and then she'd begin accusing me of screwing around on her and threatening to throw me out, reminding me loudly that everything I was, I owed to her. Her face turned hard and her soft, brown eyes became cold with fury. When she was like that she scared the hell out of me.
When we got home she'd apologize and we'd make love until we were both fucked out, and sleep in each other's arms. And in the morning she'd say it wasn't the booze that had made her that way; it was because she was about to get her period, or had just had it, or because she was upset at work the day before. I had been on the street too long; I knew a gin mad when I saw one. But the sauce wasn't her only problem.
Mora came home tired from working a fashion show one Saturday. I had a job to play that night and Mora said she hoped I wouldn't mind if she stayed home and rested.
It was a wedding reception dinner-dance in Marin. We were supposed to play from eight-thirty to twelve-thirty, but something unforeseen happened. We were setting up at about eight o'clock, while the guests were still eating dinner, when everyone was startled by a loud crash and a scream from the head table. There was a lot of commotion and people running frantically all over. The father of the bride had collapsed and died.
The party broke up, of course, and we were dismissed. I was just loading the last of my equipment into the car when the ambulance arrived. None of the musicians even knew the man. Nevertheless, being in such proximity to sudden death had depressed all of us. Only the family was left, and they were beside themselves with grief. What a hell of a way to start a marriage, I thought.
Suddenly very tired, I drove home in a dull, contemplative mood, and walked in the front door about nine. The house was dark, but unmistakable sounds of love-making were coming from the large bed in the living room. Silhouetted against the city-bright night sky of the windows, I could make out two figures bolting upright in bed at the sound of my entry.
Mora's voice was shocked, but commanding. "Go into the back bedroom and don't turn on the light."
I was confused, startled. I might have been ready for any reasonably unexpected occurrence, but this was totally beyond my understanding.
Saying nothing, I went into the kitchen and, walking quietly, put my head around the doorway from the kitchen to the dining section of the living room. I could make out their figures and hear voices whispering excitedly in the gloom.
My fear and surprise turned to anger, and then to rage. Whoever it was, I was going to kill the sonofabitch. When I got through the ambulance crew would have to mop him up with a blotter. My adrenaline surged hard, my heart was beating too fast, and my kidneys hurt. Getting ready to charge, I flicked on the dining-area light, which brightened the entire room.
But my rage was not to be satisfied. Within an instant it reverted back to surprise and uncertainty. They were both sitting up naked in bed, staring at me, Mora and a very pretty blond girl. "I told you to stay in back," she scolded, as though it were all my fault.
"Jesus Christ!" I said.
There was a silence, then the other girl looked at Mora. "Do you want rne to go?" she asked in a soft, frightened voice.
Mora sighed and shrugged her shoulders in silent acceptance of the situation. "No," she said, "Stay. I want you to stay."
There was another silence, until finally Mora smiled at me. "I was going to tell you, anyway. It was just a matter of time. I didn't think you were ready, yet."
I was paralyzed. So many different emotions were playing upon me so rapidly that I couldn't cope with them. I stood there like a dummy.
"Come over and meet April," she said. "April, this is Richard."
I shook hands with April, who in a sudden burst of modesty was trying to cover her breasts with the bed-sheet.
There I was, shaking hands with my girl's girlfriend-lover. It was ludicrous, but there seemed to be nothing else to do.
Again there was an awkward silence, broken when Mora asked me why I was home so early. She patted the bed to indicate that she wanted me to sit there. I told them what had happened at the wedding reception and they both were sympathetic, as persons often are when told about tragedy striking strangers. We talked self-consciously of nothing for a while, then Mora lay back on her pillow, with April sitting on one side of her and me on the other. "Poor Richard," she said softly, reaching out to stroke the sleeve of my band jacket. "First a man dies on him and then he finds his girl in bed with another woman. Not a very good day, was it baby?" There was just a hint of mockery in her voice.
"It's all right," she said. "You should know that I'd never be unfaithful to you with another man, but April is a lovely girl and there's no reason for you to feel jealousy because I wouldn't hurt you for the world. So come lay your head on my shoulder and let me put my arm around you."
April watched me intently as I crawled forward on the bed to lie beside Mora. My emotions were still unsettled, but my cock, with a mind of its own, was beginning to rise in my pants. I lay with her arm under me, and she began to rub my back and neck. I could smell the sweet liquor on her breath. April, forgetting her modesty again, let the bed sheet drop, exposing her naked body. She sat beside Mora with her legs folded under her, a honey blonde with light brown cunt hair, almost the same color as Mora's. She seemed a bit thinner than Mora and somewhat smaller, with thin, down-covered arms and legs. Her blue eyes were serious and questioning, as though she, too, was uncertain as to what was happening. She appeared to be about twenty and, from her boyish build and small breasts, I guessed that she, also, was a model. As Mora stroked me with her left arm her right reached up and began gently feeling April's breast, tracing the roundish outline of it with the flat of her hand, then slowly massaging the small, pink nipple. April caressed Mora's forearm with both hands for a few minutes, and then lay beside her, with her head on Mora's other shoulder.
By now I had a for-real hard-on and was wondering if I would get to fuck April, or if Mora would consider that being unfaithful. But, knowing Mora, I figured that she must have had something in mind.
She did. Mora turned her head toward me and we kissed, gently sucking each other's tongues. Then she turned her head the other way, and she and April kissed, while I moved up over their faces so I could see better. The two girls were kissing full on the mouth and sucking each other's tongues, as Mora and I had done. Then Mora turned her head back to me, and we kissed again. I felt Mora pull April closer, so that our three faces were together, and I felt April's arm slide smoothly over my back for support.
Mora held the back of April's head, pushing her face over until all of our lips were touching. The three of us kissed for a long time, our lips and tongues intermingling. April and I kissed, while Mora licked around the sides of our lips and our faces. Of all the new erotic feelings I had experienced with Mora, the feeling of the three of us kissing was the most sensual yet.
Finally Mora whispered to me to get undressed. I got off the bed and began peeling clothes, tearing off my cuff-linked shirtsleeves over my hands while the girls continued kissing each other. When I had finished, standing naked, with my prong in the air, April looked up and gasped a little, an odd expression on her face.
Mora, seeing all of this, told me, "It will be beautiful if the three of us make love, but you must stay faithful to me. And you must remember always that April has a great fear of men's sex organs. So be gentle and don't do anything to hurt her."
I promised that I wouldn't, trying to hide the disappointment I felt at not being able to show off my new sex prowess to a different woman. I got back onto the bed and we kissed and fondled a bit more. Mora moved to April's other side and told me she wanted us both to make love to the beautiful blonde, who lay back and sighed as Mora began sucking one breast, and I the other. We ended up between her legs, feeling the very soft skin of her lower buttocks and thighs and running our fingers over her clit and in and out of her cunt. She began to moan and pump up and down slowly on the mattress.
I leaned down and put my mouth over her nipple, drawing it out gently until it was fully erect. Mora kissed her belly and thighs, and, moving around between her legs, began to lick April's cunt. April drew in her breath the second she felt the tongue touch her, crying out in pleasure. I could see Mora's nose and closed eyes over April's mound.' She pushed April's legs back to her breasts.
"She's almost ready. Suck her cunt," she ordered breathlessly. I moved my head between her legs, licking her from above as Mora licked from below. Mora licked lower and lower, until she was at April's ass. Immediately the blonde began to scream, grabbing my hair with her hands and pushing my head hard into her, as her whole body arched to rigid and she vibrated rapidly, yelling out a prolonged orgasm until her voice became hoarse.
The three of us rested for a few minutes. Then April took Mora into her arms, kissing her softly and thanking her. It seemed strange that she should give thanks to a girl who had just made love to her, but she kept saying how happy she was, and thanking Mora over and over again, while nearly ignoring me.
Mora was in April's arms, but she reached over and started playing with me, rubbing my legs and balls. At that point it wouldn't have taken much to set me off. The newness of the situation and the knowledge that I was in bed with two women were almost enough by themselves. I could feel my juices pretty high and, to make it worse, Mora leaned away from April and started sucking me. April moved down close to watch, fascinated as Mora's deft tongue licked me up, down and around. Mora took the back of April's head and, using gentle pressure, brought her lips into electric contact with my cock, murmuring softly that it was all right, that I would not come on them.
Looking at the two girls' lips moving up and down me, I didn't have Mora's confidence in myself. At first April didn't seem to enjoy it that much. I think she just did it to please Mora, who grabbed my shaft with her hand and guided the head of it into her mouth, kissing and licking around April's lips as the blonde hesitantly sucked me. I could tell that she had never sucked a man before. Her lips were wet and warm, but she didn't lavish the affection on it that Mora did, or any of the earlier girls, for that matter. She just kept her mouth moving on it, her eyes looking lovingly at Mora for approval. Controlling the action with her hand, Mora withdrew the tip from April's mouth and slipped it into her own, then back into April, then back into her own, and the two of them kissed, running their tongues into each other's mouths and using the head of my cock for a third partner, licking it as they licked each other.
Mora said she wanted me in her, and turned onto her back. Sitting upright on my knees, I slipped it into her as April, who, like me, had evidently never been in a threesome, maintained her voyeurism by bending down to watch. I was so near shooting that I was afraid to move very much. Mora told me to stay on my knees and not move over her. Then she took April into her arms. April was lying diagonally on her, while Mora slipped her left arm under, and up between April's spread legs to feel her cunt. I was stroking April's hair and back as she moved down to suck Mora's breast, working on it for quite some time, then brushing her lips over and down to Mora's cunt. What a sight. There I was on my knees between Mora's legs, with April's blond head bobbing in the space between our bodies. As she licked Mora's clit I could feel her tongue on the top of my sliding cock. Mora began pumping frantically. It was too much for me to bear; the semen boiled out of me and I had as quiet an orgasm as I could, so as not to scare April.
My cock started to shrink in Mora but she was too far gone to feel it. She started jerking wildly and I slipped out of her, but neither of them seemed to notice. April moved down farther, getting a lot of my semen, which was running out of Mora, right in the face. Mora screamed and bucked for over a minute and then collapsed, spread-eagled on the bed.
I looked at the clock. It was ten. The whole thing hadn't taken even an hour. We moved up close to one another and fell asleep in a pile that must have made us look as though we had all dived for a fumbled football.
Sometime later, noise and bed motion awoke me. I looked over to see Mora lying on top of April, between her legs, rubbing and bumping herself against April's pubic mound, then moving down to slide her cunt over the top of April's leg. April had reached behind and had her fingers in Mora's cunt from the rear. They were breathless and sobbing, kissing each other and moving frantically. With a last gasp of effort Mora clasped her lips over April's and moaned out another orgasm.
I got hard again, watching them as they rolled over and April began to rub herself against Mora. I moved closer and caressed April's back and ass and legs as she humped. I slid my arm around and between their bodies, feeling their glistening skin slip smoothly over the top and bottom of my hand. I moved around behind her and put my tongue into the crack of her ass, but she was moving too fast for me to keep contact. Shortly she had another tense, shuddering orgasm, similar to the one she had before, and lay still on top of Mora.
After a while April got up and started dressing, picking up her clothes, which were scattered on the floor by the bed.
"Aren't you spending the night?" I asked, surprised that she would leave so abruptly after all of that heavy action.
"I'd like to," she smiled, "but my husband is waiting at home for me, and it's getting late."
Only then did I notice the wedding band on her finger. I had been blown by a lot of married Johns who liked to swing both ways, but I had never thought of women being that way, especially April, with her fear of cocks.
Mora saw the look of puzzlement on my face. "April's husband is a theatrical producer," she said, and her look explained it all.
Mora had been introduced to lesbian practices while in modeling school. She was awakened one night by her roommate, who had pulled down the covers and was trying to masturbate her in her sleep. When Mora started to protest, the girl put her tongue to Mora's cunt and made her come as she had never come before.
"Loving a woman is so different from loving a man," she said. "The sensations are so different. A woman's touch is so light and soft, her lips so soft, her body so soft, while everything about a man is hard. I like to stand and let the nipples of our breasts touch just slightly, and then rub, nipple to nipple, back and forth. I like to push the tip of my breast into my lover's cunt, and excite her by rubbing it up and down over the clit, and I like to have it down to me. I like to lick a woman's cunt, to smell its quiet fragrance and feel its delicacy and see its beauty. I like to lie cunt to cunt, with my legs scissored around my lover's body, and friction back and forth all night, labia against labia. I revel in the beauty of the female breast and nipple, and love the feeling of them in my mouth. I like to do sixty-nine with my lover and have her suck me while I'm sucking her.
"It's all so soft and so feminine that it must be hard for you to understand. It wasn't that I preferred April to you. You must know that. It's just that it's so different with her, and I didn't think you'd mind, once you knew how I felt. You're my beautiful steak, but April is my soft, mashed potatoes."
A couple of years later I read in the newspaper that April had committed suicide.
But April wasn't the only girl who Mora had. There was also Carol, a hairdresser who worked for the I. Magnin store on Geary Street, and Joan, with whom we spent a wild, three-way weekend at the Russian River, playing tennis, swimming, and fucking each other silly. Maybe it's just because I was outnumbered two to one, but I always felt like an outsider when she had a girl staying with her, as though they were together and I was the guest.
Some of her lesbian girl friends were not at all bisexual, and didn't dig men under any conditions. Then I would -stay in the back bedroom. It was tough trying to study in the evenings with all of those moans and cries coming from the living room. I could hear them even with the door closed. Strangely, outside of-the noise it didn't bother me. I felt no jealousy at all, knowing that Mora was in the other room sucking off a girl friend. Possibly it's because no sense of male competition was involved, so my position didn't feel threatened. I don't know.
Her passion for her own sex also explained a lot of mysteries to me. She gave the painting in the back of her closet to Carol, the dykish-looking hairdresser. I watched her complete several paintings; one of two women kissing, one of breasts touching, and a painting of a girl standing behind another, one arm around her breasts and the other across her stomach, pointing down between her legs. This was the only one she had done that had faces. But they weren't really faces; they were heads that appeared to be covered by stocking masks, features smoothed over and bearing no marks of identity or personality. Her colors were always in somber tones of blue or gray. Only on one other occasion did she ever try to explain her liking for girls. We were driving back from a job I had played, joking around, and I had called her a lovely lezzie.
"I'm not a lesbian, you know," she said, becoming quite serious.
"Sure," I said sarcastically.
"Well, you let men suck your cock for a year and a half, so I guess that makes you a queer, right?"
She always knew how to shut me up.
"Okay," I said. "Why aren't you a lesbian? Don't forget, I just did it for money, but you do it for fun."
"Well, I may do it for fun, but not because I'm basically a lesbian. If anything, it's autoeroticism with me, and also I think with a lot of other women who like their own kind as well as men."
"What do you mean 'autoeroticism'?"
"Well, I obviously can't make love to myself. But I'd like to be able to do it. So this is a substitute. I love myself, love my own body, love to look at myself in the mirror and see how beautiful I am. And when I see myself, I'd like to make love to myself, but I can't. I can't kiss myself, or suck my own breasts or lick my own cunt. And masturbating isn't really that satisfying for me. So I get other girls, girls with beautiful bodies like my own, and who look as much like me as possible. Then, when I'm making love with them, I guess I pretend that it's me, making love to me. And I find that very exciting… Haven't you ever wanted to suck your own cock?"
"I'm not limber enough," I said.
"But suppose you could find some man who had a cock that looked just like yours. Wouldn't you like to suck it-just to see what it would be like? And pretend that you were sucking your own?"
I had to admit that I had never thought of it, but at the same time I understood what Mora was trying to tell me. I never judged her and, whatever her reasons for liking girls, they remained her own.
But for all the months I had known her, she still remained a mystery to me. Bits and pieces fell together once in a while, but Mora was like a jigsaw puzzle that had been purchased with parts missing. I resolved to do something to try to make the picture complete.



Chapter 7


One afternoon I returned early from school, long before Mora would be home, and carefully examined the contents of the box on the floor of her closet. It was like a scrapbook that had never been put together. There were pictures of her with an older man and a woman, undoubtedly her parents, standing in front of a large, brick house. Other pictures showed her seated in a spacious, antique-filled living room. There was a photo of her at a birthday party when she was about my age, and three or four photos of girls who had been her modeling-school friends. One was inscribed across the face, "To my darling Mora, to whom I pledge my undying love, Dorothy," and another written on the back, "To Skinny. I will always love you and remember our period of great love."
Her high-school yearbook had a class picture. Mora looked even thinner than she now was. The faces of thirty-one boys had been circled, with no mention or explanation of them.
There were two very hot love letters from Dorothy, the girl who evidently had been her roommate, saying how she missed "… those delicate pink petals and soft breasts that I did so love to love," and pledging to love Mora forever. There was a bill from a hospital in Tucson, addressed to her father, and asking eight-hundred dollars for an emergency dilatation and curettage, along with a copy of a letter explaining that, due to "unfortunate circumstances," extensive damage had been done to the endometrial lining of the uterus, and it was doubtful that his daughter would ever again be able to conceive.
There were canceled checks dating back for a year, made out monthly from her father to Mora, in the amount of one thousand dollars each.
There were four photographs of Mora. In one photo she was sucking the cock of a guy whose face wasn't on camera; in another she was getting it doggie-style from a big, fat guy who had his head turned the wrong way; in the third, she had the same fat guy on top of her and had her head turned to the side, where a young, blond boy had his very juvenile-looking prick in her mouth; in the fourth she was lying with her legs spread toward the camera, shoving a small Coke bottle up her cunt. Under the photos were the negatives, and under those a canceled check made out by her to "cash" for five hundred dollars.
There were also a bunch of matchbooks, napkins, and stirring rods from the various places she had been.
At least I had found a few of the ghosts. How many more ghosts were there? I wondered. I replaced the box exactly as I had found it, and never touched it again.
Her drinking continued. It seemed that my screwing her was the only thing that would keep her away from the gin bottle long enough to be compatible. Unfortunately, because she often came home tired and not feeling like sex, I took a good deal of abuse. She accused me of screwing some of the girls from school, even though she knew that I regarded them as children. She began to demand that I come home immediately after school, and she would phone me from wherever she worked to be sure that I was there. If I went to judo, she would phone me at the dojo. If I had a job to play in the evening she would either go with me or make sure that I was home directly afterward; I dared not even go for a beer with the guys. It sure didn't sound like the mutual-trust routine she had given me in the beginning. Then, when we went to bed, she would get very apologetic, saying that she didn't know why she was like that and begging me to forgive her. And even if she was tired and didn't feel like fucking, she would suck me off just to show that she cared even when I told her that she didn't have to.
On Sundays she would begin to drink with the morning paper, and I started leaving earlier each week to spend the day with my parents.
It suddenly came to me that I was living the life of a prisoner and that, in spite of all the sex I was getting, I wasn't at all happy. It was too great a price to pay, but at the tune I lacked the maturity to leave her. I refused to go crawling back to my parents, and I was still afraid of being by myself in the great big world, afraid of living alone in an empty apartment.
I knew our relationship was deteriorating, and didn't know how to save it, didn't know if I even wanted to save it. But I didn't know what else to do, either, so I played Mora's rules until I got to the point where I wanted to kill her when she yelled at me.
One Sunday evening when I got back from my parents' house, the worm finally turned. Mora had been drinking and painting, meaningless, violent dabs of fuchsia to match her temper. It was eight o'clock, and I was usually back no later than seven. Where had I been for the extra hour? Who was it I'd been screwing, ungrateful little bastard that I was?
I tried to explain that the Southern Restaurant, where we had gone for dinner, was crowded, and that we had to wait a long time. She wouldn't even let me finish a sentence. Of all of her tirades, this was the worst.
The bile built up in me, my throat got tight, and I found myself out of breath. For the first time since childhood I lost control. I gave her a hard, open-handed whap across the face, knocking her sprawling against the easel, which came clattering down on top of her, canvas, paints, and all.
"Shut up, you fucking bitch! I screamed. "I've taken all the shit out of you I'm going to take. I'm tired of being a goddamn slave around here, waiting for you to get drunk and blow up at me. So from now on I come and go when and where I please, and I screw who I please, and if it pleases me to screw nobody because of you, then I screw nobody.
"But next time you dare open that mouth of yours to me, I swear to God I'll knock that fucking ass of yours right through the nearest wall."
I was panting, as though I had just run a great distance, and I was shocked at myself. Those words had come from me. Not only had I yelled back at her, but I had knocked her onto her behind. I knew what I had done, but still couldn't quite believe it.
If the situation hadn't been so tense it would have been comical. There was beautiful Mora, sitting spread out on the floor, the easel tilting crazily over her shoulder, the canvas face-down across her knees, and tubes of paint squashed all over her. Her sensuous brown eyes registered surprise, then indignation, and then became calm. When I had finished yelling at her I could swear I saw the beginning of a smile in the corners of her mouth, and her eyes showed that humorous glint that I remembered the first day we met.
With as much dignity as possible considering the position she was in, she arose and with a sudden serenity began to walk from the room.
"You can throw me out if you want," I said quietly.
Mora turned to look at me. With a smile on her face, her eyes filled slowly with tears, which overflowed and began to roll down her cheeks. She came to me and put her head on my shoulder for a minute, kissed me good night with a great tenderness, headed to the back bedroom, and closed the door. I went into the living room and lay on the bed. I watched the millions of lights around the Bay twinkle brightly in the crisp, winter air. How many sunsets had we seen together? How many sunrises? How many times had we made love on this bed, with the whole Bay Area stretching out before us? I thought about those first nights together, with passion all new and fresh; of all that Mora had taught me about women, about life, about getting along in the world as a man instead of as a boy.
She had taught me so much more than just technique. From her I had learned that, while technique is important, it's just one aspect of a relationship, and that compassion, tenderness, and caring about your woman were even more important. After that night with April, Mora told me that she had tried to teach me to love like a lesbian with a cock, because only a woman really knew how to please another woman. She said that if a man could only learn, it would be the most important lesson in loving he would ever know. She had been my tutoress in so many things I couldn't even remember them, because they had become a part of my personality.
Thinking back, I was beginning to wallow in sentimentality, and was toying with the idea of going to the back bedroom to apologize. But my old penchant for common sense kept telling me not to go, kept telling me that if I did, I would belong to her body and soul, and that next time breaking free would not be so easy. By thinking this way, I realized that I had made a decision: it was time to go, time to get on with my life. My future was not in this apartment, or with the lovely Mora. She was just another course in life that I had taken, and passed.
That Monday, when I returned from school, I found a legal-size envelope on the hall table addressed to me. Inside was a letter, written in Mora's small, neat hand. My darling Richard,
I know you will think me a coward for not personally saying what I have to say, but believe me, I have good reasons, and breaking down and crying and changing my mind are not the least of them.
Almost six months ago we saw each other for the first time. I don't know how you felt, but I wanted you immediately; not just because you looked young and sexy, but because I saw a potential for development in you that I wanted to help you realize.
I was not wrong in my judgment.
You must know that there have been others before you, and that there will be others after you. But never mind them. I want you to know and to always remember how much joy you have given me (anything I felt besides joy wasn't your fault), and I don't just mean in bed.
I have had the joy of guiding your growth from a gangling, awkward, ex-stud hustler to a rounded young man-mature jar beyond his years, confident and ready to take on the world.
I have to confess I had some selfish reasons, too. I want you always to remember who taught you how to make love, how to judge women as persons worthy of your knowing, how to eat properly, order in a restaurant, dress like a man, drink, smoke, drive a car, how to carry about you the aura of authority that is so important in life, and so much more I don't even remember myself. It's important to me, because even though you may know a thousand women after a while, and even though their faces and identities and names may blur in your memory and become confused, you will never forget me. I will be planted firmly in your mind until you die. You may not have loved me, but Mora will always be Mora to you, apart from and above all the others, whoever they may be. You will carry memories of me in every bed in which you sleep, every woman's body you please. I know that I will never be forgotten.
But the most important thing is that I taught you (I hope) about love and morality and what it should be. I hope I caught you early enough to undo any emotional damage your parents, your church, and this sick society might have done to you.
For me, my love, it's too late. I can tell you that life should be lived peacefully and joyfully and free of guilt, but try as I might, I can't live it that way myself. So I smoke too much, drink too much, and have a violent, unreasonable temper. Even though I tell myself that everything I like to do is okay, I live in perpetual guilt; it's with me all the time, like a toothache, and there's no dentist around. Even the simple, pleasurable act of sucking your cock fills me with guilt. Some things from my past fill me with guilt. My love of my own sex fills me with guilt.
That horrible triumvirate, parents, church, and society, got to me too young, too much. And now I feel eternally as though-I am about to be struck dead by a wrathful, vengeful God, who will punish me for the pleasure I have had. I know it's illogical and unreasonable, and I can cite my own arguments better than you can, but the fact remains that my personality has been too badly damaged by my youth. I still feel the guilt. It is my best and most loving hope for you that you never do.
I have made of you a pleasure-giver, and I hope you will always be able to give and receive pleasure with a clear mind and a clean conscience, as nature intended you to do.
You may not have realized it at the time, but last night you declared your independence of me with one well-deserved blow to my face. I have to, sadly, admit the fact that there is no more I can give to you. To keep you with me now would just be a waste of your life, and each day is too precious to throw away in that manner. You don't love me, and any love you think you might feel is just gratitude misplaced. You are ready to leave, ready to go out on the long search for your own love, an arduous and lonely task that might consume years of your life, if not your entire life.
I am moving in for a week with Mary Ann. She's an older dyke type, quite heavy, but I have always found comfort and solace in her arms (and I even feel guilty about that). Anyway, I hope this will give you enough time to find a new place and to move your things out. If you want, I'll keep talking to your mother on the phone, so she'll think you're still living here. Leave any phone messages on the hall table, and the mail, too. Please don't worry about me. Somewhere out there is another Richard, another young boy with the look of potential about him for Mora to retrain and send out into the world as a man, as I have done with you.
But so far
you were the best of them all
the very best
love,
Mora
I slowly put down the letter on the table; then, changing my mind, picked it up, folded it neatly, and tucked it under the cover of my school Peechee note folder, to be put in a safe place later. I wanted to save it.
I felt empty and terribly alone. For the first time the house seemed strange and unfriendly. I was now an intruder, and I wasn't so sure of the maturity that Mora said I was supposed to have. Being totally alone for the first time made my stomach feel queasy, no parents to run home to, and no Mora to guide me. I didn't want to stay there another day; it seemed haunted, and every piece of furniture, every wall, every picture mocked me. I went right to the kitchen and found the morning paper, and got out the furnished-apts-for-rent section.
It took me about a week to find a place that was decent and that didn't ask for identification and references. I had no evening jobs to play that week and continued to study out of habit. The big bed was so empty, so sterile, without her. I read until late, trying to keep my eyes off of the view, which, in its immenseness and grandeur, made me feel smaller and lonelier.
After a terrible first night I masturbated myself to sleep, not even forming erotic mental images, just moving to get it off, humping into the soft mattress and sleeping exhausted on my wet cum, uncaring when it turned cold.
My new apartment was on Clay Street, just off of upper Fillmore. It was a home owned by a retired couple who had a small apartment downstairs, with its own entrance from the walk that ran down the side of the house. There was a low iron fence in front and a neatly trimmed patch of lawn breaking the monotony of the cement sidewalk extending down the block. The area was nice and that part of Fillmore Street was a shopping center for the wealthy people from Pacific Heights. Mora and I had shopped there often, as it was only about ten blocks from her flat.
The apartment itself wasn't much, but it was neat and dean. The living room was large, and there was a sofa which pulled out into a bed, a chair and ottoman, a table with two chairs, a small desk, and an unfinished-furniture bookcase. A green curtain at the back of the room separated the kitchen, which was very small, just an apartment stove, sink, and refrigerator, courtesy of Sears. The bathroom had a small, stand-up shower, an old commode, and a sink with a mirror hung over it, shoved into the corner. A bare light bulb hung from the bathroom ceiling. The rent was eighty-five dollars on a month-to-month basis, so in the event that the owner's children decided to visit from Florida, I could be thrown out on short notice.
I loaded my things into the car, cleaned up Mora's place, taking a last, nostalgic look around, and moved on with my life.



PART THREE



Chapter 1


At first my new life was difficult. The loneliness bit into me with long, hurting fangs, and I played as many jobs as possible to avoid it. For one thing the quiet of an apartment is deadly, and takes a lot of getting used to. I had to learn to cook for myself, and while my diet was limited to hamburgers, hot dogs, lamb chops, and sandwiches, it didn't appear to do me any harm. I got into the habit of reading with my meals, or of watching the small, ten-inch TV I'd bought. My loneliness always seemed to be exacerbated at mealtime, and I found that this was one way of making it more agreeable. Too, I ate out a great deal.
Bedtime was what I dreaded most. Once you get used to sleeping with a woman, her absence is felt far more than if you had always slept alone. I jacked off every night, and often several times a day, using erotic memories of Mora alone or with her girl friends in some of the wild, three-way orgies we had enjoyed. Also, I would use mental pictures of good-looking girls from school, imagining their bodies in every tiny detail, and doing to them all of the things that Mora had taught me. I went back to using sweat socks because I didn't want to stain my landlord's sheets.
I still visited my parents on Sundays, and made up stories about Al and Mora. My mother always wanted to meet them, but I kept thinking up excuses to put it off. I phoned Mora and gave her my number, so when Mom would call Mora would phone me and I would phone Mom back.
Occasionally I would go out to the Tenderloin, or down to lower Fillmore, and walk around. But my duck's-ass cut had been replaced by normal hair styling, my pegged pants, faded Levi's, and Price's maroon shoes had given way to well-cut slacks, jackets, and suits. Dude's, the mecca for black clothes buyers, saw me no more. My friends all were gone; it was hard for me to find anybody who I knew. And the final insult: girls hustled me on the street, "Hey, good lookin', you wanna date? Make the price right."
It galled terribly. Me, they were actually hustling me. Didn't they know me? Know who I was? Did I really look to them like some fucking John from Dubuque?
The colorfully dressed barkers who had always stood in the doorways of strip joints, pounding feet and clapping hands and giving me a cheerful, knowing wave as I passed, now the bastards were giving me the line: "Step right in, sir. New show just startin'. No cover charge and lots of pretty girls. Step right in." And they would hold back the black velvet doorway curtains with one hand, in case I wanted to take a daring peek inside. Didn't they know? Couldn't they tell somehow, some way, that, not too long before, I had been one of them?
Winos and bums hit me for spare change on every block. Doorways reeked of piss and stale vomit. The "new" people on the street looked right at me without a glimmer of recognition. And why should there be, I told myself. When I was around, they hadn't even hit the street yet.
The whole scene was depressing; I felt like a retired general who couldn't get onto-his old post because he didn't have a gate pass. Sadly, I realized that my time for the street had come and gone.
For lack of any part of life to really touch, I began trying to take an interest in school activities. It was a lost cause; I was beyond it, and I could never go back. I just couldn't generate any interest in football rallies or proms, or wondering if so-and-so "put out." I suppose I was regarded as an oddball. I had few friends, outside of Herb, Ed, Gary, and a few other guys who were musicians. They seemed to fit better into the school social structure than I did. Ed even served on a student committee.
Girls always looked at me differently from the other boys, and I knew they were curious about me, probably because I dressed like a man Instead of a kid. At the beginning of the semester a couple of new students even stopped me to ask directions, thinking that I was a member of the faculty.
It wasn't that I was unfriendly; I would always wave and smile at people. But still, when I passed a group of girls in the hall (teen-age girls always seem to travel in groups) I would get the unmistakable feeling that they were talking about me, making comments after I had passed, and it wasn't paranoia.
Finally I decided, what the hell, I would try it with the schoolgirls. One girl in particular attracted me. Her name was Faye, and she sat next to me in Spanish class. Out of desperation I asked her what she was doing on Wednesday night. She said her parents didn't let her out on weeknights, but she was free on Friday, so we made a date.
I should have known when she said she couldn't go out weeknights that it was bad news, but she was terrifically cute, about five feet tall and beautifully built. My X-ray mind had surveyed her naked body through her plaid skirt and cashmere sweater. She had short, black hair, framing a delicate face, and thick, sensual lips that looked like they would be exquisite to kiss, or to have suck me.
I took her to the Jazz House, a famous West Coast jazz emporium (I was to play there the following year). They had a section for minors in which no alcoholic beverages were served and they gouged you four bits for a Coke, with a minimum of two Cokes per person per set. I really impressed the hell out of her. First, I had my own car. Second, I took her to a real grown-up place, and, most important, I knew the doorman and he knew me. When I waved hello to the owner, one of two brothers, I thought Faye would go into orbit.
"Hiya, kid," he yelled over the crowd.
"Hiya, George," I yelled back.
Faye squeezed my arm and shivered with excitement.
When we left the club she asked me if we were going to park somewhere. The question surprised me.
"If you want to, we will," I answered, throwing it back to her.
"Well," she said, "it's okay, I guess, if we park a little while, but I don't pet or anything."
I held back a smile.
"Pet?" I knew very well what it meant.
"Yes, you know, touching around and stuff like that. I went with Steve Shapiro for six months. We were going steady, so I let him pet a little, but I'd never think of doing it on the first date."
Poor bastard, I thought. He takes her out for six months and all he gets is a feel of cashmere-covered tit, and he was probably happy to get that.
I decided then that I was going to seduce Faye. I had never really seduced a girl before and, remembering Betty, wasn't sure that I could. Every time I had made love it was done with mutual consent. Screwing a girl who goes in thinking she's just going to get kissed a little was entirely different. I drove to the Marina Greens, a large area facing the Bay that was used by kids as a make-out spot, and parked. The fog had come in and there wasn't much we could see, just the towers of the Golden Gate Bridge sticking through the grayish murk, with their red lights rotating slowly.
I killed the engine and looked at Faye, sitting across the seat. Her expression, a kind of weak smile, left no doubt that she was apprehensive with me and was probably having second thoughts about asking me if I wanted to park.
After some wild urging, she snuggled hi my arms. I decided to cool it awhile and let her get comfortable. Meanwhile my cock had grown hard, and had caught the wrong way in my pants. It was killing me, but I didn't want to squirm around and get her uptight again. We lay there and talked, but as we talked I caressed her back and stroked her hair almost absently. I felt the back of her bra through her sweater. It had a wide strap, a good indication that she was carrying a fairly heavy load up front.
After about fifteen minutes I had her somnolent, so I figured that I had better do something before she fell asleep on me.
Teen-age girls are used to being kissed directly on the lips by fumbling, eager boys. The way we were laying, my lips were on her forehead, so I began to kiss it and her hair. I could feel the small bumps where expensive medication had smoothed out the pimples. Stroking her back, I kissed her cheeks and nose. She was still relaxed and her eyes were closed, a good sign. I slipped a forefinger under her chin and lifted her face to mine. Her eyes stayed closed, and I wondered if I had hypnotized her. I kissed her lips lightly and slowly, as I had kissed her cheeks, not really kissing. Then she parted her lips and began to kiss me back, trying to use the "Hollywood special," as I had done, seemingly centuries before. I pulled back my head slightly so that she couldn't do it, took just her lower lip between mine, and sucked in on it gently. She shivered slightly and her arms, still around me, began to caress my back. I moved one hand to her cheek, and stroked her face and hair as I kissed her. Frenching, or soul kissing, was a big thing to schoolgirls, almost the equivalent of letting a guy feel your tits, so I didn't attempt it directly.
I kept at her lips, gently, softly, slowly. And as her breath came harder and her passion stirred, it was she who increased the pressure of the kiss, she who held me more tightly, moving her hands on my back. Our lips were open and I put my tongue into her mouth slowly, touching hers for just a second, as if by accident, then withdrawing it, then again, and again, each tune a little longer. She was breathing quite hard,.so I ran my, tongue around the inside of her upper Up and she moaned softly into my mouth for the first time.
My cock was still caught in the crotch of my pants, and I thought it was going to be cut in half at any second, but I dared not move. Teen-age virgins are paranoid about their breasts being touched, so I avoided moving my hands around to the front, for fear of instantly ruining the whole thing. I remembered from Betty how abruptly a girl consumed with passion and a throbbing clitoris could stop, if she really wanted to. My object was to get Faye past the point of no return, to get her so hot she wouldn't-have the will to stop, no matter what I did, and I didn't want to fuck it up by touching her breast.
I shifted myself slightly, bringing my right leg up next to hers, which was on the edge of the seat. We had slid down until we were lying almost flat. Shifting weight again, I rolled my right leg under hers; so that it was now between her legs and she was lying almost full on top of me. Then I concentrated on kissing her again, sucking her tongue into my mouth, in and out. She was holding me tightly and panting hotly.
I raised my right leg slowly until I could feel light contact with her crotch through her skirt. She didn't seem to notice. After all, there's no rule that says you have to use your hands when you're going after a girl's cunt. Inexperienced girls, while they may be very wary of wandering hands, can be turned on by a leg or a knee, or even an elbow, and not know afterward how it happened. I raised my leg once more and fitted it tightly into her crotch. I stroked her back, her arms, and the back of her head with more pressure, pushing her body closer into mine. Then, ever so slightly at first, I began to raise and lower my right leg, almost imperceptibly, increasing and decreasing the pressure on her cunt.
It was working; she was thrusting her tongue far into my mouth, and I could feel her belly responding to the pressure of my leg, breathing in to meet it, and out when it went away. Carefully, I applied still more pressure against her, bumping her hard enough to move her body just a little, and, wonder of wonders, she started to pump herself slowly against "the pressure of my leg. I don't know if she was even aware of it. My hands on her back pushed in such a way as to encourage her to pump against me harder, and she did. I made her feel better and better, until she was sliding up and clown my leg and actually rolling her ass as she humped. I had succeeded in pushing Faye through into the never-never land of sensation, where thought is sublimated by feeling.
Now came the most dangerous part. Somehow I had to get my hand between her legs. I couldn't bring her any farther along until I could get her to the point where she was almost crazy with passion. I moved down my right hand to the left side of her ass and got a pleasant surprise. I couldn't feel it through my pants, but her humping had moved her skirt, a loose, pleated job, up around her thighs. I don't think Faye knew it, she was getting so hot, I don't think she knew much of anything. I turned up my palm and went over my own leg until I felt the bottom of her skirt. Every time she moved her ass up to hump, I would push her skirt bottom a little higher, being careful not to touch her leg. Finally, her crumpled skirt and slip were bunched up around my belly on the bottom, although the top of it was still covering her a'ss and the backs of her legs. I put my hand, palm up, on my side, and slid it over still more until it was on my own belly, palm up against her belly. I moved it slowly, putting no pressure on Faye, until I felt the elastic top of her panties hitting my index finger each time she slid forward on me. Then I put my left arm fully around her and held her tightly to me, kissing her as hard as I could. When she slid forward again, I slipped my hand under the elastic and ran it onto her clit. Gone were the days of searching, lost in folds of vaginal skin. By now it was almost instinct that brought me to the right spot,
"No!" she said with alarm, as I began to rub her clit. I caressed her back to reassure her. "Don't!" she said more weakly.
But my finger kept at her nerve buds, sapping her will and enveloping her in pleasure. "Please," she moaned… Then, "Oh," as I kept up the friction on her.
"Oh," again. And she took her arms from around my back and encircled my neck. She stopped kissing me and moved her face tightly into mine.
She began moving faster, and I let my finger go into the mouth of her cunt, which was very wet, to get lubricated, and then moved it up again onto her clit, to get that soft, slipper-sliding motion mat girls love so well.
When she began to moan in tune with her pumping I knew she was too far gone to put up a fight, and I wanted to suck her.
Using my left hand, I swiveled her until she was lying with her back against the back of the seat, so we were on our sides and my leg was free. I rotated my body until my face was on her belly, and I was kneeling on the floor of the car. Again, with one quick motion and before she knew what I was going to do, I rolled her pants down around her knees and put my head between her legs, getting my tongue onto her clit right away.
"What are you doing?" she moaned, "Oh, no, please, don't, don't, "
And then my tongue began loving in the silky, warm wetness of her. When I had her humping against my mouth again I knew I was home free. I got her panties the rest of the way off and spread her legs wider.
By now she was wild, with her hands rubbing my head, pushing into her. I unzipped my pants with one hand and freed my cock, which sprang out gratefully. Moving myself a little, I took her left hand and put it around my shaft. I'm sure Faye had never felt a man's cock before, but she started stroking it the second I put her hand on it.
By this tune her whole cunt was a wet mess, and my tongue had put her far past the point of no return. I shifted around again, lying next to her on the seat, kissing her and rubbing my rod between her legs. I had to reach down and put her top leg over my ass so that they would spread enough to let me get it into her.
But now my troubles started. I massaged her breasts through her sweater. She was moaning and panting so hard, and I didn't know if it was from the head of my cock rubbing against her slippery clit or from the new sensation in her breasts. I pushed her sweater up to her armpits, only to discover that she had on a full slip, and I knew there was no way I was going to get it off without possibly ruining the whole thing. I reached over the top of her slip and put my hand inside her bra, rolling her swollen nipples between my fingers. But the position was uncomfortable for my hand, and it didn't seem to be doing as much for her as I had hoped it would. The last thing I wanted was for her to cool off on me. I forgot her tits and reached down, grabbing my cock to insert into her. I found her cunt and began to push it in, but was met with tough resistance. Faye was, for sure, a virgin. As I pushed, trying to be gentle, the rhythm of her pelvic thrusts changed, and her face became contorted in pain.
"Oh, no," she cried. "Please, "
Worse still, I could feel her starting to dry up. I was about to blow the whole thing unless I did something fast, so I shifted around quickly and got my tongue onto her clit again. In a minute she was wet and thrusting hard into my face, faster and faster. She started chanting "oh-oh-oh" in a regular rhythm. I slid my finger into her cunt, and could feel her membrane on the side. The toughness and resiliency of it surprised me. I licked faster and harder against her.
Suddenly she stopped pumping. "Something's wrong!" she cried. "Something's happening! I feel… "
I kept licking at her, rolling my tongue around her bud to get her going again.
"I have to go to the bathroom!" she screamed, and tried to pull back my head. But I kept at her until I pushed her over the edge. She started pumping into me at a furious pace. Her legs began their involuntary opening-and-closing motion around my face, and in another second she was going off as I pushed down hard on her belly to increase the intensity of her orgasm. Her head rolled from side to side and her arms flailed, knocking against the steering wheel and beeping the horn.
She collapsed in a relaxed heap back down onto the seat. I ran my ringers through her soft, black pubic hair and kissed her belly, which was moistened with tiny beads of perspiration. When I moved back up on the seat to kiss her, she had one arm thrown over her face, and she was sobbing softly.
I'd been at her for almost two hours, with a gut-busting hard-on. My cock and balls ached to be relieved, but I tried to ignore it. "Sit up," I told her, "so I can lie down. Then you can lie on me and rest."
Dumbly, Faye did as she was told, leaning on me heavily and shedding her tears all over the shoulder of my shirt.
"Do you hate me?" I asked.
"Yes," she sobbed, then for emphasis added, "you bastard."
"For what? What did I do to you besides give you pleasure?"
"Y-you know what you did to me." Her voice was broken as she tried to stop crying.
"I didn't do anything to you, except give you the very first orgasm you've ever had. You didn't even know what was happening, did you?" She didn't answer. I don't think she even knew what an orgasm was, until she had one. "It was the best, nicest, most wonderful feeling you've ever had," I continued, "and here you hate me for giving it to you. You're still a virgin. I didn't put it into you. I didn't even satisfy myself, it was all for you."
"You tried, you tried to put it in," she said.
"Yes, because I didn't know if you were a virgin. But as soon as I saw that you were, I stopped, didn't I?"
"Yes," she admitted grudgingly.
"Because I want the man who takes your virginity to be someone you love, someone you want to give it to willingly," I lied. I couldn't tell her that I was just afraid she'd quit on me if I kept trying to put it into her. "So all I did was give you the first sexual pleasure you've ever had, and I didn't harm you at all, did I?"
Faye started to cry again. "I just don't understand how it happened," she bawled. "All we were going to do, I just thought we'd be kissing a little. I don't know how it went so far. And what I let you do to me, Oh, God, what I let you do to me."
"And what you did to me," I reminded her, so she'd think about her little hand wrapped around my cock, jacking it for all she was worth.
Faye cried harder. "I'm so ashamed. I'm just so ashamed… "
We were quiet awhile. Finally I said, "It's all my fault. I live in a world of adults and you live in a world of kids. And it's a wonderful word, but I guess it doesn't belong to me anymore. I'm not used to nice girls like you, Faye, I don't know how to handle you."
I figured that if I made her feel like a child, it might help. It did, and, borrowing my handkerchief to dry her eyes, she stopped crying.
We sat up and she picked her panties off the floor of the car. "Turn around," she said, adjusting her skirt and sweater.
"Faye, my God… "
"Turn around," she repeated forcefully.
I got a rag from under the seat, and was going to wipe off the steamed-up windows when I remembered that swollen cock was still out of my pants. I put it in and zipped up, noticing that Faye was averting her eyes.
While I was driving her home I began to get cramps in my balls and lower abdomen. I was so congested it was killing me. We parked in front of her house at one-thirty and I could see an anxious Jewish mother in the window.
"Please don't be mad at me," I said.
Silence.
"I didn't take anything from you, I gave to you. There's a big difference." More silence.
"I don't play games, I play for real," I told her finally. "You'd better stick with the little Stevie Shapiros from school, because I don't care about necking and petting."
"Promise me you won't tell anybody about tonight?"
Christ! Was that all she could worry about, her lousy reputation? "I'm disappointed that you thought you even had to ask that," I said.
She said good night and got out of the car. I drove to the next block and parked. The pain was killing me. I jacked off hurriedly into my handkerchief and in a few minutes had blessed relief.
On the way home I had to smile. I hadn't even gotten a good-night kiss. But then, it was our first date.



Chapter 2


I never took out Faye again, although we used to talk occasionally in class. I don't know what she told her girl friends about me, but they looked at me very strangely after that, and whispered excitedly among themselves.
After Faye, I became fascinated with the art of seduction. For a period of about six months I concentrated on girls I went to school with, who had little experience outside of necking and letting boys feel their breasts. It was very interesting, cheap and lousy of me, since I had no real interest in them outside of getting into their pants. During that six months I had fucked sixteen of Faye's friends, and given eleven of them their first orgasms.
Some of the girls must have squealed, because I began to get a reputation around school as a bad-ass character with women. It got to the point where "nice" girls wouldn't even speak to me. However, this didn't bother me too much because things were picking up on other fronts. Anyway, I was tiring of the game; there was too much work involved in trying to bust a virgin.
Maybe I was a male chauvinist pig, a liar, a cheat, and a phony, but I never felt a moment's guilt. I had given twelve girls their very first orgasms. I had performed the function for which Mora had trained me, to please. And I'm sure that, as I never forgot Mora, none of those girls ever forgot me. I'm also sure that as the years progressed they remembered me with much more affection than, they had felt on the night of their seduction.
I had been playing a lot of jobs and my luck started to turn. During the same period that I was busy with virgin-busting, and for about a year after, hardly a weekend went by that I didn't pick up some broad, or get picked up at the various dances and clubs that I played. These girls were older, a few even into their thirties, and I was able either to go to their places or to take them to mine.
Some of the girls were married and out for the specific purpose of cheating on ineffectual husbands who had never learned the art of satisfaction. Some were divorced and lonely, looking only for an evening's companionship and something but their own fingers between their legs for a change. Some were single girls just out for a good tune. The married and divorced girls usually offered me no problem; it was just assumed that we would make love. The single girls were more troublesome and on many occasions I had to use the same tactics I had used on the high-school virgins to get them into my bed.
One girl, Felice, was twenty-three and had never been to bed with a man. She had an ugly face, but a hell of a good body and a very nice personality. We went back to her apartment on outer Geary Street and she introduced me to her roommate, whose name was Ginny. We talked almost all night, but nothing happened. I didn't mind, because I like Felice, who was a good conversationalist and a nonpracticing Catholic, so I started taking her out. I told her that I was twenty-one and a senior at San Francisco State College.
Felice kept bringing up the fact that she was a virgin, as though she felt guilty about it. She made jokes about herself, saying that by the time she found a man, "it" would be so rusty that he wouldn't be able to use it. When we talked seriously she told me not to push her, and that when she was ready she would let me know, so I followed her wishes. We necked a lot, but I never made an effort to get her really hot. Nonetheless, her face aside, I found that every time I masturbated it was Felice who occupied-my mind.
She worked as a receptionist at Pacific Telephone's main office, and I saw her several times a week. We had been going together for about a month when I was finally able to convince her to visit my place, because when we were at her apartment Ginny always seemed to be hovering about.
We had a drink and she said that she thought she was in love with me, and wanted to be made love to. She was nervous, so I did with her what Mora had done with me. I told her to take off all of her clothes, and that I would take off all of mine. I said that we were two people who cared deeply about each other and that we shouldn't have to play games, that I shouldn't have to sneak her clothes off piece by piece and get her so passionate that she wouldn't know what she was doing. She hesitated, but when I started getting undressed, very matter-of-factly, she followed suit. In a minute we were naked, facing each other. I was only semihard, and she tried to keep her eyes up, but they kept darting down to catch quick, guilty glances at my cock. I had been right about her body, it was beautiful. She had smooth, olive skin from her Spanish blood, high, firm breasts, a small, solid ass, and thin legs.
We got into bed and I held and stroked her for a long time as we kissed. When I thought she was ready I moved my lips all over her body, and she caressed me all over, but I had to take her hand and put it on my cock before she would hold it. When I started to put my head between her legs, she froze. "Don't!" she said. "That's dirty, it's not right."
I wasn't going to argue with her then, so I used my finger. She spread her legs and lay still, not humping but getting moist, and holding my cock but not stroking it. I had a feeling, mounting moment by moment, that something was wrong, impending disaster.
"Put it in me," she said, moving my hand away from her cunt and drawing me up onto her.
I kneeled between her legs and used spit to lubricate the head of my cock, as I didn't think she was wet enough. I was very gentle, and when I broke her she winced momentarily with pain, as did I, but then seemed to be all right. She didn't even bleed. Working back and forth, I sunk myself into her slowly, a fraction of an inch at a time. She moaned and moved a little, but didn't seem to be terribly excited. When I was sure that she was comfortable and not hurting, I started.
During the next hour I was heroic. I was at the best of my entire life. I tried everything I knew. I rode her high and used the head of my cock against her clit. I pushed it in full and bumped her until I thought she'd go through the head of the bed. I ran it in and out short, and in and out long, using my finger on her at the same time. I gave her a ride the length and intensity of which would have sent any ordinary woman into orbit and around the universe. I used everything Mora had taught me and some of the things she hadn't. Felice just lay there moaning. "Every time she'd start to get hot some silent sentinel in her would trigger a stop valve, and she would freeze. I didn't understand how any human clitoris could take so much and not respond, but each time she'd start to go, she'd stop.
Finally Felice started to cry and said she was getting sore "down there." No wonder, I had been blasting away at her for over an hour. I pulled out of her and came quietly on her belly. Her face filled with revulsion as she saw my sperm shoot out onto her sweat-soaked skin.
"Get a towel!" she cried. "Get if off me! Get if off! Oh, God, it's awful!"
I snatched up a dishrag from the kitchen and wiped her, so weak myself that I could barely move. She stopped crying, just sniffling a little as she shrugged, and with a gesture of hopelessness said 'Well, at least I'm not a virgin anymore."
Livid with anger, I held her in my arms. I wanted to kill all the nuns and all the priests and all the parents who had done this to Felice, who with their voodoo tales from the crypt, had robbed her of the joys of womanhood, and left her frigid, unable to enjoy sex even with a man she loved. If I couldn't give her pleasure, then I knew that nobody could. I wanted to hold up her naked, sterile body and scream, "See? See what you fucking bastards have done to her, you and your religion and your false Christian morals and your thou-shalt-nots? You've taken a fine human being and you've ruined her. You've made her unhappy today, and bitter tomorrow, and filled her with hate for the day after tomorrow."
But I just lay there silent, rocking her. After a while she said, "There's something wrong with me, isn't there?"
"Not with you," I said. "Just with all the people who taught you when you were little.
And we talked about it for a long time. I knew that anything I might have told her would have been years too late. I suggested that she see a good psychiatrist, that maybe he could help, but that it might be a long time before she could experience normal feelings without guilt.
We saw each other several times after that, and then Felice dropped out of sight. Not even Ginny knew where she had gone, or if she did wouldn't tell me. Five years later I received a latter from a Catholic school in Santa Barbara. It was filled with religious drivel about how God has been good to me, God will take care of me, He works His wonders in strange ways, and something about the ultimate happiness of service to Him for eternal rewards far greater than earthly rewards.
It was signed "God bless you," by Sister Cecilia Roselin (Felice).
But if sad things happened to me during that period, funny things happened, also. I played a Jewish youth-group dance at one of the local temples and got picked up by a girl named Bonnie, who was a little bleached blonde with an ample ass, big tits, and a winning smile. She went to Lowell High School and it was obvious that she wasn't the virginal type. I offered to drive her home and she accepted readily.
In the car, Bonnie told me that her folks were going to Lake Tahoe for the weekend, leaving about eight the next morning. If I came over about nine we could have the whole day. She was obviously a girl who had been around. I knew that there would be no problem, so I agreed. She kept telling me how cute I was and rubbed me all over as we drove. When we arrived at her fancy house in the Seacliff district her mother was waiting, so I just dropped her off and accepted her nervous wink.
Saturday morning started beautifully. Bonnie greeted me at the door, dressed only in a robe that was open down the front, and a devilish grin. Her parents, not wanting to waste the day, had left for Tahoe at five-thirty in the morning.
We didn't even bother to go to her bedroom. As I walked in the front door there was a wrought-iron grill, on my right, which overlooked a step-down living room. Directly below the grill was a wide, long sofa. The bedroom seemed miles away, so we settled for the sofa, a near fatal error.
Within a few minutes Bonnie's robe was on the floor and I had clothes strewn all over the room. We were on the sofa, doing a beautiful, slow, loving sixty-nine. Bonnie was oh top, moving her lips leisurely up and down my shaft while I licked and nibbled around her crotch and the insides of her heavy thighs. After all, we had the whole weekend.
We both were so occupied in our pleasure that neither of us heard the key in the front-door lock.
"Bonnie, honey?"
It was her mother, and it was too late. I felt Bonnie's legs freeze solid around my face, and my own adrenaline suddenly seemed to be shooting out of my ears.
"Tahoe was snowed in, so we turned around and… Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Sam… Sam!"
Bonnie screamed and rolled off of me, snatching her robe off the floor and galloping like an ibex to the back of the house.
I didn't even look up. I grabbed my pants just as Sam, an overnight bag under one arm, came rushing through the door. The goddamn legs of my pants were inside out, and I was seriously considering running naked to the car, but remembered that my keys were somewhere in the depths of my inside-out pockets.
As I was pulling out the pants legs I looked up. Mama was standing over the iron railing, pointing at me, with her mouth open. "They were… they were… oh, my God!"
Sam dropped the bag just as I was hopping into my pants. "Sonofabitch!" he screamed, as soon as he understood. "You dirty sonofabitch bastard, you… you… you… "
And words failed him also.
Now both of them were standing there, pointing their fingers at me as if there were pistols attached to the ends of their hands.
I grabbed my shoes, one of which had a sock in it, and my shirt. The only way out was past both of them. I vaulted up the two steps to the hall and dashed for the door, pausing an instant to say, "excuse me," as I brushed past Sam, who had turned to face me, his finger still outstretched. I dropped my shirt as I raced down the porch steps and out to my car. My pants were unzipped and they kept slipping down, making it necessary for me to hold them up with one hand as I ran.
Adrenaline may make you move fast, but it doesn't make you move good. I fumbled for what seemed an eternity to get my keys, and then couldn't find the right key to get the car open.
Finally, the right one. I poked it into the lock, but missed, poked again and missed. The third time worked.
Sam was on the porch. "Death!" he screamed at me. "Death!"
I slid into the seat, somehow found the ignition, and with my shoes on my lap I left the scene, donating most of the rubber from my rear tires to the pavement in front of Bonnie's house.
When I saw her after school on Monday she was waiting for me by my car and looking around nervously. As I came up to her she started to cry, and as if to distract my attention offered me a small paper bag. My shirt and one sock were balled up inside of it.
Her parents had grounded her for a year. Bonnie went to Lowell High School, which was not in the area where she lived, but did have a student body that was about ninety percent Jewish. All Jewish parents, especially those with girls, pulled strings so that their children could go to Lowell and meet Nice Jewish Boys, so that they wouldn't be infected by association with goyishe trash. Bonnie got out of school at three-thirty, and her parents wanted her home by four. Yet she had taken the time to come to my school and let me know what happened.
Neither of her parents were speaking to her. Her mother told her father that we were doing something awful, something worse than intercourse. She said that she couldn't date, or even go out with girl friends for a year-no school activities, no movies, no dances, no nothing,
I told Bonnie that I was sorry, and I was.
I told her that I would try to see her sometime soon, but I never did.



Chapter 3


Anyway, I quickly forgot Bonnie, and as I became accustomed to being on my own, time passed more rapidly. My seventeenth birthday came and went, so did my junior year in high school. Relations with my parents improved after I finally told them the truth about how long I had been living alone. No matter how much Jewish parents may be convinced that their son is a no-goodnick living a fast and loose life, a report card containing all A's can smooth their discomfort in a hurry. I had moved to three different apartments since my first little basement room, which I found too depressing; first to an older place in the outer Richmond district, the kind with bench seats built into bay windows with no view of the Bay, then to a more modern apartment in the Marina district, where the weather was nicer, and finally into a newly completed fourplex, one-bedroom furnished apartment at the corner of Franklin and Jackson, on the edge of Pacific Heights. The rent was one hundred forty-five dollars, considered moderately expensive at the time. The apartment had a stainless-steel kitchen with a full-size range and refrigerator, a garbage drop, a garage, and above all it was light and cheerful and new.
My mother, her maternal instincts revived, took me shopping for furniture. I ended up with conservatively modern stuff: a couch, two easy chairs, lamps, tables, a small dinette set, and a blondwood bedroom set complete with vanity and mirror. My father, just to prove that his heart was in the right place and by way of a peace offering, paid for the whole thing. If he'd known how much I had in my bank account, he wouldn't have done it.
I was really excited about the apartment. It was the first place I had lived in that I really considered a home for myself. I was happy and content to stay alone and read, study, and listen to music. I bought a big bookcase, which soon became filled with books, magazines, and records, and I got a real hi-fi to replace the old portable phonograph I had used. The walls became filled with paintings and pictures of my own choosing. Life had become a ball.
I played jobs three or four nights per week; during the summer vacation before my senior year I got a job playing five nights a week with the relief group at the Jazz House. My love life prospered. For a while I had so much cunt I didn't know what to do with it all. I picked up girls at dances or around the club. Chicks seemed to be all over the place and ranged in age from twenty-one to fifty. They stayed with me overnight, or at the most for a few days, until I tired of them. None of them really had anything in common with me outside of the fact that I wanted their bodies, the experiences, the varieties, and differences of them. My problem was created mostly by Mora. After the first night, because they were used to jack-rabbit husbands and thoughtless lovers, they wanted more, wanted to come back. I got to the point where I would be in bed with one girl and two more would phone to ask if I was free, so I had to keep the receiver off the hook. Then the doorbell started ringing, while my bed partner and I tried to ignore it.
I finally realized that the only thing that works when you want to get rid of a woman is to be callous and abusive. So when I tired of a cunt, which was always in a few days, I would throw her out almost bodily. And even then, some would phone me back, and they would apologize for whatever it was they thought they had done to offend me. I was no sexual -superman. Unlike the heroes of the porno novels, I couldn't come twenty times a night, or ten, or even five. Many evenings I was lucky to make it twice, but I did know how to please, and how to treat a woman as if I appreciated her.
During the summer the guys from our combo, plus some other friends decided to have a smoker. They arranged to have stag movies and two call girls. The fee was twenty-five dollars apiece for eight guys, twenty for the girls and five for the films, with everybody bringing his own booze. I would never have dreamed of paying for a woman, but I agreed to go five for the movies. So they got another guy to make a ninth because the girls needed eighty each.
The smoker was held at the apartment of an alto man, Bud, who didn't play with our group. It was on Sacramento Street, way up on Nob Hill, and, while it was old, it had a lot of rooms.
I arrived late with my five bucks and no bottle, never having been a great (or even a poor) drinker. There were only seven guys there, including myself, and the two girls, to whom I was immediately introduced. Rita was a tall blonde of about twenty-five who looked like she had been pretty well used. I gave her a year before she would be sitting in bars, waiting to pick up Johns. She was just about through as a call girl, and I had seen enough of them to know when they got "the look."
The other girl was Terry. She was short, with smooth, olive skin and black hair. She was a doll, cute and pixyish, with dark, lustrous eyes. The same glance that told me Rita was an old call girl told me that Terry was a new one. Her eyes were fresh, her complexion clear, but most important, she didn't have that hard look about her.
Both girls were wearing lacy bras and panties. Rita had on heels and Terry was barefoot. They smiled and waved as I said hello. There was something about Terry that I liked at once, and when she looked at me I could tell that she liked me, too. Everyone around the room was talking, all trying to monopolize the girls. I stood off to the side, not wishing to compete. But Terry's eyes and mine we're catching, even when she was conversing with somebody else. Bud, our host, was swacked out of his mind already. Lew, who was Bud's friend, was getting antsy about the other two guys showing up. He disappeared for a few minutes to phone but was unable to reach either of them, although he talked to the wife of one.
Meanwhile, Bud had Terry pinned against the wall and was trying to lift her breast out of her bra, slobbering drunkenly all over her chest. A couple of other guys came over and started feeling her legs and crotch. I caught the look on her face, panic; she couldn't cope with it. I walked over and held out my hand over Bud's bobbing head. Terry grabbed it and I gave her a yank, pulling her bodily from the horny group, and yelled that I wanted to talk to her for a minute. We crossed the room. "I just wanted to get you away from all that," I said.
"Thanks," she said, "I didn't want to run away, but I didn't know what else to do."
Then we heard Lew and Rita arguing about money. Lew wanted the girls to come across for just the group we had, sixty bucks each. Rita was adamant, eighty or nothing. They decided to cool it for another ten minutes and started the movies, old silents which kept breaking where the film had been respliced a thousand times. The guys all were getting pretty loaded. The bar, full of liquor bottles and mix, spilled liquid and crumpled dishtowels, was a mess.
After more frantic calls it became apparent that the other two guys weren't going to show. When Rita motioned Terry that she should start to get dressed, Lew just about nipped. He reached into his pocket, came up with another twenty, and I suddenly found seven threatening sets of eyes staring at me. It was a simple decision; if I didn't kick in twenty for a screw I didn't want, the girls would split and nobody would get laid. I sighed and dug out my wallet, to the accompaniment of cheers, a hero and hating myself for it. I didn't have many principles, but this was definitely against one of them.
Bud was too drunk to write, so Lew put the numbers one through seven on separate pieces of paper and mixed them in an empty ice bucket. Bud, being our host, was accorded the courtesy of first choice, leaving the rest of us to pick for position. I was the last to pick, and because number one hadn't been taken yet I knew that I had it even before I stuck my hand into the bucket.
Bud was very short, so he chose tall Rita to take to the back bedroom and I chose Terry for the center bedroom, with a plan beginning to form somewhere in the back of my head.
Terry looked almost grateful as she took my hand and led me through the bedroom door, which I closed and then discovered that I couldn't lock. She put her eighty dollars into a small purse and stripped off her bra and panties. Her breasts were small and high, with dark brown nipples that jutted straight out. I sat on the bed with my clothes on. As much as I instinctively liked her, I was beginning to feel that I really couldn't do it like this, not this way, like a John.
She looked at me, sitting on the bed. "Are you bashful?" she asked.
I ignored the question. "You haven't been hustling very long, have you, baby?"
"How do you know?" she asked defensively.
"By the way you panicked out there and because you still look fresh and pretty, and not all beat out, like Rita."
She liked that and smiled. "About two weeks, now."
"What did you do before?"
"I was a hostess in a restaurant on O'Farrell Street."
I stretched out on the bed. "I like you," I said. She sat next to me but didn't answer. "Do you think I'm just another trick?" I asked.
She hesitated.
"Yes."
"Bullshit."
"What?"
"You heard me. I said bullshit. You kept looking at me the whole fucking time we were in the other room."
"Do you want your twenty dollars back?" she asked sarcastically. Then, switching moods, she asked my name-having-forgotten it. I told her.
"Did Rita tell you about talkers, guys that pay just to talk, and get their jollies that way?"
"Yes," she said, surprise evident on her face. She hadn't figured me for a "timid John."
"Well, I'm not a talker, or a weirdo, or a special trick. As a matter of fact, I'm not a trick at all."
Now she really looked puzzled. She had an air of quality about her, and in spite of her puzzlement at my behavior her eyes reflected intelligence.
I took her hand, "Do you like being a call girl, after a whole two weeks in The Life?"
"Oh, sure, it's great. I get to meet a lot of interesting men and go places and make a lot of money." Only her eyes, hurt at the audacity of the question, told me that she was lying.
"And, of course, you really dig sex, right? I mean, all those Johns, out-of-town businessmen, fat politicians, and greasy Daddy Warbucks types, it must be great making it with them, huh?"
That made her belligerent. "What the hell kind of a nut are you, anyway? You come in here to get laid, flop on the bed without even taking off your shoes, and start asking me all these questions that are none of your goddamn business. Now do you want to or not? I have other clients waiting."
The madder Terry became, the more I liked her. I laughed and pulled on her hand. "Come lie with me, baby. I'm gonna tell you a story you'll never forget."
I told her about hustling queers, about knowing every whore in town and about those whom I had lived with, and what eventually happened to most of them. Fascinated, she put her arms around me and pulled close, like a little girl getting a bedtime story from her father.
Every five minutes the door would pound, and Jack, who was next in line for Terry, would yell, "Hey, -what're you cats doin' in there? F'Chrissake, hurry up."
And Terry and I would yell, "Not yet, still busy!"
I told her about the whores' pecking order and how a big percentage of them end up on drugs or sauce, walking the streets. Then I asked her, "I bet you're going to just stay in a couple of years, till you can save enough to open a dress shop of your own, or make a killing in the blue chips, right?"
Terry gasped. "How did you know that? Did Rita tell you?"
I had to explain that she was suffering from the same useless dream that tens of thousands of broken-down old whores all over the country had dreamed at one time or another, that her chances of ever seeing it come true were practically zilch because The Life got to you after a while. The money you made just seemed to disappear and somehow it was always "next year" that you were going to do it, until it was too late. I told her to look at Rita carefully, because she was about ready to slip down the ladder to the- bars. Terry, amazed again, said that sometimes when things were slow for Rita she did go to some of the better bars to work.
Jack banged on the door again.
"Goddamnit," I yelled, "keep the hell away until we come out."
I heard some drunken grumbling as he faded down the hall.
There was a wetness on my shirt -and when I looted down I saw that Terry was crying silently. I held her closer and stroked her hair. She was so little and cute, cuddled into me. I wanted her; not as a whore, but as my woman. I wanted to live with her and take care of her because I had just uncovered somewhere within me, a fatherly bent to which Terry appealed. I didn't want a cat or a dog; I wanted Terry for a pet, and the idea that I knew I could drag her out of The Life appealed to my ego.
"Our lives 'Sometimes take strange twists, and yours
She looked up at me. "What do you mean?" took one today, honey."
"I mean you're through, finished. Your big two weeks as a call girl are over and you're all washed up, unless you're looking forward to those plastered slobs out there bouncing all over your belly and puking on you."
"What am I going to do?" She tried to dry her eyes on my shirtsleeve.
I put my hand under her chin and lifted her face slowly to mine. "You're coming home with me, right now," I said firmly. "That is, if you want to. I've got a real nice apartment, and we're going to find you a decent job with a decent salary, and you're going to stay with me as long as you want to, no strings attached. You take the bedroom and I'll take the couch. What do you say?"
Terry looked into my eyes long and hard for hidden motives, chicanery, perfidy. Finally she nodded her head up and down slowly and got up to get dressed. "God! And to think that when you walked in here I thought you were a bashful cutie who had never been with a girl before. I thought I'd have to coax you to get undressed, and now here I am going home with you and changing my whole life and I'm not even sure why."
"Don't worry," I said. "You would have made a lousy whore, anyway. Some girls just aren't cut out for it, and you're one of them!"
She got her purse, put sixty dollars on the bed, and gave me back my twenty.
The pounding on the door started again and a jumble of drunken voices began shouting. I could hear Rita over all of them, demanding that Terry come out. But as drunk and as mad as they were, nobody opened the unlocked door until, holding Terry's arm, I threw it open from the inside.
"What the hell were you two doing all that time?" Jack yelled. You couldn't have been screwing that long."
"Fer Chrissake, we'll be stuck here all day if you don't hurry with them." Rita whined.
"Rita old girl, Terry just turned in her trick towel and quit, she's going home with me," I said.
This brought pandemonium. The guys who were waiting for Terry started moaning about their money, and Rita screamed obscenities at me. I told the fellas they'd find their dough on the bed, and if they wanted to give it to Rita instead, that was their business. I told Rita to go fuck herself, grabbed Terry by the hand, and left them all standing there in shock.
We drove right to the flat on outer Washington Street that Terry rented with Rita and two other girls, got her stuff while nobody was home, and went to my place.
She loved it. Dropping an armful of clothes and a cosmetics case, she danced about, laughing and touching everything, like a puppy in a new garden. She swore she had never seen such a super apartment and asked if she could cook me dinner now. Was I hungry? Did I want anything? Could she do anything for me? For the first time she felt free, and I felt it with her because I had been there once myself.
I put on music and made drinks and she fixed spaghetti, a huge salad, and garlic French bread for dinner. And we talked. Her parents lived in Belmont, on the peninsula, and were divorced. Her father used to beat her regularly, accusing her in his heavy Greek accent of whoring with boys, when she really wasn't. But then she started to, just as a means of getting back at him, figuring that if she was going to be damned as a sinner, she might just as well sin. There was never any enjoyment out of it, except thinking to herself that she wished her father could see her with Charlie's prick in her hand, or Joe fucking her, or jacking Bill off all over the seat of his car. However, her father never did see her, so her revenge was only symbolic, and she would come home and try to soak off her guilt in the bathtub.
By the time her parents were divorced she was seventeen. She lived with her mother, who spent every evening out cruising the bars looking for a new husband. Many nights her mother never came home. After Terry was graduated from high school and turned eighteen she left home and went to San Mateo Junior College for two years, and also to secretarial school, where she learned to type eighty words a minute and take dictation. But when she came up to the city to find work there was nothing available, so, rather than return home, she took a job as hostess in a restaurant, making barely enough to pay the rent on a dumpy basement apartment in North Beach.
Rita came in for late-night snacks when she had dates along Motel Row on O'Farrell Street or nearby Van Ness Avenue, and Terry got to know her pretty well. Early mornings were slow, so Terry would pour herself a cup of coffee and sit with Rita, and the two of them would talk.
Finally, a few weeks later, Rita had made her the offer, using the chance to make big money as a come-on and painting mental pictures of the beautiful dress shop the two of them would one day buy. Terry, who spent her days looking fruitlessly for work as a secretary, spent another week thinking about job hunting and about Rita's offer. At the end of the week she decided that she would try being a call girl, at least for a while.
She moved into the flat with the other girls and took her first trick, or client, as the high-class girls call them, on the second night. The girls had a referral-only system, which isn't the best, but if the heat's on it's usually safe. One of the girls would service Henry S. If Henry was pleased, he would tell a visiting executive friend about it, and the friend would phone and say that Henry had referred him. The girls would get the friend's phone number, then tell the friend to have Henry phone to verify. When Henry phoned, they would ask him a question that only he could answer, and check it in the little black book that all call girls keep on their Johns, just to be sure it wasn't a setup by the cops. Then they would phone back the friend to arrange the date. If he just wanted to get laid, the rate was fifty dollars if he came to the flat or fifty plus cab fare both ways if he wanted the girl at his hotel. More often than not the trick wanted a real date for dinner, a show, and the whole evening, in which case the fee was a flat hundred, plus whatever he wanted to spend on her.
In fourteen days of whoring Terry had screwed twenty-two Johns, none of whom satisfied her sexually, although they all were good guys. She had a couple of local politicians, a famous baseball player, some big-wheel corporate people, and a smattering of local and out-of-town businessmen, all married. She took her first two tricks at the flat, and was scared to death. But, being first-rate clients, they were awfully nice and tried to put her at ease. The other girls gave her tips on how to get the client off in a hurry. However, she said it wasn't necessary to use special motions with most, they popped pretty fast, anyway.
The one thing Terry hated was having to suck cock. Call girls, unlike street whores, do not charge for each separate service; the price includes anything the customer wants, within reason. And also unlike street whores, it is not considered good etiquette to ask a client to wash himself before hand, it's assumed that he will be clean. Most weren't, especially uncircumcised men. Terry even tried to hold her breath while sticking but it didn't work very well. Often she had to fight back retching. She enjoyed being taken out for dinner, going first class on the town, and resigned herself to the rest.
I've known enough whores to know the business fairly well, and also the people. Any hooker or ex-hooker who writes books telling about the great life she had and how fantastic the sex was is just simply full of shit, there's no plainer way to put it. Glorious tales of wild orgies may sell enough books to make those broads a lot of bread, but truth they ain't.
Financially it wasn't such a great deal for Terry, either. She had taken twenty-two tricks, five for one hundred dollars, and seventeen for fifty. She made a total of thirteen hundred and fifty dollars, out of which she had to give half to the house for rent, bail, and jail fund, lawyers, doctors, and payoffs, including that unknown portion that the other girls stole from.her because she was new and square. This left her with six hundred seventy-five dollars for two weeks' fucking, or three hundred thirty-five per week, which isn't bad. But wait a minute. She's out of action one week a month with her period, and whatever other days she wants to take off. The three hundred thirty-five is for a seven-day week, so this means she actually made only a thousand a month, or two-fifty a week, about the same as a good private secretary. And because she was new and fresh she was in great demand. After a while those figures would have dropped considerably. Still, it was better than working in a hash house and living in a cellar.
We had a nice dinner and talked far into the night. I liked her very much, and I knew that she liked me, but I wanted to play it very cool, to be sure that she still didn't confuse me with a John. I got out spare blankets to make up the couch, but Terry insisted that I sleep in my own bed, and that she should take the couch. She threatened to leave if I gave her any trouble about it, so I acquiesced. As she was making up the couch I stripped naked as normally as one might take off a jacket, and went into the bathroom to shower and shave. Normally I don't shave before retiring, but I figured I had better play it safe, because I wasn't sure what, if anything, was going to happen.
When I came out, laundered and dry-cleaned, Terry was smiling.
"I guess you're not shy after all, are you?" she said.
"You mean because of this afternoon?"
"Yes."
Now I smiled. "Baby," I said, "I like you. I'll be your friend or your lover or both, but I'll never be your John-not as long as I can still get my hands up and down my cock to jack it off."
We both laughed.
It was strange that Terry made an effort to keep her eyes on mine and not look at my dangling dong. "Are you looking only at my face to show me you're a hardened veteran and could care less, or are you the shy one?" I asked.
She blushed. "I didn't know I was doing it."
"It's okay," I said. "I took in every inch of your body today and came to the conclusion that you're female. K you'd like to look down, it might reassure you to know that I'm not."
Then, making a point of it, she looked me over carefully as she slid under the blankets. "You're definitely not," she said softly.
I kissed her good night just once, gently on the lips, and went into the bedroom to sleep.
I think I was aware of light in the room before anything else. The sun was just coming up, its rays streaking up Jackson Street and obliquely through my Venetian blinds. Then I felt her arm around me, lying heavily across my back, her weight pulling at the mattress next to me, her breath warm 'and steady into my left shoulder.
I must have been deeply asleep, because I had no idea how long she had been there. Shifting my weight, I turned to face her, feeling myself get hard as her scent and softness permeated my senses. I watched her face for a long while, distorted slightly by her pillow. She was so tiny and cute, so helpless and trusting that I felt almost paternal toward her, but paternal with a hard-on. I stroked her cheek and tousled hair with the backs of my fingers, moving closer to her as her eyes opened slowly and regarded me sleepily for several minutes. She moved closer, pressing my cock against her soft belly, so warm and giving, and we kissed very slowly, very lovingly, as our hands explored with a light touch. She took hold of me lightly, moving her hand along the length of my shaft. We were still on our sides. She threw one leg over my waist and guided me into her. I had never felt a woman so wet without first having a lot of stimulation. She held me tightly until it was fully within her. Then for a long time neither of us moved, except to kiss and caress. Finally, slowly at first, and then wildly, we made love. And then I used my mouth on her and she on me, and this time I knew she didn't mind, I knew, even though we were wet with each other's juices, that she loved it, knew that I could never again be a John to her. And later, although I was still only semi-hard, I put Terry gently into the right position and entered her again. This time it was long and tender and so sweet. It was the first time since Mora that I had felt really satisfied with a woman. We made our cocoon, our small box of space, darkish and warm, and floated endlessly in it. The universe became our bodies and our feelings, and there was nothing else.
Terry stayed with me until summer vacation was almost over. She loved to cook fattening Greek foods for me and I gained about eight pounds, as we ate at home almost every night. She was sweet and kind and generous, but not overly bright. She had an annoying habit of being a slob, leaving clothes and things strewn about the apartment. When I would ask her to be neater she would try, but shortly fall back to her old ways.
Unlike all the others who had stayed with me, I had no thought of throwing her out. Our lovemaking was too good and pleased both of us too much. Terry was the first girl whom I actually tried to teach, as Mora had taught me. Sex bouts with adolescent boys and two weeks as a pro hadn't given her enough opportunity to learn. I taught her sex, a little bit at a time, from anus to urine, and she enjoyed it all. As a matter of fact, Terry liked urine even more than Mora had, after I gave her my own version of Mora's little talk on what is dirty and what isn't; what is normal and what isn't. She went so far as to buy a rubber sheet to put on the bed, because my shower and bathroom were small and cramped. I will admit that it did feel much better to piss on each other in the comfort of the bed; and even lying in pools of wet urine didn't bother me. However, if we didn't get up to clean the bed within a couple of minutes it became cold, sticky and quite smelly. Also, it was a pain in the ass. Terry would grab one side of the rubber sheet and I would grab the other, and we would have to let it drop in the middle, where the urine would collect, and walk gingerly to dump it into the shower, being careful not to drip any on the carpet. After a while, we did it less and less, not because we didn't enjoy it but because it was just too damn much trouble.
I took Terry to the symphony. She didn't dig classical music very much, and preferred pop stuff and vocals. I took her on jobs with me occasionally, but unattached men would ask her to dance, and she usually did. She told me that several had asked her for dates but she had declined. I couldn't blame her. It was boring for her to sit all evening and wait for me, and of course I couldn't dance while I was working.
One day, lying in each other's arms after making love, Terry told me that she loved me. She asked if I thought I might ever marry a reformed hooker. I knew that she loved me in the way a puppy loves its master, but I also knew that as fond of her as I was, I didn't love her. We had no basis for a lifelong relationship. We spent the summer days at the beach or park, or over in Marin County, and it was all very idyllic, but I had always assumed that there would be an end; there had to be.
I told her gently but honestly how I felt and she cried the rest of the day. Ours was a surface relationship; there was nothing deep or binding in it, and at seventeen I felt that I wasn't ready for that kind of commitment. I was the first solid support that Terry had known since she moved away from home, so I knew how she felt. I could remember how I had felt about Mora as a pillar of security in a swirling new world of self alone. Now I was such a pillar to Terry.
She spent a good deal of time job hunting but still hadn't found anything. Then, the week before my senior year began, a musician friend who worked days for the phone company told me about a secretarial opening in their head office. I set up an appointment for Terry. She went, was interviewed and tested, and filled out forms, and the following morning we were notified by phone that she had been accepted for the job, with a starting salary of ninety dollars a week as secretary to one of their executives.
Terry's depression over my rejection of her turned to mania. She was so excited that she couldn't sit still. We celebrated by going out for dinner, and then I took her to the Fairmont Hotel to see the Danny Thomas show, bought her a corsage, and had the photo girl in the hotel's Venetian Room take our picture.
The next morning she went for an employment physical, and when she returned I showed her the letter that Mora had written me almost two years before. Watching her face as she read the letter, I knew that she understood. I told her that another chapter in my life was over, as was another chapter in hers; that it was time for us both to move on, time to continue our search.
Three days later I found her a nice furnished apartment on Bush near Laguna and helped her move her things. We continued to see each other often for a while. Several times I stayed overnight at her place, and several times she stayed over at mine, but we both knew that it was over.
I gave her good advice; I told her to start dating and looking for a husband and a nice, normal life as a nice, normal housewife and mother. I told her to pretend that she was a virgin and fight for her "honor" for all she was worth with each man she dated. The old adage is still true, even for today's socially aware male. Each man wants to screw every girl he meets, but down deep, under all the sociological bullshit, he still wants his wife to be a virgin, to have the knowledge (or at least the illusion) that he is the only man with whom she ever made love, and all the New Liberal talk about preferring girls with experience melts into a deeply ingrained puritan ethic.
And so, although I continued to see her, I wrote off Terry, ex-hostess, ex-whore, ex-lover, as another learning experience. It would seem that she had learned more from me, but I doubt it."
For the first time I had a woman, another human being dependent upon me for support, for morale, and for moral sustenance. I paid the bills, took care of her when she was ill, gave her advice, looked out for her welfare, and was concerned for her happiness and her future. I did the right thing by getting her out of whoring, by keeping her with me, and by sending her gently into the world on her own when I thought she was ready. It was my first taste of real responsibility.
I liked it.



PART FOUR



Chapter 1


The school year began as had all the school years before it, with roll calls, seat assignments, and introductions by new teachers.
English literature was a special class for college-bound students who didn't need any more verb conjugation. It was located on the third floor of the main school building. During the long summer you forget, but one whiff of the convict-made wooden desks, the canvas window shades, and the faint trace of chalk dust brought it all back in an instant. It was as though you had never left and that three-month interval were just a daydream between classes.
The buzzer hadn't yet sounded, and a pleasant, low hum of voices, students renewing old friendships, filled the background. I didn't know anybody, so I sat with my own daydreams, pondering on the difference in noise level between this class, which was all college material, and the other classes, filled with ticket-punchers just hanging around to get their high-school diplomas.
Our teacher walked in just as the buzzer went off, signaling the beginning of class. We were supposed to have Mrs. Gilchrist, an ancient and revered member of the faculty, but the lady who walked through the door certainly wasn't she. She was tall, about five foot six, and except for her face it was pretty hard to tell anything about the rest of her. She wore her ink-black hair pulled back in a severe schoolmarm bun, accentuating the narrow lines of her face, which was quite lovely. Her emerald-green eyes were framed in thick, old-fashioned spectacles which sat on a thin, straight nose, forming a T with thin, straight lips over a rounded chin. She wore a white blouse with a ruffled dickey sticking out in front between the lapels of a conservative, gray wool suit, the skirt of which hung nearly to her darkly stockinged ankles. Her shoes were the hideous, fat-heeled, lace-up type on which shoe salesmen made an extra commission because they rarely sold a pair. The jacket and skirt of her suit were so full-cut that it was impossible even for me to read 'the body underneath.
It was obvious that she was quite nervous as she walked purposefully to the blackboard and, in large letters, wrote MISS LAWRENCE, breaking the chalk twice in the process. I thought that she -must be around thirty or maybe even a bit older.
"Good morning, ladies and gentlemen," she said in a soft, barely audible voice. "My name, as you can see, is Miss Lawrence, and this is English literature, in case any of you are in the wrong room."
Nobody moved.
"Good, then we're all in the right place. If you're wondering about Mrs. Gilchrist, she had some very serious surgery during the summer and will be recuperating for a long time, possibly the entire semester, so, while I'm here -as a substitute, it looks as though I may be with you for an extended period."
She moved a bit awkwardly over to the desk and sat down, folding her hands carefully on her blotter. "I don't believe in alphabetical seating. You may sit wherever you wish, but if you have a sight or hearing problem I would suggest you get up to the front of the room somewhere. So if you want to change seats, do it now."
There was a rustling as people got up and moved about the room. I was seated four desks back, directly in front of her, so I stayed put. When the class quieted down she continued, smiling, "I'll let you all in a little secret. This is my first real class, and I'm scared to death." Everybody laughed.
"So you'll all have to help me. You're all planning to attend college and I'm going to treat you as I would treat college students, as adults rather than children. I don't plan to have any more discipline problems here than if I were teaching a college class, which means none. If you act up in a college class, it's your fellow students who look at you as though you're some kind of a nut, and it's very embarrassing for those who do it. So anyway, I've said my first, and I hope my last, about discipline."
There was something about her, this Miss Lawrence. I couldn't put my finger on it. It was in my head, but I couldn't tie it down. Something wasn't right, didn't ring true.
She called the roll, prefacing each name with "Mr." or "Miss," and when she got to me I tried to catch her glance, to hold it, if even for an extra second, but it didn't work. She looked at me, smiling impersonally, and moved on to the next face.
When the roll call was finished she told us that we would be studying Canterbury Tales, Hamlet, Gulliver's Travels, Alice in Wonderland as seen from an adult viewpoint, and, if time permitted, the writings of Ernest Hemingway. I had already read them, all, except Hamlet, and so I looked forward to the course with confidence.
Miss Lawrence had bought a get-well card for Mrs. Gilchrist and passed it around for us all to sign. By the time we finished, the buzzer ending class had sounded. I tried to catch those brilliant eyes of hers again on the way out, but she was working on her attendance book and never looked up. Damn, she bothered me. What was it about her?
She occupied some back portion of my thoughts through the entire day, not that I was consciously thinking of her, but I was still bothered. It was like meeting someone wearing one black and one brown shoe, and not being quite able to figure out what was wrong with his appearance.
After school I went to my car, and was busy for some time putting down the top. September, October, and November are San Francisco's summer months and, while the early mornings may be cool and foggy, the late morning and afternoon hours are usually beautiful, until the white mist comes rolling in again shortly after sunset.
By the time I was ready to leave, the Muni buses had already picked up most of the home-bound students. When I passed the No. 30 bus stop, Miss Lawrence was the only one standing there, a long, tent like coat covering her. I pulled over. "Can I give you a lift?"
She looked at me, startled, and I realized that she didn't know who I was.
"I have you for English lit," I said.
Then she nodded and smiled. "Of course. Thank you, but I wouldn't want to take you out of your way."
"I'm going all the way downtown," I lied, "so anywhere you want to go is fine."
She hesitated, then opened the door. "Well, I don't want to put you to any trouble, "
"No trouble at all," I interrupted. "Glad to have you."
She kept her knees together as she swung into the seat, and I threw the car into gear. She thanked me again, commenting on how nice it was of me, and all the other usual courteous bullshit. Then we talked aimlessly about the weather for a while. It was not satisfying conversation, and I had the definite feeling that she was capable of a great deal more. I also had the feeling that she was a bit nervous. I glanced at her face. Those blazing, green eyes caught mine for just an instant, then averted.
"Nice car," she said. "Your parents must be wealthy to give you a big convertible like this."
It was a natural assumption for her. Yet I felt anger. "It's almost two years old and I paid cash for it. I haven't taken a cent from my parents since I was fifteen."
"Oh," she said defensively. "I'm sorry, I just assumed, "
"It's all right. You couldn't have known."
There was a moment's silence. Then, "Where do you work?"
"I'm a musician. I've worked all over the Bay Area, but I just started a stint at the Jazz House."
"On Hyde Street?" Surprise showed in her face.
"That's the place."
"You must be very good to play there. What instrument?"
"Percussion, drums."
And in the next few minutes I told her briefly about my career in music, omitting all of the sordid details. When I pulled up to the stoplight at Golden Gate and Fillmore I suddenly remembered that she hadn't yet told me where I was to take her. "Shall I just keep going straight?" I asked, trying to be diplomatic.
"Oh, I'm sorry. You can just drop me on Franklin and I'll walk from there."
"Are you going home?"
"Yes." She hesitated then, and I knew that she didn't want me to know where she lived.
"Well then, I'll take you. Door-to-door service."
"Really, I don't want to put you out of your way."
"Nonsense," I said as I made a left onto Franklin. I knew she had to live somewhere near me. I looked at her again, the face of a young woman on the body of an old lady. It didn't make any sense.
She had me pull over in front of an apartment building between Sacramento and Clay. I could see my place from where I was parked. "Well," she said, going for the door handle, "thanks again, and I guess I'll see you in class tomorrow."
I don't know why, but I didn't want her to go. My mind raced, trying to figure ways to hold her a few more minutes, and I decided to take a chance. "Miss Lawrence?" She was just starting to get out of the car, but stopped when I called her name.
"Yes?"
This time I caught her eyes and held them. "Can I trust you to keep a secret?" I still had her eyes.
"I don't know," she said.
I hesitated. Then, "I'm going to tell you anyway, because I get the feeling that I can trust you to keep your mouth shut and because it's ridiculous for you to have to take the bus back and forth from school every day, when I live just a block away from you."
She looked at me quizzically. I could see that she had several questions and didn't know which one to ask first. I pointed down the street. "See that new white building on the next corner?" She nodded, still struggling for words. "Well, that's where I live. I've been on my own for the last two years, and all it would take is one word from you to school officials that I'm not living at home with my family and that I'm out of the school's area, and they'll bounce me right out, and into the high school nearest here, which isn't a very good one." I paused. "So I just want you to know that I have faith you won't say anything."
"How do you know I won't blow the whistle on you first thing in the morning?" she asked, smiling slightly.
"I can look at some people and know right away that I can trust them, and you're one of those people."
"I won't tell," she said finally, looking somewhat troubled.
After some mutual haggling I got her to agree to ride to and from school with me, which would give her an extra half hour's sleep every morning, but she insisted on paying me the equivalent of bus fare.
I told her briefly how I had moved away from home, not mentioning Mora or all that had followed. She said she'd see me at seven-thirty the next morning, and disappeared into her building, still wearing the bulky topcoat.
She bothered me badly. That itch at the base of my spine continued to tell me that something wasn't right with her. I wanted to find out more, but I didn't want to push it. I thought that driving her to and from school would give me an opportunity to know her much better. I knew I was attracted to her, but I didn't know why. It didn't seem to be sexual; she certainly didn't seem to be a sexual type of person. Yet there was something so subtle that I didn't seem able to capture it. On a sex-appeal chart Miss Lawrence would rate zero. If she wasn't my type, why was I so interested?
The following morning at exactly seven-thirty, Miss Lawrence came out, wrapped in the same large coat, looking fresh and scrubbed. She wore a bit of lipstick but no other cosmetic that I could see. Her cheeks looked so soft that I was tempted to reach over and touch them.
She slid into the car, still careful to keep her knees together, like all good little girls are taught to do.
"Good morning," I said.
"Mozart!" she said brightly.
"What?"
"Mozart! Your radio is playing Mozart."
I listened for a second. Sure enough, it was Mozart. "Adagio and Fugue in C-minor," I said matter-of-factly.
"You know Mozart that well?" She was surprised. The Adagio and Fugue is not one of his better-known works, or even typical of his style.
"Mozart's dead," I said sadly.
"Dead? He's dead? I didn't even know he was sick."
We laughed. Her laughter was soft, like her voice, muted and pleasant. I noticed how she strained in class to make herself heard.
All the way to school we talked about music and composers. We seemed to have the same favorites, Beethoven, Mozart, Brahms, Sibelius, Bruckner, and Mahler. She was delighted to know that even though I was a jazz musician I loved the old composers so much, and her entire mood was different. She smiled, joked, and was quite vocal. Her hesitation and the fear she seemed to have of me the day before were gone.
I pulled up to the school and stopped at the front entrance. As she got out of the car she said, "I've thought about it. I'm glad you trusted me. It's nice to have somebody you can trust."
I got her eyes again, clear and brilliant through her glasses. "If you don't have anybody, you can always trust me," I said quietly.
Her smile clouded. "Can I?" she asked, and ran up the steps and into the building.



Chapter 2


In class Miss Lawrence treated me as any other student, but as we rode together day after day her eyes began to catch mine more frequently. Yet as quickly as our glance seemed to have meaning for us both, she broke it. Sometimes her cheeks would color slightly as she did so. She knew that I knew that there was something starting to go on between us.
I liked English literature and I liked the way Miss Lawrence taught the course. It wasn't hard to tell how much she loved teaching. She came alive, eyes bright, face expressive, gestures lively. I wondered if it was her whole life, she seemed so much to thrive on it. She always looked disappointed when the buzzer sounded, signaling the end of class. We loved her as a teacher, and she never tried to hide the fact that she loved us, as a class. It was a pleasure to watch her work, affecting us with her soft-toned enthusiasm.
As we talked on our drives to and from school I began bit by bit to find out more about this strange person who seemed to have only three suits and one dress, all cut so that my grandmother could have worn them and been stylish.
Miss Lawrence was from Los Angeles. She'd gone to Fairfax High School (mecca for Jewish kids in southern California, as Low ell was in northern California), U.C.L.A. as an education major, 'and U.C. Berkeley for her master's degree… She had done student teaching at various grammar schools in the east Bay Area and finally became a substitute teacher, taking jobs for a day or two here and there until she got the chance to really have a class of her own, when Mrs. Gilchrist became ill. She was vague about how long she had been a substitute, but, because of her age, I assumed that it had been for some time. She had a zest about her, a passionate love of things and of life that was infectious both in and out of class.
She didn't just like good music, she was crazy about it. Teaching wasn't her occupation, it was her life. Literature wasn't an avocation, but a major, moving force of her existence. She didn't perceive the dull colors of nature that most adults see but, like a child, caught them hi brilliant hues. It wasn't long before I found her company so pleasurable, her conversation so engaging, that I began to feel a certain sense of emptiness when I left her at her apartment. I found myself wishing that she would invite me up, and plotting ways to get invited or to have her come to my place.
Though I was still seeing Terry and having one-night stands with other girls, I found myself thinking about Miss Lawrence when I was making love. I began to think about her as I masturbated, wondering if she had ever had a man, or if she masturbated, and how much. Somehow, I couldn't picture her with a man. She was too much the old-fashioned schoolmarm-type in her prissy, formless suits and football shoes, nor could I imagine her slipping her hands between her legs; long, delicate fingers massaging her own body's erotic nerves to orgasm. I wondered if, at her age, she had ever climaxed. I fantasized myself making love to her, student fucking teacher (and oh, how much I could teach her) but I couldn't get a mental image of her body, and could barely get one of her face. My sperm would shoot out and I wasn't sure who or what my fancy had just screwed.
I looked forward to picking her up in the mornings, because no matter how fucked out I was from the night before, her early brightness always made me feel better.
But something was still wrong about her, something that bothered me and wouldn't let go.
One day after school I told her that I had read in the newspaper that there was an exhibit of Flemish art at the DeYoung Museum. "Oh, let's go!" she said, all excited. Then her brow furrowed. "You don't have to be anywhere else?, I mean, I shouldn't impose, "
"Don't worry," I said. "I don't have a thing to do until I play at nine tonight."
"Oh, good!" She was ecstatic, and even bounced once or twice on the car seat.
We saw the exhibit, which was only mediocre, since the museum couldn't afford any of the really good road art shows and keep its politicians in Cadillac's at the same time. We wandered around, looking at the mummy in the Egyptology section and some old tanks and field guns of World War I vintage that were kept in a separate section. I picked up an old Kaiser helmet, with its spiked top, and put it on. Miss Lawrence was delighted, looking around nervously to see if the museum guard was in the room and laughing at the same time. We went to the Japanese Tea Garden for jasmine tea and fortune cookies, and she let me pay. I was hoping that the cookies would say something prophetic, but they only predicted that we would be successful businessmen. We sat there under green oriental pines, drinking tea, smelling the sweet air and watching large, gold-striped carp swim aimlessly in the pond below our table. It was so quiet and beautiful, and, sexless as she seemed. I wanted to touch her, but didn't dare.
"What's your first name?" I asked after we had been silent awhile.
She hesitated, concentrating on the still waters of the pond. "Susan," she said finally. "Why?"
"Because I can't go on calling you Miss Lawrence forever. It's ridiculous."
"I don't know," she said, and started to say something else, but I cut her off.
"Look, Susan, do you really think I'd ever embarrass you in front of the class, or anybody else?"
She turned and looked at me with eyes that were greener than the pine-reflected waters of the pond, clear and shining through her glasses. "It isn't that, Richard", it was the first time she had ever used my first name, her first departure from her fake, self-imposed formality, "it's just that names become a habit, and you might forget at the wrong time. I, I wouldn't want that to happen."
Our hands on the table were so close, her delicate fingers crying to me for the protection of strong hands. I wanted to take her hand, to touch her, hold her, and I had the feeling that she might have liked me to, but we didn't.
"Even if I did forget, it wouldn't matter, because I'm kind of a special case. I call most of the men teachers by their first names, and even our beloved principal, Mr. Oaks, I call John. So even if I did slip, I don't think anybody would notice."
It seemed to reassure her. We walked over to the empty music concourse, where the municipal band gave Sunday concerts, passing under an orchard of elm trees to a large, central fountain, and watched the water bubble white for a long time.
It was almost seven when I dropped her at her apartment. I don't know what Susan did when she got upstairs, but when I got home I masturbated, severely bothered by her.



CHAPTER 3


Usually I bought lunch at the school cafeteria and brought it up to the band-uniform room along with several of the other favored musicians with whom Ken Johnson, our music teacher, played jobs. It wasn't that we loved this small, hot room so much, but because we could smoke there in safety and soothe our nicotine fits. Of all the student pros, I was the only one Ken ever invited to the teachers' lunch room. I never asked him why, but I assumed it was because I locked older than the others.
When he had started taking me to lunch the year before. I began from the first to call the men teachers by their first names, and none seemed even to notice it. I enjoyed the lunch room because I could smoke as much as I wanted, drink coffee, which wasn't available for students, and the conversation with faculty was a good deal more interesting than that of fellow musicians, who spent all their time talking about fucking.
The day after Susan and I were at the tea garden I casually asked Ken what he was doing for lunch. "What else? Coin' to the TLR," he said, then added. "Want to come along?"
We sat with Hugh Barnes, a science teacher, and Dave Arcy, U.S. history. I looked around the room. "I don't see Miss Lawrence," I said.
Barnes grinned. "You mean Queen Victoria?"
They all laughed at me. I was puzzled. "Why do you call her that, Hugh?"
He leaned over confidently. "Christ! Have you seen her? If she doesn't look like the Grand Old Dame I don't know who does."
"You think she'll get tenure if Gilchrist doesn't come back?"
Dave Arcy started to chuckle. "Are you kidding? Any woman who's that virginal and old-fashioned is a cinch for tenure. Besides, I already got the word from Oaks. Even if Birdie Gilchrist does come bade, he's going to keep Lawrence on."
Hugh shook his head. "I hear she's one hell of a teacher."
"Good or bad?" asked Ken.
"Well," Hugh said, "she's had her class for a month now and Oaks says she's six weeks ahead of her lesson plan and the kids are so hot on the course they're writing two-thousand-word papers when she only asks for five hundred."
It was true, she inspired the class beyond anything I had ever seen a teacher do, but the jokes behind her back angered me. I felt compelled to go to her defense."
“I don't know about the Queen Victoria bit," I said. "If the old queen had run the empire the way Lawrence runs that class, not only could she have thrown out Disraeli, but she'd probably still be alive and kicking today."
"Hah!" said Barnes, blowing a thick cloud of smoke into my face.
I wouldn't quit. "Okay, she looks stuffy as hell, but she's really not. She's not at all stuffy in class, and I've driven her home a few times when I've had to go downtown, and she's really got a good head."
"Appearance to the contrary?" Ken asked.
"Yep," I said.
"Well, I dunno. She's sure quiet as hell around here," Hugh added.
"Speak of the devil… " Dave pointed to the door.
Susan had just come in, wearing the gray-striped tent and carrying her tray. She looked at us, her face registering surprise and a little concern when she-spotted me. She poured a cup of coffee, put it on her tray, and came over.
"Grab a seat, Miss Lawrence," Ken said, pulling out a chair for her. I noticed that he addressed her formally, rather than by her first name.
"Her name's Susan," I whispered to Ken.
"Would you call that Susan?" he whispered back.
She said hi to us all and sat down, sliding her tray onto the table. There was some awkward conversation. It was obvious that her presence had stilted talk among the men teachers. Why didn't she show them what a great conversationalist she was? How bright and witty and intelligent? But Hugh Barnes was right: she hardly said a word.
Susan ate her lunch, smoked a cigarette, and lifted her eyes to glance across the table at me from time to time. She never acknowledged that she knew me, except casually as one of her students.
"Say, Dick, what's this I hear about you and Mrs. Wiggins?" Hugh asked. "One of my students that's in the family-living class with you came in and told me this wild story. I laughed for an hour."
Family living was a course required for senior students. It was part of the "new" education, and concentrated on the birds and bees in general and simplistic terms for those dummies who* by some mischance had not yet learned. The emphasis was on successful marriage, money management, and interpersonal relationships between men and women, or "boys and girls" as they were called. Mrs. Wiggins was another venerable paragon of the faculty. She was almost at retirement age and carried about her the stiff demeanor of an old-school authoritarian, her back straight as a flagpole, her hair white and frizzy, and her complexion pale, with fine, blue veins prominent all over her face. I always had the feeling that if I even mentioned the word sex to her she would melt into a puddle on the floor out of embarrassment.
"Well," I said, "you all know Mrs. Wiggins, I mean, what a fine lady she is, and all that."
Everybody grinned but Susan.
"Well, this morning we were talking about premarital intercourse, or 'the evils of experience prior to marriage,' as Mrs. Wiggins put it, and she and I were having a running argument. I said that virginity wasn't the issue anymore, that when a relationship started between two people it was new, from scratch, and that what either of them had done in the past wasn't important, it was only their present, their 'now' that mattered. She said that a girl had to be a virgin or she simply couldn't live with herself, and that her husband would never respect her if she had 'prior experience' or 'gave in' before the wedding ceremony. She asked me how I would feel on my wedding night if I found out my wife wasn't 'pure' as she called it.
"And then it happened. It wasn't what I meant to say; it just came out wrong, because I never would hurt the old girl's feelings, but what I said was, 'I don't think I'd feel bad if my wife told me she wasn't a virgin. How did your husband feel when you told him?' "
The teachers broke into a roar of laughter, except Susan, who choked on her coffee but managed to keep a straight face.
"I didn't even realize what I'd said till I saw her turn bright purple. She began to cry and stomped out of the room when the class started to laugh, and I had to run out into the hall after her and apologize. I told her I hadn't meant to say that, that what I'd really meant was, would her husband have loved her any less if she hadn't been a virgin? Anyway, I finally got her calmed down, but she wouldn't return to the room for the rest of the period. There I was, standing out in the hall, patting her back and telling her what a nice lady she was, and of course I knew she was pure when she got married, and all the rest of it, and I kept thinking, what the hell am I doing here? This is absurd."
Ken put his arm around my shoulder. "Well, I hope she forgave you good, because once you get on her list you'll have a hell of a time getting off."
They all were still laughing but Susan, who kept dabbing at her lips with a napkin, though she had finished her lunch some time before and was only drinking coffee.
Driving home that afternoon, Susan said, "I didn't expect to see you in the TLR."
"I told you I'm a privileged character."
She laughed. "I believe you. That was some story about Mrs. Wiggins."
I glanced over at her. "It was all you could do to keep from breaking up. You even choked on your coffee when I got to the punch line, but you didn't laugh."
She remained silent.
"Why are you so different around the other teachers?" I asked. "If I told you that story now, you'd laugh your ass, I mean you'd laugh yourself silly."
"I have my reasons," was all she said, then added, "and they're none of your business."
"I thought I was your friend."
"Nobody is my friend. You're just a kid in one of my classes who drives me to and from school," she said quietly, turning her head away.
I pulled over to the side of the street and parked. Susan was staring stiffly straight ahead. I put my finger under her chin and turned her head to face me. Her skin was so soft there that I almost leaned over and kissed her. I had the feeling that I could have, but I didn't. I just looked through those stupid glasses of hers and into her eyes. She looked sad, a lovely face looking sad and compassionate and her eyes were a little wet.
"I'm sorry," she said. "I didn't mean that."
"Didn't you?" I asked.
I threw the car into gear and drove her home in silence.
It wasn't so much what she had said; it was just the idea of Susan pulling rank, reminding me that she was the general and I was just one of the -troops who had become too presumptuous and familiar, stepping over that invisible line between professional acquaintance and friendship. Now, she had seen to it with one simple sentence that I was put back into my proper place, Leroy driving Our Miss Brooks to school.
The way we looked at each other, however briefly, the electricity that had grown to spring from each of us to the other, told me that she was full of shit. Susan, I thought, was scared, and still I knew that" there was something not right. Sometimes I felt so close to finding what it was, but it always seemed to slip past me, elusive and subtle.
It was warm and balmy, so I went home and changed to old Levi's with the legs cut off at mid-calf, grabbed a windbreaker, and headed for the beach. I parked by the windmill at the end of Golden Gate Park and walked across Great Highway past the seawall to the beach.
The surf slid in slowly, smoothly, caressing coarse, granular sand, wet from the previous surf. The water was a rare deep blue and the air so clear that I could see the small Coast Guard lightship parked at the three-mile limit, and the Farallone Islands a few miles beyond, inhabited only by birds. I walked in the wet sand for about a mile, feeling my toes squish in and make little puddles, the windbreaker slung over my shoulder.
When I returned there were four people leaning against the seawall, watching the sky and water: a couple, an old man, and a young girl listening to classical music on a portable radio. I walked slowly over to the seawall and stood a few feet from her, facing the surf while watching her from the corner of my eye. She was beautiful, long, black hair flowing free to the small of her back, tight Levi pants cut off like mine and showing slim, slightly muscular legs and a small, firm ass. She was wearing a loose, white T-shirt which revealed tanned arms, and breasts which were neither large nor small, but in perfect proportion to the rest of her body. Like me, she was barefoot, and seemed to be a few inches shorter although it was hard to tell because she was leaning over the top of the seawall, with her chin cupped in her hands, delicate fingers making a lovely spread pattern up the side of her face. Her radio played a Beethoven piano sonata, but I can't remember which one.
I edged a little closer but, lost in thought, she didn't notice me.
"It's beautiful, isn't it?" It was just a statement to get her attention, not a real question.
"What?"
She turned to face me and suddenly the green of her eyes seemed to bore into my soul and explode, shattering my consciousness to a thousand pieces and leaving me speechless with shock.
"Oh my God! What are you doing here?" Susan gasped, her expression filled with a mixture of fear and surprise which couldn't have been any less than mine.
"What are you doing here?" I asked, my mind reeling. I felt as if all my senses had failed me. It-was beauty and the beast, and all I had ever seen was the beast. How could I have been so stupid as to not see through it?
Suddenly, she gave a huge sigh and shrugged, actually smiled. And then she laughed, a different laugh from any I had ever heard from her. "I asked you first." Those beautiful eyes became bright, even mischievous.
And then I understood. It all came through at once, like a downpour of insight. Instantly the whole thing, the whole big mystery, the something that was always not quite right about her, the constant thorn that bothered me so, it all carne clear in a flash.
Now I smiled.
I reached down and took both of her hands in mine, reveling in their warmth, in the feeling they sent through my body as the slight squeeze I had longed for was finally returned.
I shouted at her in delight, shouted for all to hear. "Susan Lawrence, you're a fake!"
And she laughed still harder.
"And a phony, and probably the biggest fraud of all time, and you're glad I know and don't deny it!"
Susan stopped laughing and looked very seriously at me. This time, she sought my eyes and held them, not averting. Her face, smooth, delicate features, like a fine porcelain vase shaped so subtly into lines of grace and beauty, studied me. Her whole body, her whole bearing, was graceful and beautiful. Just her touch and the way she looked at me had given me a hard-on.
"Yes, Richard," she said softly, "I'm glad you know, relieved. I wanted so much to be myself with you, but I didn't dare."
I tightened my hands on hers. "You must have known you could trust me. I think you must guess, at least a little bit, how I feel about you."
She withdrew her hands from mine and turned back to the seawall. "Maybe. Maybe that's one of the reasons I didn't want you to know."
"What do you mean?"
She turned to me again. "I mean, now that you've ripped off my mask, I'm practically defenseless."
"Defenseless? Against whom? What?"
But she was too smart for me. "Oh, Richard, don't play dumb. You've always been honest while I lived a lie with you, so don't start to lie just as I'm becoming honest. I'm a very sensitive person, like you. I've felt the same things that you've felt, what's grown between us. And you know damned well I've felt it.
"I hadn't planned on this. I wanted you to know so badly, but I'm confused. I have all sorts of stop-and-go signals lighting up at the same time. I'm, I'm really very vulnerable now, so if you care about me please don't push, please.
"I humiliated you this afternoon because I'm frightened, because I have a feeling that you're going to screw up my life and I don't want it screwed up. I don't know, I don't know what to say."
As I had done earlier in the day, I put my hand under her chin and turned her face to me. The electricity generated by our closeness was frightening, even to me, and I had to fight taking her into my arms, knowing that if I did she would come willingly. "Susan," I whispered, cupping her cheeks in my hands, "did you have so little faith in me that you thought I would ever hurt you, ever? I'd rather die. It's nice to know that under all that camouflage you're really a beautiful young girl, a good ten years younger than I had thought, but it doesn't matter. Don't you understand? It doesn't matter to me. What I feel is for what you are, and that's something not even you can hide. It's not what you look like.
"I always knew, from the first time I saw you walk into that classroom, that something was wrong with the picture I got. It just didn't make sense, but I could never quite catch it, not till just a few minutes ago when I suddenly realized that those beautiful eyes of yours were always clear through your glasses, and that meant that they were just that, glass. There was nothing wrong with your eyes, or they would have been at least slightly distorted by the prescription. You wore them for effect, and the old-lady hairdo, and the combat-boot shoes, and those ridiculous clothes to hide your body.
"Everything was to make you look older, straighter, stricter, and with the faculty you're afraid that if you talk too much you'll give yourself away. That's why you got mad at me today, because I pushed the point.
"Don't you know that I'm the one person, the one man, who you could have, don't you know?"
Running out of words with which to express myself, I brought my lips those last few inches to hers, kissing her very lightly, with all the tenderness of my feelings for her. Susan raised her hands to my cheeks, and I could feel it all being returned to me. It wasn't more than a few seconds and it certainly wasn't passionate, but it was the best kiss I had ever known.
"Please," she said, tears welling in her eyes, "don't, not again."
"When the time comes, you let me know," I told her.
"Let's walk on the beach," she said.
We descended the steps leading through the seawall. I took her hand to help her through the deep, dry sand and when we got to the wet sand it seemed natural for us to walk holding hands. She made no motion to let go.
"If you're wondering," she said, "I'm twenty-four, and I'm not going to hide anything from you anymore. I got my master's degree a year ago and I knew right away that I was going to have problems.
"All of my life I've wanted to teach, to teach and to eventually be a good wife is all I've ever really dreamed about. But not just to teach any old place. I wanted to be the best high-school literature teacher in the world, the very best. It's all I lived for.
"And then, after all those years of school, of constant work and study, after student-teaching in grammar schools in classes I hated, I finally got the M.A. I needed to teach in a high school. So I filled out applications all over the state. I didn't even care where I lived if they'd just give me what I wanted. And what happened? Letters started coming back, 'Dear Miss Lawrence: Thank you so much for your application. We are sorry to inform you that at this time we are looking for teachers who are a bit older and more experienced than yourself. Perhaps in a few years, etc., etc., etc.' They all were worded differently, but they all said the same thing, thanks but no thanks.
"So I started substitute teaching, mostly in grammar schools and junior highs. I did have a few jobs in high schools, and I kept hoping that maybe somebody would see how good I was and keep me on after I had done my few days' work, or at least put in a request that I be assigned to their school in the future."
"Why didn't they?" I asked.
Susan stopped walking. "Why? Look at me, that's why. I look more like a student than a teacher. I taught in one school in Alameda where a little freshman girl stopped me in the hall and asked if I was going to a freshman briefing. Imagine, she thought I was sixteen.
"God! I can't even get a drink in a bar without a driver's license. And all of the school administrators thought it was a big joke. Who would hire a baby like me? Nobody ever took me seriously, and so I never got a chance to prove myself.
"Then I got a call to teach here, and the association said it looked like I would be working a long time. It was a good school and it was the one subject I really wanted to teach, so I decided that I would have to become older. I fixed my hair, paid thirty dollars for those stupid glasses, got some clothes that looked like they'd been turned down by the Savlation Army but covered me up well, and refused to let a shoe salesman talk me out of buying those clodhoppers I wear to class.
"And now I live in fear. One bad move, one slip, and I'm out, back teaching rhythm band in kindergarten. And I can't let that happen. I won't. No matter what price I may have to pay, I want to stay right where I am. I love it too much to let it go now. The day I get tenure and they can't get rid of me is the day I'll throw out all of that junk, but not until then."
We walked a bit further.
"Mr. Oaks told Hugh Barnes that your tenure is assured," I said.
"I'll believe it when I see it. Tenure is like a carrot that they dangle in front of you to keep you on your toes. The only way I could possibly get it this year is if Mrs. Gilchrist doesn't come back, which is a good possibility because of her age and bad health, but this whole business has made me a pessimist."
I smiled. "Did you know that the other teachers call you Queen Victoria?"
"I know they joke behind my back. Let them."
"You realize, of course, that the day you throw your costume in the garbage can and dress normally, half of the male faculty are going to have heart attacks when they see you."
Susan laughed. "It'll serve them right for calling me Queen Victoria."
Following an impulse, I pulled at her hand and we ran along the surf, splashing each other with handfuls of the cold Pacific and giggling. Finally, exhausted and coughing, our lungs full of clean, salt air and wood smoke from bonfires down the beach, we collapsed against an old log, sitting on the sand with our wet pants and using the log to support our backs.
Susan asked me to tell her about myself, not the vague comments and opinions she had heard from me over the past few months, nor the evasions to pointed questions, but to really tell her. She wanted to know why I was so different, and although she didn't say it she must have been wondering why she found herself so attracted to me.
I told her, and this time there was no bullshit. I didn't leave out a thing; I wanted her to know it all. I felt that it was important to both of us that she know. If any of it shocked her, she didn't let it show.
By the time I finished it was sunset. The entire western sky became a gorgeous panorama of every hue of orange and red imaginable. We tuned in a Corelli concerto on the radio and sat and listened and watched the sky in silence. Our silences had never been embarrassing. When we didn't feel the need for conversation we didn't speak, and it had never been awkward. Now, together, there was a feeling of contented wholeness between us.
As the colorful sky ebbed and turned dark we looked at each other.
"I know," Susan said.



Chapter 4


We wandered up the hill to the Cliff House, still hand in hand, watching the glow of wood bonfires on the beach, puffs of light against the dark sky. The world was a small, warm closet which divorced us from reality, and I finally knew the feel of love for a woman-. My insides were warm, as from a fine wine.
We entered the Redwood Room bar and took a table overlooking Seal Rocks, which were lit a brilliant white against the night sky by floodlights. I ordered us each an Irish coffee and the waitress asked Susan for her ID, which she produced, sighing in resignation, as if to say, "See? I told you so."
We watched the rocks until our drinks were brought, looking for seals and finding none. The horizon blinked with the lights of ships voyaging to and from the Golden Gate from all over the world. The only light in the bar came from a huge fireplace built into the north wall.
"Susan by firelight," I said. "Do you have any idea how beautiful you are?" She smiled, a contented, honest smile. I reached across the table and took both of her hands into mine. "I love you," I said softly. It was the first time I had ever said it.
She took a sip of her Irish coffee, drawing the cream off the top. "I know. I've known for a long time that you think you're in love with me, but I wonder if you know what love really is?"
"The first person who defines love beyond doubt will win a Nobel Prize, at the very least," I said.
"Well, what I mean is that maybe your personal definition of love and mine are not the same. I'm not asking for any universals, but there are so few people today who define the word the way I do, and unless we both mean the same thing when we speak of love, then we're both lost before we begin.
"The physical attraction between us is overpowering, I know that. And we get along well together, we're harmonious, I know that, too. And we share the same interests and passions. But you're almost six years younger than I, and you're a student of mine, and there are so many problems caused by that, "
"Look, baby," I interrupted, "you asked me what I think love is. So before you go any farther, I'll tell you, okay?" She nodded. "It's true that I'm younger than you are, but far more mature in so many ways. I've seen more and done more in the last five years than you'll do or see in the rest of your life. I'm very protective of you. I think of you as something precious to me that should be shielded from hurt. I've got this consuming desire to take care of you. So maybe the best way for me to tell you what I think love is would be to tell you what I think it is not.
"It's not Madison Avenue and it's not Hollywood. It's not Vogue, or Harper's Bazaar, or Redbook romances. It's not TV ads. It's not beautiful people riving beautiful carefree lives, using the right deodorant and the right toothpaste and the right mouthwash. It's not fuzzy-hued lovers going slow motion into each other's arms on a grass hilltop, or the smell of perfume or cologne. It's not wearing the right clothes to create the right impression. It's not candlelight dinners and romantic bars overlooking Seal Rocks.
"Love is just two people making a life together, with all of its problems and trials, two people who have a deep caring for and understanding of each other.
"That's why I argued with Mrs. Wiggins in the family-living class. Because she's teaching a lie, that -you will find your perfect mate and get married and live happily ever after. Well, it doesn't work that way, not even after all the romantic novels and movies and magazine stories, not by a. long shot.
"So what you get is a whole nation of people who grew up on this myth, the myth of love at first sight. Girl meets boy, falls in love, saves her precious virginity, and gets married in white, with relatives beaming in pride. It's got to be a perfect marriage, made in heaven, because they're both good kids and they've both been brainwashed by a lifetime of romantic bullshit.
"But it doesn't take long for the magic spell to wear off. If they're normal people, they know little or nothing about sex, they only think they know all about it. Good old Prince Charming lasts about two minutes in the saddle, if he's lucky, and whether she feels like it or not, gives his princess a good night smack, rolls over, and in five minutes he's snoring. She lies there wondering why the books and movies made such a big deal about sex, thinking that at least she's done "her duty," as her mother instructed her to do, and vaguely aware that maybe she-ought to be getting more out of it.
"And so their dream is shattered; the myth explodes in their faces like a storm of dirty diapers. They sit home and watch TV, resenting each other because they should be running barefoot and carefree through soft, green glens, and cavorting around in ethereal brooks.
"The dream disappears for both of them and pretty soon Cinderella starts looking around for another Prince Charming, and the old Prince Charming begins screwing a little stray stuff on the side. They might stay together and continue to hate each other's guts for the next fifty years, or they might get divorced; it really doesn't matter, because they blew it the day they got married, and everything else was just anticlimax. They bought the romantic dream and couldn't stand the strain when ugly reality slugged it to them.
"I love romance. I love to make love, and I've done a lot of it. I love sunsets, and sunrises also, when I can get my ass out of bed early enough. I love candlelight and soft music and quiet places like this with beautiful views and roaring fireplaces. I love beaches and parks and trees and flowers and children playing. I'm eighteen years old and I've seen some of the worst of life and some of the best. I want to live with you, love you, take care of you, and have you take care of me. And if we can make it, I want to spend the rest of my life with you, growing old and fat and probably bald, because it's in my family. A lot of people make fun of the marriage vow, but the cat who wrote, "… in sickness and health, for better or worse," knew what he was writing. He knew what it takes for two people to be able to spend a lifetime together.
"I want you, Susan. And I don't care if you're lying naked in bed or sitting on the John. I want your intellect because it can keep up with mine, and grow with mine. I want our music and our art and the things we love around all the time. I want your brightness, your joy in just living, just breathing air and seeing sights and doing things. I want that quality you have of making me want to hold you so badly sometimes it hurts physically, and I don't mean between my legs.
"I want you. And if all of that's love, then I love you."
Susan pushed her chair closer and slipped her arm under mine, taking my palm from the inside with her soft hand. I was staring out the window at the rocks below, afraid to look at her, afraid of what I might see in her face. I felt the caress of soft hair on my cheek as she lay her head on my shoulder.
We sat some time in silence. My mind seemed dull. Random, meaningless thoughts kept flashing through my head.
"And if all of that's love, then I love you," she whispered, crying softly. She squeezed my hand tightly and we didn't speak until the waitress carne over to hustle us for another drink.
After we were served, Susan turned and looked at me intently. I could feel the love from her touch, from her eyes. I could feel it pouring out of her and over me, bathing me in a flow of blessed warmth. God it felt good, better than the best cunt, better than anything I had ever known, the feeling of real love received from a woman and the feel of love given from yourself. I wished that I could have sat there like that with her forever.
Susan rubbed her eyes, drying them with the back of her hand. I reached to smooth away the tears with my finger but she stopped me. "Don't. I'm not going to live with you or marry you or anything else. You want to know the truth? Okay, I'll tell you the truth. I don't know what you've got or what you did to me, but I love you so much I can't even think straight anymore. I go out on dates with men old enough to be your father and I can't stand them because I'm thinking about you all evening. Their conversation bores me and their pawing hands annoy me and I can't wait for the evening to be over so I can go home and get into my bed and think about you in your bed and masturbate myself to sleep, because that's the only way I've been getting any sleep lately. And if I've shocked you it's just too bad, damn you.
"My life was all set. I finally got what I wanted, what I worked so hard for all these years, and then you come along and screw it all up just as it's starting to make sense, just as I'm starting to be happy on my own. Because I'm not giving it up. I've worked too hard for too long and I'm not going to lose it all now, just when I've almost got it. You're not worth it, no man is worth it.
"There's a whole world full of men out there, and when I find one he's going to be the right age and have a good position and I'll be able to teach as long as I want without complications, and loving him isn't going to cause me trouble, like loving you would.
"I don't want you to drive me any more and I don't want to see you outside of class. I don't even want to talk to you, not even in class. I want you to get out of my life and get out of my dreams and stop turning me upside down." She started to cry again.
The elation of love that I had felt instantly dissolved into bewildered panic. Susan was here, with me, loving me, and telling me that she wanted to break it off; it had the sense of the unreal. I could hear what she was saying but my brain refused to digest the words.
When she got up to leave I grabbed her arm and pulled her back into her chair. "Do you realize what you're doing?"
"I think so," she said. "But I'm going to do it, anyway."
"I don't think you really do realize," I said. "Look, the insurance companies say we'll both probably live to be around seventy years old, give or take a few. Right now you're twenty-four and I'm eighteen. Do you think the difference in our ages will matter when you're fifty-eight and I'm fifty-two? Or when you're a broken-down old broad of seventh-three and I'm still a young stud of sixty-seven? What the hell difference could it possibly make then? Or even next year, when you'll be just one of thousands of young teachers who are working while their husbands go to school on the GI Bill, or whatever? Nobody would even think twice about it, especially if you kept your maiden name for work. If we had any problem at all, it would just be from now until next June, when I graduate.
"Think about it, Susan, just think. We're two people who have found each other in a world full of people who are searching and searching and finding nothing. I'm not saying that I'm the only man in the world for you. Almost everything in life can be turned into mathematics, even love, because it's all probability.
"Given all the qualities we have that brought us together, there must be 'at least a few dozen other men in San Francisco who you could love the way you say you love me. Figuring a population of eight hundred thousand, there must be about sixty or seventy thousand men in the right age bracket for you. So all you have to do is find one of those few dozen among the seventy thousand, and you've got it made. And if you dated ten guys a week for the next twenty years, your chances would still be zilch of finding a man for whom you could feel the way you feel for me.
"Of course, you could always compromise. You could find somebody who was close, somebody with whom you could be reasonably happy. And that's all we can ask in life, to be reasonably happy, right? But if you did that, if you didn't find the perfect replacement, you'd still spend the rest of your days thinking about me and about what could have been, wouldn't you?
"Christ, Susan. I'm asking you to live with me, and if things work the way we both know -they're going to, I'm asking you to marry me. I'm proposing to you."
I couldn't think of any more to say. We watched the lights accentuating the foaming white of the ocean swirling about the base of the rocks. The sound of her chair sliding back on the wooden bar floor grated at my nerves like fingernails on a chalkboard. "Good-bye," Susan said quietly.
I didn't turn to watch her leave.
The weeks that followed were hell.
For the first time in my life I felt really depressed. There was a sense of loss that kept with me constantly, devouring my insides and gnawing at the wall of well-adjusted solidarity that I had so painstakingly built for myself. I sat in class and watched Susan gallop around the room, fresh and challenging, seemingly unperturbed by my presence, except for possibly being a bit snappier with the kids.
As for myself, I never raised my hand, never spoke, never offered an opinion. I suddenly became the class dummy, turning in written work, coming and going. I tried to catch Susan's eyes, to tell her with mine how much I hurt, but she refused to look, even for an instant. I filed in and out of the room, passing her at the desk as though she weren't there. On my papers I made no personal notations, although once I wrote, "We're both committing suicide but we're too stupid to lie down and be buried." But I tore it up.
If the days were bad, the nights were agony. I asked Terry to come sleep with me several times, not because I wanted sex so much but because I didn't want to be alone. We would fuck and talk, -and I would find myself lapsing into long periods of silence, my thoughts in Susan's apartment a block away. Terry said that she still loved me, and gave me such comfort as she could, but I couldn't accept it. I didn't want to start with her again.
The sex that had seemed so satisfying months before was now empty and sterile. When Terry wasn't around I raided the bars or picked up clucks at the club. I performed like a fucking machine. That's what they all used me for anyway, wasn't it? I might just as well be honest with myself. All those stupid broads, it wasn't my great character or charming personality that made them keep calling me back, keep ringing my doorbell. All they wanted was what hung between my legs and a few good orgasms when they were horny. It wouldn't have mattered to them if I had been the hunchback of Notre Dame. They came to get it off, to use the fucking machine and come back again some other time, when they felt the need of physical release that their old men or their fingers couldn't give them.
Drop a quarter in the slot and insert, girls. I got so detached and mechanical that I began to feel like the machinery in the old song:
There once was a maiden with twat so wide that she could never be satisfied so they fashioned a shaft made out of steel and on it they put a great, big wheel
Around and around went the great, big wheel in and out went the shaft made of steel Until at last, the poor maiden cried I do believe I've been satisfied
But the fucking machine wouldn't tarry a bit in fact, there was no way of stopping it It tore the poor maiden from asshole-to tit and the whole damn thing blew up, blew up
And the whole damn thing blew up, in shit.
Like the machine, I felt that I was about ready to blow. I did what Mora had trained me for, I serviced. The body under me might be humping and bucking, impassioned fingernails raking my back and arms, erotic screams of release piercing my ears, it made no difference; I felt nothing. It was like fucking life-sized plastic balloons in the shape of women.
I wandered aimlessly into the Tenderloin, picked up a •John, led him to a remote men's room, and beat the shit out of him. Then I spent an hour in the shower trying to wash off my guilt for making the poor jerk suffer for my frustration. I saw Susan once at the symphony and once at the club, each time with a different man, and each tune I burned with impotent rage and jealousy. She didn't even miss me, I thought.
Our separation had dragged out to seven weeks and I was at the breaking point, starring glumly out the window at four in the morning when the door buzzer sounded. I didn't think much about it. It had happened before that some chick, bombed out of her mind and horny for a screw, would decide to crash my place for the night. But that night, and from then on, I wanted none of it.
I pushed the talk button. "Who is it?"
There was a short silence. "It's Susan," said the voice.



Chapter 5


When I heard her voice, her name, I felt the adrenaline surge through me.
At this hour of the morning? Maybe she was in trouble. Maybe she 'had locked herself out of her apartment. Maybe,
I pushed the button to open the downstairs door. I was naked, and the only thing handy to put on were my judo pants, draped over the back of a chair, I opened the front door, my heart beating wildly as I heard her mount the cement steps, closer and closer.
And then she stood in front of me, wearing a robe and street loafers. Her smile was twisted, almost apologetic. Her eyes at last reflected mine, showing the hurt, the anguish, the longing that had been in mine for weeks. Her cheeks were shiny with fresh-wiped tears.
"I can't," she said, her voice breaking. "I can't do it anymore. I'm so tired."
I opened my arms and she came to me slowly, sliding her arms under mine and around my back. Her face was next to mine, soft hair against my cheek. Harder we tightened our hold on each other, and harder, and harder, until we shook from the strain of it, and she was pressed so tightly into me that my organ, swollen against her leg, hurt because it had no place to rise.
We stood there and rocked.
And then I took Susan's hand and led her inside, through the living room and into the bedroom. And we got into bed, she hi her robe and -I in my judo pants. And she lay light in my arms, all soft and warm.
And I stroked her back and her hair and kissed the side of her face, nuzzled into my neck.
And my thigh was between her legs.
And she began to move against me.
And she said. "I'm sorry, I have to, I have to."
And I said, "Please, I want you to."
And she moved faster and harder, holding tightly and breathing hot and sweet in my ear,
Breathing hot and sweet and holding tightly.
And I could feel wet on my leg through the thin cotton of my judo pants, where her robe had parted down the front.
And wanting so much to give, so much to help, I slid my hand down,
Down over velvet belly and thick, silken hair to where my fingers became wet and slippery.
And my other hand moved down gracefully curved back and buttocks to push her robe up over her legs, smooth and taut, to feel her there, to find the opening, to slide down into the opening, deeper and deeper.
And her back arched.
And her head pulled up away from me.
And her mouth fell open.
And Susan screamed.
Screamed for us both.
Screamed because it had been so awful, and because now, at last, it was over.
Screamed in the joy of release and the relief of accepting love with no conditions.
Screamed in final surrender.
Screamed and sobbed and moaned for seconds that seemed like minutes, and minutes that seemed like hours as my hands in front and in back moved rapidly to give her more, and more.
And I wanted to give her everything.
And have her do it for the both of us.
And again her head collapsed onto my shoulder.
And her body relaxed, dead weight upon me.
And her breath came again, hot and sweet in my ear, slower and slower until it was regular.
And she said to me, "I'm so tired."
And I stroked her hair.
And I patted the soft firmness of her behind, like a baby.
And she cried and held tightly to me.
And I could feel such love in her touch.
And I heard a strange noise.
And it was somebody else crying.
It was me.
Light always filled my bedroom differently on a Sunday morning. Pity that so few people use Venetian blinds any-more. They do such beautiful tricks with light and shadow, black and white lines on the ceiling, marching across the room, unperturbed by fixtures and pictures, covering all with the same striped benevolence. The room was always cheerier, brighter on Sundays, warmer, as heat from the rising sun filtered between cooling metal slats.
Susan lay between my legs, her head on my naked belly like a light, velvet ball on a fuzzy floor, arms around my waist, hair falling in ebony streams down my side and tickling slightly when I breathed. I stroked her hair, barely touching. The covers lay rumpled at the foot of the bed, where her orgasms had thrown them.
I looked down upon her with feelings coursing through me that I had never known. I felt like her husband, her father, her lover, and her friend, all at once. I wanted to do everything with her and be everything to her. Like a child in a toy store, I wanted to take them home and play with them, all at the same time.
I watched her breathing deeply in relaxed sleep for an hour. She sighed and drew her knees up between my spread legs into a semifetal position. Soon she stirred, turning onto her side and opening her eyes. Then she jerked up, startled, not realizing in her awakening where she was. I caught her head and touched her cheek lightly. "Shh, it's okay, baby. You're home."
She looked at me sleepily, love coming like light from a beacon, and moved up to put her head on my chest. I could feel my cock, hard and ready against her belly, and I tried to think it down because I didn't want it hard, not just then. But it was useless; the feel of her upon me was too good.
"How long have you been up?" she asked.
"About an hour. I love to watch you sleep."
Her arms tightened about me. "When I first woke up I thought I had dreamed it all, that I was still home alone and sterile in my own bed."
"It's real this time, Susan, and it's going to stay real. I can't let you go again. If you hadn't come over last night, I don't know if I would have made it."
"I know," she-whispered, kissing my chest and nuzzling her cheek back and forth over the hair. "I tried so hard. I'd stand in front of a mirror and give myself lectures on how you'd ruin my life, and why should I take a chance on giving up everything for some kid who's six years younger than I, but it didn't work. I spent most of my time crying and missing you. I dared not even look at you in class, and then after, I'd go to the teachers' John and cry until it was time for the next class.
"I dated men I wouldn't even have looked at before I met you, just so I could get out, so I wouldn't have to be alone, so I wouldn't have to think about you. But it was no good, because I thought about you anyway.
"I don't know. I guess I just wanted to be near you. I thought about going over to talk to you after class, but I chickened out. I didn't trust myself."
“Then what made you come over?"
“I don't know that, either. Dating men who have nothing to say, who treat you like a potential lay instead of like a person, men with slobbery lips trying to shove their tongues into my mouth, fighting off hands that always seem to be trying to get at my breasts. But that wasn't it. I guess I just loved you too much, and I finally reached the breaking point.
"I kept thinking about what we said that night at the Cliff House, about what you told me. You were right, you know. I wasted almost two months of our lives, two precious months, and made us both miserable in the process. I never knew what missing somebody so much could do to me. I suppose I just had to find out."
I folded my arms across the soft wool of her robe and smoothed out the wrinkles over her back. "Do you realize that we didn't even kiss last night? We didn't even say that we loved each other?"
She raised her head to look at me. "Did we have to?"
"No," I said.
"Well, I'll tell you what I do have to do," she said.
"What?" I asked, not understanding.
"I have to pee so bad I can taste it."
We both laughed, and Susan jumped out of bed. I ran downstairs for the Sunday paper and when I got back I could hear the shower running. I peeled off my judo pants and went into the bathroom. I could make out her silhouette through the opaque-glass shower door, long, lean lines of dark. I opened the door to a welcome of hot steam. Susan took me into her arms, and there, in the wet and the steam, we kissed, really kissed, for the first time. Soft, soft, lips, slippery from moisture upon mine, my cock pressed hard against the opening between he-r legs, unable to spring up. I felt her all down my back, gliding around my side to the front, and down to grab me gently.
I moved back a little and Susan took full hold of it, a guttural noise of pure sex coming from her throat as she began sliding her hand back and forth along the length of it. The thought that it was her hand, Susan's hand, moving on my cock, timid at first, and then with more assurance, was almost too much for me.
I took her face between my hands. "Let's get out," I said, kissing the tip of her nose.
We slowly dried each other off, rubbing and patting with loving strokes of the towel, kissing and holding and touching.
Susan was beautiful, tall and lean, like a lovely, passive tigress. She brushed her teeth with my toothbrush and as she leaned over the basin to spit I could see the -tangle of dark, curling up between her legs from behind, her leg muscles narrow and taut, with no stretch lines and no girdle indentations. Her feet, like her hands, were narrow, long, and delicate. Her waist indented only slightly before flaring into her hips. The small bumps of a well-formed spine protruded slightly from her back, flanked by smooth, lovely shoulder blades. Funny, I had never thought of shoulder blades as being lovely, as a matter of fact, I had never thought about them at all, but Susan's were lovely. I found myself wanting to run my tongue over the sensitive texture of them, to kiss her behind the knees, the calves, all the improbable places that men never think of when they think of making love to a woman. And again, as I had remembered hundreds of times in the past, I thought of Mora teaching me that a woman is so much more than just two tits and a cunt; full of delightful cracks and crevices, expanses of sweet skin, yielding fields of flesh that the average man prefers to find neither the time nor the inclination to discover.
Hand in hand, we went to the living room. Susan looked-at the furnishings, the paintings, the wall full of books, the record cabinet. "I knew it would be like this," she said. "It's just like you, almost the way I'd imagined it to be, Twentieth-Century Intellectual Smartass."
We laughed and went on into the bedroom. Twentieth-Century Intellectual Smartass, she knew me.
We got into bed and she snuggled into me, curling against me like a kitten, brushing my shoulders, neck, and cheeks with her lips in a display of unashamed sensuality that surprised and delighted me. "Last night was beautiful," she said. "Thank you for understanding. I had so much built up inside of me… "
"You don't have to apologize, baby. You're a part of me now and you can do anything you want, anything in the world, and know that I'm with you all the way."
I traced the line of her back with my fingers. "Feeling you come against me like that gave me more pleasure, more release, than the best, wildest orgasm I've ever had. I never knew it was possible to receive such pleasure from the act of pure giving, but maybe I'm finally beginning to learn what somebody tried to teach me a long time ago."
"Mora?" she asked.
I nodded. "Mora."
We held tightly and presently we made love, not hurrying into it, knowing that we had eternity.
Susan was relatively inexperienced. Emotions deep within her coming out for the first time made her want to do things for me and to me that she had never had the urge to do with other men. My hands and my body encouraged her, pushing, turning, gently insistent for her sake rather than for my own. She kissed my belly, running smooth, lovely hands over my genitals, around my thighs, up and over my chest, my arms, my face. She kissed my testicles, my swollen penis, up and down, using her hands at the same time.
"I want to suck you," she said, "but I don't know how. Will you teach me the right way?" Her words, so soft, so filled with love.
"There's no such thing as the right way," I told her gently. "Just love me the way you want to. That's all that matters."
"Darling, please, thank you," she said, and with a sigh took me into her mouth, loving me slowly, letting my hands guide her. My fingers smoothed over her lips, the lips that spoke of English literature in class, the lips that smiled absently in the TLR, the lips that had lied and told me that I was just another one of her students, now pressed tightly around me. I took hold of myself, moving my organ around in her mouth, which excited her greatly. I slipped around to the firm smoothness of her stomach, kissing her forearm, pressed tight to her as her fingers massaged between her legs. My face moved into pliant, ebony hair, kissing, bearing down into the firmness of her pubic bone beneath. The insides of her thighs were soft to my lips beyond description as my hands moved slowly up and down the backs of her legs.
And then she said, "Please," and my lips moved to her, wet and smelling of freshness, her juices flowing freely down onto the cheeks of her buttocks. Reluctantly her mouth gave up my organ as I turned to he between her legs, my hands over the backs of her knees and moving them back, back almost to her breasts. For the first time since Mora, my urges directed my tongue down between her buttocks, and Susan moaned loudly, moving her feet "onto my shoulders. I let my fingers enter her and then moved them to her lips, so she could taste and know how good it was, how beautiful. And when my tongue moved up again and my fingers entered her again, spreading slightly so that she could feel the tension, her breath broke and she pumped wildly, screaming, "Yes, yes, yes."
When she was quiet again my lips still kissed the warmth between her legs, my face covered with the sweet wetness of her love, my head smoothed by her incredibly gentle fingers, thanking me with their touch.
But I wanted to be in her; I wanted our bodies to become the one person that was both of us. Although she was wet I moved slowly, not wanting to hurt her even a little bit. She brought back her legs to take me still deeper, giving sighs of pleasure and locking her arms tightly over my back. The feel of her was too exquisite; I was too overcome with emotion. We lay still, whispering our love until the feeling of urgency had left me. Then, for a while, it was slow and deep, deep inside of Susan's beautiful body. And it didn't come from my cock but from far down in me somewhere, some inner serf that had been waiting my entire life for this exact moment. Feeling poured over us, inundating us in each other, and the warm envelope enfolded us and our world became us, and there was no other and none else. There was no room, no bed, no bright Sunday morning light, there was only us, tens of thousands of neurons transmitting impulses of joy, of relief, or pleasure, of scores of subtle, nameless emotions.
Our bodies were lubricated with our own oils, her arms clamped desperately around me, nails raking my back, her warm mouth murmuring broken sobs of love into mine, the wet, squishing sound from between her legs as I moved up and on her and pushed hard and fast, pushing and pushing until at last she was over the edge and on her way again, departing her envelope for a world of her own, filled with inner sensations so intense that I was aware once more of how lonely an orgasm is. But in her wild, uncaring moment of loneliness she cried for my sperm, begged for it in deep, throaty gasps. And moving quick and full, I came to my own moment of loneliness, giving it to her in a prolonged explosion that I had been saving for months, years, only for her; it left me weak and exhausted.
The sheets were damp and cold with our sweat and the juices of our love. My body became sticky against Susan's. I hadn't wanted to come inside of her. "What if you get pregnant?" I panted, still out of breath.
"Shhh," she whispered, her hand stroking pure love into my back and dripping hair. "Shhh, put your head on my breast."
I moved down and took the moist softness of her against my cheek. Her hand moved, gently pushing her nipple, still dark and swollen, into my mouth. I felt a content, a peace to blissful that it seemed unreal.
We slept.



Chapter 6


When we awakened it was mid-afternoon, and immediately we started to live our life together. We sat in bed reading the Sunday comics and I told Susan how, not too many years before, Aleta from the Prince Valiant strip had been the principal figure in my masturbatory fantasies. We laughed, because in retrospect it was so absurd.
We drove to Susan's apartment and loaded into my car most of her clothes and other things that she might need. I had the same curiosity about her apartment that she had shown about mine, and she confessed that she had thought of inviting me up for coffee many times but was afraid. Her place was older than mine, but was pretty much as I had imagined. While it was small, and furnished by the landlord, she had carved her personality deeply into it with good wall prints, bookshelves supported rather precariously by wine bottles, and a multitude of plants and flowers in neatly arranged pots, she so loved having living things about her. I promised that we would come back for the rest after school on Monday, and we drove to Grisson's on Van Ness Avenue for dinner, our only meal of the day. Susan wanted to cook, but neither of us had much in the way of groceries, and we were too tired to start shopping.
Back at home, we lay naked on the couch, listening to Haydn string quartets, and Susan told me about her other men, not because I had asked her but because she wanted me to know.
The first time, she was a senior in high school. She had had too much to drink at a party and her date, a football hero, had practically raped her on the front seat of his car. She didn't even remember how it had happened, except that it had hurt a lot and he had messed her panties and dress with his short, stubby cock.
When she was a sophomore in college she met a senior majoring in philosophy, whom she dated for several months. He was kind, intelligent, and entertaining, and aside from feeling her breast he never asserted himself. Finally, when his roomie transferred in mid-semester, she slept with him. He was selfish in bed, working her up to a certain state of excitement and then having his own orgasm. He didn't seem to be aware that there was any more to it, and Susan wasn't too sure herself, but she didn't mind because he was very good to her and she enjoyed his company. He had an annoying habit of asking her to suck him, but the idea was repugnant to her. She had tried once, out of compassion for him, but he wasn't as faithful about washing his genitals as he was about his hands and face. She almost gagged, and couldn't go through with it. She walked out and never saw him again.
Susan had dated scores of boys and men, but those were the only ones she had ever cared about to let do anything but kiss her or feel her breasts. A girl friend who used to sleep at her house had taught her how to masturbate when she was fifteen. They would lock her bedroom door and finger fuck each other until they both came. They tried tying on top of each other and rubbing, but were never able to have an orgasm that way. Once she had learned how, Susan masturbated often, usually in bed, and usually lying on her stomach, which made her orgasms more, intense, when she pressed herself into the mattress. She sometimes fantasized about Hollywood stars, but seldom about anybody she actually knew. One day she found out that her favorite masturbation figure, a big he-man type, was as queer as a three-dollar bill. She was crushed about it for weeks.
"Do you think that's a scarlet past?" she asked.
"I wouldn't exactly call it scarlet," I said. "Maybe slightly pink."
"I wonder why I never wanted to use my mouth on anybody before you."
"Because you were looking for me, but I wasn't there yet," I said.
"Sucking is a healthy and normal instinct of loving that we foolishly sublimate as we grow up. But some women, usually women of great sensitivity, like you, need an emotional attachment, and you never had that kind of feeling for the other men you've slept with."
"What you did to me with your tongue, from, behind?"
"Yes?"
"I wanted to do it to you, but I was afraid."
"Of what I might think?"
"I guess. I've never wanted to do that before, either. I never even thought about it before."
I folded her into me. "We have time, baby, time for everything. You can do whatever you want to me, no matter how unsanitary you used to think it was. Because it's us now, your body and mine, and there's no such thing as dirty, no such thing as you can't, no such thing as shame or embarrassment. That's all over with, now."
"Can I fart anytime I want? she asked.
"Sure," I laughed, "but try to keep your ass out of my face when you're doing it."
"I promise," she said solemnly.
I awoke Monday morning to the aroma of hot coffee and cinnamon toast. Susan was already dressed for school, bright and perky, cleaning a few dirty dishes in the kitchen.
We had breakfast and talked about the new wave of New York Jewish writers spewing out plays and bestsellers like corn from the husking machine, establishing Jews as the country's new intellectual elite. Although it was true that almost half of American Jewry lived in New York and environs, Susan and I had both felt a sense of detachment from their writings. None of it seemed relevant to the way we thought or felt. Their world was distant and isolated from us. Like ants in a kitchen sugar jar, their myopic preoccupation with their immediate surroundings led them into a false assumption that the sugar jar was the kitchen.
We both were third generation, thoroughly assimilated Americans. We knew about as much Yiddish, learned from our parents in bits and pieces, as any Irish nightclub comedian. Never in our lives had either of us tasted anti-Semitism.
Religion had fascinated me, and in addition to my sparse bar-mitzvah training I had read a great amount of all of the major religions, comparing as I went. My general conclusion was that all religions, Judaism included, were ancient bullshit upon which institutions were founded which now existed simply for the purpose of propagating their own existence. Their reason for being was that they were there to be. How difficult it was for mankind, from his little dot in the back acres of the cosmos, to look up and say, "I am alone. I am here due to a combination of accident, chance, and probability, and I am all there is."
I was an atheist, and Susan believed in what she called a Universal Force, but not in a personal God or in any organized religion.
Yet the State of Israel, just four years old held a peculiar fascination for both of us, not because of cultural ties or heritage but from the standpoint of curiosity. We wanted to see these tough Jews, farmers and herdsmen, refugees and professionals, who had somehow kicked the shit out of an invading army and had established a state. We wanted to walk the land, to meet and talk with the people, and beneath it all we wanted to understand why, nonreligious and assimilated as we were, we felt this attachment for a place we had never seen and people we had never met.
We made a vow that during the coming summer vacation we would go to Israel to see and feel whatever it was we thought we might see and feel.
I was sitting naked at the small dinette table. Susan came over and sat on my lap, to hold close once more before I dressed and we had to leave for school. But it was too new, too fresh for us to just hold each other. She hiked up her long dress, pulled the crotch of her pants to the side, and, working herself slowly, she settled down on me, pushing me inside of her.
"Come in me," she said. "I want to feel you between my legs all day. I want to stand in class and see you sitting there with all of the others, and have the marvelous secret that your sperm is warm and alive inside my body."
"And then I realized that it was because Susan loved me, loved me as myself, and not the orgasms. I realized
that she was putting me under no pressure to perform, the only one who had never done so, because she knew that I could please her, and knowing that, it was no longer important to her. It was me and our feelings for each other that were important, and physical release had become secondary. The fucking machine could retire with a clear conscience.
She slid up and down on me fully, using her feet, planted firmly on the floor on either side of me, to push herself. This time I didn't fight it; I didn't grab her waist and use pressure to keep her from going so fast, or from using the full length of me. I didn't fight so that she could be pleased, because I understood that that wasn't the point anymore. Instead, I did what Susan wanted. I let her move as she wished; I let the voluptuous waves of pleasure she gave me build, one upon the other, until in a blaze of sensation I poured out into her. And when I did, she kissed my face all over, so joyful was she to give and to demand nothing in return.
I showered, shaved, and dressed while Susan made jokes about it all dripping down out of her, and that if I were to stick my head under her dress I would drown. And that day in class and from then on we had our secret looks, our eyes delivering silent, loving messages while our mouths discussed things completely irrelevant to what we felt. Often, as she stood there in her grandma disguise, I wondered what the class or other teachers would think if they knew my sperm was still damp in the crotch of her panties and drying in streaky crusts over the soft skin of her thighs. Over the next two months our relationship continued to grow, and as it grew our sex became no less important to us, but secondary. I made another discovery: if sex is fulfilling and satisfying to two people it becomes accepted into their total life in its proper proportion, as simply one facet of a much greater whole. Only when sex is not satisfying, when its failures cause doubts and frustrations, does it assume importance out of proportion to its place in a relationship. Like anything else that's desired, if you have it you don't think about it; if you don't have it you occupy yourself with trying to get it. Susan and I had it.
Many evenings we stayed home. I studied and Susan corrected papers, promising me an A only if I deserved one and joking that some students would go to any length to get a good grade from their teacher. Then we would listen to music, read, and talk until we were sleepy. Susan did the cooking, I did the dishes, and we both cleaned house. We were happy, living our lives and loving each other in gratitude and appreciation for what we had.
I brought her home to meet my parents several times. They were so happy that she was Jewish that they didn't object to the fact that she was older and that she was my teacher. Susan's parents drove up from Los Angeles for a weekend and we all got along well. Fortunately, we were able to spend most of the time driving them around the city to sightsee. We never discussed anything more important than the building boom in San Francisco, and if they had things they would have liked to say, they never took advantage of the several opportunities. I suppose they were embarrassed.
Time passed quickly. We wanted to relish the hours, to savor the day, but already it was the end of February.
I walked out of Susan's class on the third floor and headed down the hall to my next class. Susan had a meeting on the second floor and I hadn't planned on seeing her again until after school. I was about twenty feet down the hall from her room when I heard a loud commotion coining from the stairwell in back of me. Some kids ran by.
"What happened?" I asked.
"It's Miss Lawrence, she just fell down a whole flight of steps. We're going for help," they yelled.
My stomach got tight and I felt cold all over. I ran to the top of the stairwell but couldn't see her through the crowd of students gathered at the bottom. I went down the steps three at a time, and with panic building rapidly inside of me I pushed my way through to her.
Susan was on her back, parallel to the bottom step. Her long skirt lay at her waist, exposing a right leg that was torn and bleeding. A bump between her knee and her ankle protruded where her broken bone was trying to push through the skin. Her normally tan face was white and her expensive fake glasses lay smashed halfway up the steps. Her eyes were closed tightly, her face contorted by pain.
I pulled the rumpled skirt down over her legs, ripped off my jacket, and, folding it, placed it beneath her head. Then I sat beside her and stroked her hair. "It's all right," I said softly to her. "Your leg is broken but I think that's all. Don't worry, the ambulance will be here soon."
Actually, I didn't even know if one had been called yet.
Susan was so pale. She opened her eyes and saw me above her. "Hold me," she sobbed. "Oh, love, it hurts so much. I'm so scared."
And she reached up and pulled me down until I was almost laying next to her, trying to soothe and calm, frustrated because I wanted her not to hurt but was powerless to stop it.
Mr. Oaks and several of the teachers appeared on the scene pushing their way through the crowd and ordering everybody back to class.
Susan was in shock and I was too upset to realize what we were doing. I heard Dave's voice. "Dick, you'd better go back to class. We'll take over now."
Another voice, a woman's, said that the ambulance was on the way.
I started to pull away from Susan but her arms tightened suddenly around my neck. "Don't leave me," she cried. "Please, love, don't go away.
I looked around me at the crowd of teachers and the principal, all standing in stunned silence.
And I knew we had blown it.



Chapter 7


The ambulance from San Francisco Emergency finally arrived, with two stewards and a medical resident, who gave Susan a shot to dull the pain. As they lifted her onto the gurney I took Susan's hand and faced Mr. Oaks. "I'm going with her, John. Will you arrange a pass or something for the rest of my classes?"
Standing a majestic six and a half feet, hair silver from thirty years of school problems, he looked at me intently. "I'll arrange it," he said. My eyes thanked him.
"I'll come to your office tomorrow and we'll talk."
"I think that would be a good idea," he said, signing a release paper for the ambulance steward.
I rode with Susan to San Francisco General, a broken-down pile of brick and plaster on Potrero Street. She was sleepy from the shot but wouldn't let go of my hand. Even when they rolled her in for X rays, a kind nurse had to gently pry her hand away from mine.
I sat on a hard, wooden corridor bench and waited, smelling that awful hospital odor and watching the parade of suffering and pain up and down the emergency-room hallway. Finally the resident came out and gave me the report. Susan had a broken leg, two sprained wrists, a sprained ankle, and 'assorted bumps and bruises, but no apparent internal injuries. Considering the length of her fall, she had been very lucky.
In a half hour they rolled her out in a wheelchair. Her right leg was sticking out in front on a holding rack, covered in new, white plaster, and both of her arms were in slings. She was smiling. "I'm a klutz,"
I touched her cheek and kissed her. "Yeah, you're a klutz. How do you feel?"
"Lousy." Her eyes were sparkling emerald again, and seeing them that way made me feel better.
"Did we blow it?" she asked.
"Man, did we ever."
She shrugged her shoulders in that peculiar way in which only Jews, even liberated Jews, can shrug. "I spent so much time worrying about it, and now that it's happened, all I feel is relieved."
"I know," I said. "So do I. I'm going to talk to Oaks in the morning and try to fix it all up."
"Was he there?"
"The whole time." I told her what she had said and done, and we both laughed. At one time she had been ready to give me up for fear of just such a situation. Now that it had developed, and our worst fears had come true, all we did was laugh.
At home, propped up in bed, Susan slept fitfully. Twice I had to let her have pain-killer pills that the doctor had given me. He said that she would be in a walking cast and back in class in just three or four weeks.
I ran to the medical-supply store and bought a bedpan, then to a drugstore for one of each magazine in the rack to keep Susan busy. I didn't sleep at all, thinking about what I would say to Mr. Oaks in the morning.
One look at his face and I knew that it was going to be tough. Mrs. Dante, his secretary, looked at me thoughtfully, sizing up the competition her boss would face.
The best defense is a good offense. "Good morning, John," I said confidently.
He sat silently behind his desk, his bulk pushing back his swivel chair. A minute passed. And then another. "Thirty years," he said finally. "Thirty years I've been in education and I've never seen a scandal like this."
"It's not a scandal," I said.
"Not a scandal?"
He pounded his hammy hand on the desk, making Ms pen-and-pencil set jump. "Christ! Everybody in the goddamn building is talking about it. What would you call it if not a scandal? A student in this school involved with a teacher in this school, and from what I saw, pretty damn involved!"
And then, remembering his manners, he inquired about Susan's health, and I told him that the doctor has assured me that she would be on a walking cast in a few weeks. And while I had the floor I told him the rest of the story, almost everything, from the beginning. I told him that I was not what could be considered the average student, and he knew it. I told him about Susan's disguise, about her fears of being dismissed simply because she was young, about what a hell of a good teacher she was, and that I was sure he knew that, too. I told him how lucky he was to have somebody so gifted on his facility instead of all the ticket punchers who were just killing time until they could retire. I told him that the following semester I would be in college, just another husband being supported by a working wife, -and that it wouldn't matter then how old I was or how old Susan was. I told him that when we celebrated our golden wedding anniversary nobody would even remember how old we were. I sold and sold, and when I finished, John Oaks was calm.
"So how do we handle it?" he asked. "How do we keep the board of education and the newspapers, God forbid, from picking it up?"
His question elated me. It meant that he had bought the idea of the two of us, that he had at least accepted it, whether he approved or disapproved. "It's almost the beginning of March," I said. "Graduation is the second week in June. It's only a matter of ninety days. And one thing for sure, John, we're through sneaking around, both of us."
"What are you trying to say?" Right now he was interested only in getting the problem solved, the true bureaucrat. He hadn't lasted all of these years in a political school system for nothing. He wanted to sweep the whole thing under the carpet even more than I did. He wanted to avoid the inquiries, the board meetings, the investigations, and the notoriety. A black mark against one of his faculty, or even one of his students, was a black mark against him. He who was least noticed survived best. So here was Mr. Oaks, the principal, actually asking me, the student, how to avoid a scandal that might escape the boundaries of the school and bring discredit upon himself.
"I mean," I said, "that there's never a scandal about people who behave normally and in good taste. So when Susan comes hobbling back in three weeks I'm going to take her whole Queen Victoria wardrobe and burn it. She's going to wear the same clothes as the girls her age wear. I'm going to be seen with her all over the place. We'll be at rallies and dances and sports affairs together and we'll eat in the teachers' lunch room together. But everything will be discreet. We'll act like an old married couple, no kissing or hand holding or anything like that, and I'll make you a bet that within a week we're part of the scenery around here. The gossips will get tired of it all and look for somebody else to pick on. What do you think?"
Oaks chuckled; he was back in good spirits. "I think it stinks, that's what I think. But, on the other hand, I can't come up with anything better, so we'll just do it as you suggested, hope for the best and pray for time to pass, so we can graduate you out of here."
We shook hands and on the way out I gave Mrs. Dante a big kiss on the forehead. She gave me a dirty look, but couldn't hold it and broke into a grin.
I had won.
Susan was so tremendously relieved when I told her about it that she cried. I realized how deeply concerned she had been, and now, certain that her position was safe, she took her recuperation in good spirits. She never complained about being left alone all day or on the many nights when I had gigs to play, or about having to keep a smelly bedpan on the chair by her bed, or about the lousy Sandwiches I made her for lunch and placed on the bed-stand before I left, or about my awful cooking and mediocre housecleaning or about the too-wet baths I gave her.
But the evenings were good. I would stay in bed with her, and we would talk for hours and plan our summer trip to Israel, using maps from an old atlas. Like two children, we argued whether we should work on a kibbutz or just hitchhike around the country and see everything we could, whether to stay in hotels or sleep in sacks on the ground.
If her closeness in bed got to me I rubbed unashamedly against her and came over her thigh. She would place my hand between her legs to show me how my rubbing had excited her, and with my hand on top of hers she would relieve herself, and then we would sleep, her head cradled in the hollow of my shoulder.
In school, Ken Johnson pulled me aside and asked me what the situation was with Susan. He said that everybody in the school was whispering about it, so I casually told him that Susan was my fiancйe and that we would be married during the summer. When I left him he was still gawking at me in disbelief. Dave and some of the other teachers also pumped me for information. I told them the same thing I had told Ken, and asked their cooperation in killing malicious gossip and to please not make a big deal out of it, which got Susan and I the support of the younger faculty. Then I had a long conversation about maturity and love with Mrs. Wiggins. When she hugged me and said, "God bless you both," I knew that she would support us with the older faculty members.
The only trouble came when one of the kids in my gym class asked me how it felt to fuck my teacher. I got him alone on. the back side of the track field, and it was all over before anybody was aware of what had happened. He was out of school for two weeks and never squealed. I'm glad he believed me when I told him what I'd do to him if he talked, because I meant it. I would have killed the little bastard.
Susan was nervous about going back, but the day of her return was long-overdue retribution for us both. She had a light walking cast from her toes to her knee and, because of it, was barelegged. She wore a white, print dress with a scoop neck and short, puffy sleeves. Her hair flowed long, and she tied it in back with a blue ribbon to match the design of her dress. I made her take a light cardigan sweater to guard against the chill in the classroom, and with her gazing proudly at a bright new engagement ring, we left for school. Gone forever were the funny shoes and clothes, the plain-glass spectacles and the old-fashioned hairdo. Susan was beautiful, radiant and scared. We went to the TLR for early morning coffee and donuts. When we walked in conversation stopped, abruptly.
"Good morning, everybody," Susan said brightly. She hobbled over to pour coffee and get do-nuts for us while I pulled out two chairs at the table.
Ken finally broke the silence. "Well, I'll be goddamned."
Woody did a little better. He said, "Good Lord!"
Dave and the others just stared, incredulous at what they were seeing as Susan Lawrence compared to what they remembered as Susan Lawrence. Susan brought over our tray and served me, making a show by putting in my cream and sugar and lighting a cigarette for me. And as we looked around the room at those beautiful, astonished expressions, our apprehensions turned to confidence.
We were home free. One look at her cute innocence and they all were charmed out of their skulls.
I raised my coffee cup like a champagne glass. "Gentlemen," I said loudly, "the Queen is dead. Long live the Queen."
There was a moment's silence, and then Ken, bless him, lifted his coffee mug and dutifully repeated, "Long live the Queen."
And we all laughed.



Chapter 8


Graduation and summer vacation finally came, to the relief of us all. Mr. Oaks presented my diploma and as I shook his big hand he whispered that it had never given him such pleasure to graduate anybody. I told him that I knew how he felt and thanked him for his kindness. When he returned to his car he would find a case of good scotch on his front seat and a note saying only, "Thanks from the two of us." Ken, Woody, and Dave each received a bottle of their favorite, with the same note, and we sent Mrs. Wiggins a box of lovely, embroidered hankies. Mrs. Gilchrist had decided to retire, and Susan was chosen by Mr. Oaks to take her place, as permanent faculty. We were truly grateful to these understanding people who could have made our life hell, and chose instead to give us a chance for happiness.
The excitement and anticipation of our trip to Israel began to dominate our lives. It wasn't so much the fact that it was Israel as that it was somewhere out of the country, and neither of us had ever been abroad. We got passports, shots, plane tickets, and reservations at a small guest hotel 'called a pension near Tel Aviv. We lay nightly in each other's arms, going over our itinerary for the thousandth time. We were to fly to New York and leave from there on June twenty-eighth, returning on August first to- be married before the following semester began. All of the arrangements we could think of had been made, and we counted off the days.
Then, on June twenty-sixth, my mother became ill. Susan wanted to postpone the trip, but, being trained in common sense and logic, I told her that that was silly. If we didn't go as scheduled we'd lose our hotel reservations, and who knew, with Israel's limited tourist capacity at the time, if we'd be able to get them later? I absolutely insisted that she go on alone to Tel Aviv, to use our reservations, and that I would Join her in a few days, when I was assured that my morn was okay. Reluctantly she agreed.
I drove Susan to the airport and checked her baggage through. In the boarding area I held her close to me, savoring her sweet, clean fragrance and the softness of her yielding fully against me. Her lips, as ever, warm in my ear, whispered, "Remember, if the plane goes down or anything, remember how much I loved you."
I stood on the observation platform and watched until she became a dot, distant and fading in the sky.
Three days later, what we thought might have been something serious turned out to be just a wild form of flu. All of my mother's tests and X rays were negative, so I prepared for my flight to New York. I was thinking that Susan was in Tel Aviv now. She was at the hotel, walking the avenues, maybe having an orange juice at a sidewalk cafe. I tried to picture where she would be at any given moment, tried, to figure out the time difference on my watch, but grew confused with the arithmetic. What difference did it make? I myself would be leaving the following night.
The jangling telephone jolted me out of sleep at five-thirty in the morning. It was Susan's mother. She was laughing about something. Why would she phone me just for a joke at this hour of the morning? Was she drunk? I tried to remember if Susan had told me whether her mother drank too much. Wait, she wasn't laughing. She was crying. She was hysterical. My head began to clear. I couldn't understand her.
Then there was silence.
Then Susan's father.
"Richard," he said, the word came slowly, "it's Susan. Susan's dead, my daughter is dead."
I tried to catch the significance of what he-was saying. I understood the words but they didn't seem to mean anything. I couldn't think of anything to say.
"Are you still there?"
"Yes," I said.
"We got a call from the consulate in New York. It was an accident. She was hit by some Israeli truck as she was crossing the street, near her hotel."
"Yes," I said.
"I'm leaving for Israel tomorrow to bring her back."
Words. Only words. What were they supposed to mean?
"Are you still there?"
"Yes."
"Well, things are pretty hectic around here right now. I'll call you when I get back and let you know about the funeral and everything."
"Funeral?"
"Yes, for Susan."
And then I knew.
A feeling of nameless dread.
Cold all over.
Vomit into phone receiver.
Go to window and look out.
Past Jackson Street.
Past Bay.
Past Oakland.
Sun is rising.
Past sun.
Past Atlantic.
Past Mediterranean.
Tel Aviv.
Susan is dead in Tel Aviv.
Nobody to hate but a stupid truck driver.
All that way, just to get killed.
Not even some stern, uncompromising, forsaking God to blame.
If I had kept her with me, as she had wanted, that truck might have been in some other part of the country on the day of our arrival.
Remember vaguely talking about everything in life being probability, even death. The meaning of life is that life has no meaning.
Feel so, so empty.
It wasn't possible. Seven years before, I had been playing war in vacant sandlots, Joey, fall down, damnit. You're supposed to be killed. Death, only another of life's games.
Five years before, I had awkwardly had my first woman.
Only three years since Mora had taught me the art of love.
How many women?
How many?
Hundreds?
To be sure. Maybe even a thousand, counting all of them.
Who knew?
Or cared?
And now, just as I was learning what it could be like, the joy of real love, Susan was dead.
I felt cheated, robbed of my most prized possession. In my selfishness. How many women would I have to go through next time, always comparing?
Another thousand?
Ten thousand?
Images of things past.
In class.
Driving.
Talking.
Mozart.
Beethoven.
Laughing.
First name.
TLR.
Beach.
Cliff House.
First night.
Warm, soft body.
Coming against me.
Living with her.
Taking care of her.
Why?
My sweet, beautiful girl.
My love.
"… remember how much I loved you."
Her last words, fleeting whispers in my ear.
I learn grief.
The abyss with no bottom.
The black plateau with no end.
But I am only eighteen.
And in time,
I will search again.



EPILOG


It took us a few million years, but we have finally reached the Age of the Almighty Orgasm.
Most women in times past, blissfully unaware that females were even capable of this physiological response to proper stimulation, loved their husbands, raised their families, and went about their lives with an orderly minimum of fuss and bother. In their ignorance they were happy. If men were careless clods and jackrabbits in bed it didn't really matter, because their wives didn't know there was any more to it. If sex was naughty, even for married people, if it was performed under heavy blankets and with the lights out, it was all right.' The man got what he wanted, and the woman, having performed her wifely duty, could busy herself with important things like laundry, raising children, and cooking. Most wives loved their husbands dearly and existed with them in a close-knit family environment. But those were the good old days.
Then came the sexual revolution. Some idiot, somewhere, had discovered (or rediscovered) the fact that women could have orgasms, probably while browsing through an ancient copy of The Memoirs of Casanova. Worse still, he let word of his discovery leak out. It wasn't long before romantic novels began alluding to the earth shaking, the sky falling, bells ringing, and lightning bolting. Women who read these novels began to wonder what it all meant, because the sky never fell when their brutish husbands made love to them. The discontent was vague, rambling in the distance like a far-off thunderstorm, but it was there.
Things might have eventually reverted to normal, had it not been for the movies. They took the ball from the novelists and started showing shots of puffy clouds floating through azure skies just at the crucial moments of their love scenes. Again the women wondered, perplexed because they had never seen any clouds wafting over their four-posters.
Then came the final and most telling blow; doctors, smelling money in sex the way a whore can smell a John with a bankroll, began writing books. "The Climax!" they screamed. "The climax is the be-all and end-all of marital bliss." And not just a climax, but mutual climax. They were still afraid to use the word orgasm because puritanical censors might confuse pontification with pornography. However, they described the sensations in terms so glowing that the earthquakes of the novels and the clouds of the movies paled by comparison.
Women by the millions began to read these books, and the more they read, the more they felt cheated by never having had a climax, much less a mutual climax. So, for the first time in modern history, the female began to make sexual demands upon the male. There was only one small problem: the male, used to pleasing himself alone, was not up to meeting these demands. Women who had always thought of themselves as happily married began to see their husbands in a new light of glaring sexual truth, as ineffectual climax givers. Ladies who had been completely happy never having had an orgasm began to develop the "frustrations" of which the books spoke. Formerly contented housewives began to see psychiatrists, the marriage-counselor business started booming, and divorces for "incompatibility" mushroomed. As time went on the authors became braver and started discussing orgasms instead of climaxes. Medico sexual fad developed. The idea of the vaginal versus the clitoral orgasm, which reigned for some years, was finally blown out of the saddle by Masters and Johnson. Mutual orgasm as an ideal fell into disrepute.
But the Cult of the Orgasm continued to grow, and as women's demands upon men increased, interesting side effects developed. Impotence among healthy young men reached epidemic proportions because the figure roles in sex had nearly reversed. Women wanted their orgasms, they insisted upon them, and when the men, as was to be expected, didn't deliver, the girls let them know about it by challenging their manhood and their ability to perform. As a result, otherwise normal men have become impotent due to their fear of failure. A man's ego is as delicate as a flower, and when trampled it is often some time before the flower is able to rise again.
Another effect has been the turning inward of hostility by women upon themselves. After all, don't the books say that Any Woman Can? And if a woman can't, doesn't that prove that there's something fundamentally wrong with her? Could any normal woman, bombarded by an orgasm-mad media, live with an image of herself as a frigid lover? How many millions of women, plagued by self-doubt, have faked orgasms? And for whose emotional benefit? Their lovers' or their own?
A man doesn't feel like a man anymore unless he can bring his girl off with regularity, and a woman doesn't feel like a woman unless she can go off like a Chinese New Year celebration. And just as people, being human, can't measure up to the expectations of the other religions, we now find millions made guilty by the dictates of Orgas-molo-gy, whose goals they can't fulfill, either. As a result, these people walk around with all kinds of fears, neuroses, feelings of inadequacy and self-hatred. They read books, go to shrinks, submit to horrible character mutilation in encounter groups, pay handsome prices at fancy new sex clinics, get driven into alcoholism and drug dependence, all in the fruitless quest for that elusive orgasm.
Then came the books written by people who have initials instead of names. According to them, if you weren't spending half your life in the throes of sexual delirium you were doing something wrong. They promoted making love with the emotional attachment of attending a bowling league, all in a carefree spirit of good, clean fun.
Yet, despite all of the publicity, despite the now generation getting rid of all their hangups and letting it all hang out with a right on attitude, despite the psychiatrists and the psychologists and the marriage counselors and the encounter groups and the sensitivity training and the sex clinics and the plethora of books and movies on the subject, a sizable percentage of our female population is still not able to achieve orgasm, including the so-called liberated females. In spite of all this, the rate of impotence and premature ejaculation among men is very high. Even today, the chances that a woman will find an inadequate lover are much better than the chances that she will find a good one.
Are the statistics trying to tell us something? Are they trying to tell us that orgasms, after all, just aren't that important? Is it time for women to go back to not knowing that this great, good feeling exists? Would they be happier in their ignorance?
Although I can't argue with the fact that sexual adjustments in the preorgasmic age were more childish and backward than they are today, neither can I dispute the fact that man-woman relationships in toto rested upon much firmer foundations than the fleeting ecstasy of a singular, titillated nervous system. I am not advocating that we return to this condition, the past is irretrievable in any event. But what I do suggest is the real message, the real purpose, of this book.
As a young boy living in the Age of the Orgasm I was made aware of my sexual duty to women. It was nothing overt, nothing actually stated and spelled out for me. Rather, it was the attitude of the girls and women I had known which told me, if even in a subliminal way, that I was expected to please. Ellena, the girl who picked me up at a Greek wedding, telling me that after I had made her come the only reason she allowed me to continue was because she wanted to see what I felt like inside of her, is a good example. The only thing she really cared about was her orgasm; the rest, including myself, was unimportant. It was a complete reversal of historic roles; a full swing of the sexual pendulum. Then, after being trained by Mora, I felt that the only way I could be accepted by women was by giving them orgasms. It became a matter of pride, and of conceit, with me. Why did I really seduce all of those little high-school girls? Because as Mora, in her conceit, wanted me to remember her, I, in mine, wanted those girls to remember that I had been the first one to make them come, even if they didn't know what was happening and even if it was against their will. If I couldn't make a girl come, I felt a terrible sense of failure. My preoccupation with climaxes had gone so far that it wasn't even the seduction of these little girls I wanted, as an act in itself; it was their orgasms. Because their orgasms proved not my value to them, but my value to myself. In the final analysis, women were only objects from which I extracted orgasms to feed my own ego.
I am not a superstud. I am not tall, nor terribly handsome. Unlike heroes of the porno novels, I am not capable of performing ten times a night, nor five, nor even four. I was trained to be a sex machine, trained to be all of the things that most of the men in the world wish they could be, but can't. It took the love of a good woman to make me realize that my ability to please was relatively unimportant.
It was Susan, lovely Susan, who, by her gentle and giving attitude, taught me the truth. Orgasms last for only a few seconds and feel good, but that's all. The earth never trembles, the sky never falls, and the clouds never float, not even for the very best of orgasms. So am I saying that they aren't important? The answer is no. What I am saying is that they are not all that important. Millions upon millions of women lived happy, reasonably well-adjusted lives without them before the medicoliterary-in-duced Age of the Orgasm, and I believe that they can again, without having to waste their time sitting in a psychiatrist's office or wandering from man to man, looking for their own version of Norman Mailer's Perfect Come.
The answer is that people must learn how to become lovers, instead of merely orgasm-inducers. What Mora taught me still remains true, up to a point. I wish that every man could be taught to make love to a woman by a lesbian; be taught to make love like a lesbian. For one thing, this would completely remove the pressure to perform that has made so many men impotent and caused countless others a loss of esteem not only to themselves but also to their sexual partners. Because, finally, both sexes must learn that they can live without the squeeze technique, or the bumping and other techniques found in this book and the rest of the orgasm-oriented books. It's not important whether a man is capable of sawing hi and out of a woman's vagina for hours. It's not even important that he ever put his penis into her vagina, unless, of course, children are desired. Nor is it important if the man maintains his erection all, some, or none of the time. As long as there are lips, tongues, fingers, vibrators, and dildoes, any man, even an impotent one, should have no trouble making his lover climax often enough that she won't build up excess frustrations, assuming that she herself is capable of climax. And if she isn't, that's all right, too. Of course, a woman gets a great deal of emotional satisfaction from feeling her lover's organ inside of her body, but the organ itself is not necessary for sexual relief nor for sexual fulfillment, because these are two different things. A woman may masturbate for relief, but for fulfillment she needs a lover who is gentle and patient, a lover who appreciates not only her body but also the person she is, and knows how to show it; who savors the sensuality of her arms, the tiny hairs at the small of her back, the smooth, taut ligaments behind her knees, the gentle, giving pressure of her belly against his face, the sweet warmness at the back of her neck, the incessant beauty of the hundreds of areas of her body that are never discussed in sex novels and the how-to sex books. A real lover can make love to a woman every night for fifty years, and each time find new areas of pleasure to delight him, and her.
And therein lies sexual fulfillment for both, not in the highly touted orgasm, which simply feels extra good for a minute or so and relieves sexual tension, but in the sharing, the touching, the being together, the interaction of mutual warmth and trust, the tenderness, the giving, the respect, and even the humor, for it is these that truly satisfy.
Susan taught me that to a real lover orgasms are not the end of sex; they are simply a series of small hills traversed while on the way to a more distant, more worthy object. From the day that she straddled me on that kitchen chair, insistent upon pulling the sperm from me before I could satisfy her, I began to learn what love, both physical and spiritual, was really all about. Many evenings we made love for hours, without ever touching each other's sex organs. Sometimes we fell asleep doing this, and other times we finished by quickly relieving ourselves or each other, just to bring the tension level back to normal. Otherwise, orgasms wouldn't even have been important to us. On other occasions we would start by getting sexual relief quickly and then we would begin to make love; me with a soft penis and Susan already completely satisfied. Both of us had a sex-hormone level of zero, but we would make love, and it would be beautiful, with no objective left for either of us except love itself.
People who are easily capable of achieving orgasm should do so, keeping in mind that the feeling produced is only a temporary relief of tension and has nothing to do with either love or fulfillment. Women who cannot achieve orgasm and men who are impotent or who ejaculate prematurely should forget every book, every magazine article, every movie they have ever seen on the subject. People should love each other with all of the care, with all of the tenderness, with all of the compassion that is in them, fully, and without guilt or shame or embarrassment because they share their humanness with each other. They should live their lives together in happiness and pay no attention whatever to the hucksters who would have them believe that their relationship is inadequate if certain transitory physical sensations are not experienced. Then, with all artificial pressures removed, they should learn the joy of giving and of receiving true fulfillment.
It may take time.
But it's worth the trip.
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