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A Memoir by
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This memoir is dedicated to teachers, educators, and tutors who had groomed and provided sound advice to students the world over.
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“I was lucky that I met the right mentors and teachers at the right moment who taught me to believe in myself.”

Bernard Tristan Foong

––––––––
[image: ]


[image: deco]

[image: ]




[image: deco]



Prologue
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In the three years since I typed the first words to A Harem Boy’s Saga – I – Initiation; a memoir by Young, my journey of documenting my Middle Eastern harem experiences has both been emotionally exhilarating and empathetically solicitous. Although my time in the Arab Households was brief, it enlightened me: these experiences developed my strength, spirit and maturity, and because of them, I eventually became an independent individual with a voice of my own.

Doubtless, there are those who will proffer different opinions about my early induction into an adult world. Personally, I am still grateful to have been educated in love, sensuality and sexuality within the safely guarded environment of the Enlightened Royal Oracle Society (rather than on my own in the streets, without guidance or sound advice from learned mentors, teachers or big brothers).

Debauchery documents my harem experiences in my third household, the Quwah. It also chronicles my exotic travels with my entrepreneurial ‘Master’ and patriarch, Prince P. The Arab world in 1967 was vastly different from today’s Middle Eastern societies. In certain aspects, the wealthy Arabian nations, especially the United Arab  Emirates,  have  progressed,  accumulating  luxury

products and a better standard of living for their citizens. Simultaneously,  they  have  also  regressed  in  their willingness to protect the rights of humanity that were passed down by learned Bedouin sages and savants of yore. I hope, by revealing my harem experiences, my memoirs will reawaken the sanguine Arabian heritage of tolerance, acceptance and sufferance that was the epicenter of this historic culture. I applaud those whose valor and courage to regain Allah’s universal truth has put them in harm’s way, and I believe they can save the legacy that had been hijacked, its holy words transmuted to enrich the

minority’s personal gains and political agendas.

As was taught to me in the past, is remembered in the present and, I’m sure, will be recalled in the future: “The truth will set you free.”
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The Truth Will Set You Free

“I hope you have not been leading a double life, pretending to be wicked and being really good all the time. That would be hypocrisy.”
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Oscar Wilde
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August 1967
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Kuala Lumpur, Malaysia
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It had been eight weeks since I last saw my beloved Andy. I was dying to get back to the arms of my lover. Andy and I were sad to see my ‘big brother’ leave, even though we had

the opportunity to spend time cruising around the Greek islands before he left for Medizinische Universität Wien (The Medical University of Vienna). Oscar’s departure to Vienna had been heart-wrenching for the three of us. But we acknowledged that he must leave to pursue his life’s other adventures, which only he could experience.
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The thought of seeing my Valet again after eight weeks of absence and celibacy was reason enough for extreme excitement on my part. I only had a few days left in Kuala Lumpur before my departure to London.

––––––––
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Mother and my female relatives were delighted to see me, and I them, when I arrived home for my summer vacation. As far as Father was concerned, I dreaded the thought of having to go through his various grueling ‘butch me up’ experiences. Life back at the Methodist Boys’ School wasn’t much fun either. That year, the Malayan government was preparing for a major nationwide celebration. It was Hari Merdeka (Independence Day), the national day of Malaysia, which commemorated the independence of the Federation of Malaya from British colonial rule since 1957. Malaysia was formed on 16 September, 1963, together by the Federation of Malaya, Sabah, Sarawak and Singapore.

Students were selected from the Methodist Boys’ School, along with other local schools to perform, at the Capital’s national sports stadium, the Merdeka Stadium. Needless to say, I was one of the chosen performers even though I didn’t care to participate; the school made it compulsory for those selected to attend rehearsals for this arduous celebration.

My task involved lifting and lowering a large red flag among a sea of other red cloth holders to the timing of Malaysia’s national anthem. We were synchronized to raise the red cloths on command, therefore forming a representational pattern that resembled an oversized ‘human’ Malaysian flag. For two weeks, after-school time was spent on rehearsals. By the end of each day, my arms were sore from lifting and lowering the deplorable cloth.

During rehearsals I became acquainted with a pair of twins, Dorothy and Alice, from the Bukit Bintang Girls’ School, our sister school, who were also performing at the event. We became friends. One evening, the sisters organized a birthday party at their parent’s house. I was an invited guest. At the party, I was introduced to Andrew, a sixteen-year-old who was Alice’s boyfriend. Although Dorothy was just my acquaintance and did not know the secret life I led at the other end of the world, she was latching onto me as a potential love interest. In her eyes, I was a boy with impeccable manners with whom she could discuss artistic and fashionable topics.

I had lost many of my effeminate traces during my year and half away from Malaysia. Outwardly, I was a well-groomed teenager. My experiences abroad had prepared me to be an educated young man, mature beyond my years, a feature which Dot (Dorothy’s nickname) was attracted to.

Party Time

There were times when the twins invited me on double dates to the movies, but I politely refused. On the evening of their birthday party, Mother suggested I attend, since I was often a loner at the house. I accepted the birthday party invitation. As with many Kuala Lumpur teenage parties, my friend’s parents had made it a point that there be neither alcoholic beverages nor recreational drugs

available. They made the girls promise not to ransack their house when they were out for the evening, and they left their daughters and friends to party.

It was 1967, and the birthday twins did not want their parents around to keep vigilance. The house was left to a bunch of obstreperous teenagers. Although the birthday girls were by nature obsequious, they were easily malleable by others among them. As the party progressed, some guests became rambunctious after consuming a few intoxicating beverages and inhaling some recreational substances, which were smuggled in without our hostesses’ knowledge. There were teenagers smooching in the living room and in other areas of the property.

After a series of jubilant dances with the birthday twins, I was ready to call it a night, but under Dorothy’s insistence, I stayed. Nobody at the party knew of my sexual inclinations except me. During a slow dance, Dorothy leaned her head against my chest. Although this intrinsic way of dancing was not new to me, I had no intention of leading my friend on. I tried keeping a polite distance. Dot, thinking me shy, continued her aggressive approach. I had little choice but to go with the flow, since she held me tightly with no intention of releasing me anytime soon. The moment arrived when her lips almost touched mine. She looked into my ‘eyes wide shut’, expecting romance to sparkle between us. Though I did not feel the same as Dot, I did not back away, since it was her sixteenth birthday I did not wish to upset the teenager. I play-acted, much like I did during one of “Sacred Sex in Sacred Places” photography shoots. In my mind, it was the correct thing to do; after all, I’d be gone in a week’s time, back to London town. I would not be seeing my Malaysian friends for another year. To me, this was simply a moment in time to make the birthday girl feel good about herself.

After a few dances, I excused myself to leave. Unfortunately for me, Ms. Dot had other thoughts, which

were the complete opposite to mine. She insisted I stay and began introducing me as her boyfriend to those who came to wish her a Happy Birthday. I was astounded by such a proclamation. Yet, my politeness urged me to continue my impersonation and not to embarrass the hostess.

Before the night was over, Dot had pulled me to the bedroom she shared with her sister. Locking the door behind her she began to undress seductively. I was at a loss for words and actions. I was panicking within, but keeping my cool on the outside. My Bahriji training had taught me to be fearless. I told my hostess that we should take it slow and not jump into any drastic actions we may live to regret. In short, I was desperately trying to talk my way out of this awkward situation.

My tenacious hostess would not budge. She had stripped down to her sexy underwear as I perspired profusely, not from the excitement of seeing a semi-naked female but from the tension of figuring out an escape route from this unappealing dilemma. As Dorothy inched closer and closer, the only solution I could think of was to feign illness. I began with a series of gurgling noises as if I was sick to my stomach and needed to barf. She did not take my hint and continued heading towards the bed where I was seated. Unlocking the bedroom door, I ran towards the outside bathroom. It was occupied. Great! I thought to myself. Now I can leave the party on the pretense that I wasn’t feeling well. Without turning around to bid my hostess farewell, I ran out of the house. I was glad Bakar was waiting for me in the driveway. The old chauffeur sped me home.

The Day After

At rehearsal the following day, I avoided eye contact with Dot in case she cornered me. As I was walking towards our family Bentley after rehearsal, Ms. Dorothy

and her dear sister Alice appeared out of the blue. Taken by surprise, I had nowhere to run or hide except act complacent around both my friends.

Dot was the first to inquire, “Are you alright? You ran off half-way through the party. I didn’t know what happened to you!”

Looking concerned, Alice added, “Were you sick? Was it the food we served, or did you fall ill from consuming too much of the booze that the boys brought?”

“I must have eaten too much and drank too many canned beverages; that always upsets my stomach.” I lied. “Sorry I didn’t have a chance to thank you for inviting me to such a delightful party. I had a wonderful time,” I continued to be mendacious.

“Sorry you weren’t feeling good. We hope you are better now?” The twins said simultaneously.


“I’m much better,” I continued to lie.


“Tomorrow is Medeka Day. After our performance we are planning a picnic at the Lake Gardens. Will you join us?” Alice asked blithely.

Trying to think up a quick excuse, I replied, “Unfortunately, my mother asked me to accompany her to visit some relatives. They, too, are having a holiday celebration. Thank you for the invitation.”

Before I could make my great escape to my waiting vehicle, Dorothy embraced me and kissed me on my lips. I was startled by such forwardness. The kiss lasted a brief second before she kissed both my cheeks to say goodbye. I was left speechless as the twins departed.

To this day, I regret not having had the courage to tell Dorothy the truth there and then. I had 3 days left before my flight to London. I decided to do the right thing. I ordered a dozen pink roses for Ms. Dorothy with an attached card.


Goodbye Ms. Dorothy

Mother thought I had finally turned over a new leaf when she saw me buying a bouquet of roses for a girl. As much as she accepted me as who I was, like most mothers she was hoping the day would come when I would leave my boyish ‘boy-to-boy’ love and turn heterosexual. With no intention of upsetting Mother, I gave her a loving smile but said nothing. If she thinks I’m a changed man, she has every right to her thoughts. I was never one to jostle nature’s  balance,  let  alone dishearten  my mother’s presupposition that I was turning ‘straight’.

I did not see the twins after the celebratory performance at Medeka Stadium. On my departure day, both sisters came to the airport to bid me farewell. I handed Ms. Dorothy the dozen pink blossoms and a peck on both cheeks before boarding the BOAC flight bound for London. The card I gave to my ‘girlfriend’ read,


To my friend Dot,


By the time you open this card I will be miles across the ocean, on my way to reunite with my ‘big brother’ and lover. I am sorry to have misled you into believing that there was a romantic spark between us. I apologize for this misunderstanding. I am also sorry for not being honest. I sincerely hope I didn’t cause you unnecessary distress.

I am gay and will most likely remain so throughout my life. I have been in a steady relationship with my nineteen-year-old BB for half a year, and our love grows stronger with each passing day. There are many things I am not able to confide to you or to anyone. I hope you’ll come to accept me and love me as the person I am. I hope we can continue our friendship. Enclosed is my boarding school address if you wish to correspond with me. I would be delighted to receive news from you.

My best wishes to you and for your future endeavors. May blessings flow throughout your life unceasingly.


With love from your dear friend, Young.

I never heard from Ms. Dorothy again.
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The Beating Hearts

“Absence makes the heart grow fonder.”

American Proverb

1967

London, England

It was close to midnight when my BOAC flight from Kuala Lumpur finally touched down at Heathrow. True to his word, Andy had arrived in London earlier that day from Germany to meet me. He had spent the summer with his siblings, Aria and Ari. His mother came to spend time with her children without her husband. The stubborn Herr Finckenstein had made a vow not to see or accept his gay son unless Andy apologized to the old man and promised to change his homosexual lifestyle. Only then would he accept Andy back into the fold. Of course, this was out of the question for my lover. He had no intention of living a lie, nor was he the type who would give in to please his father for the sake of keeping peace.

Although Uncle James was away on business, he had kindly agreed to let Andy and me stay at his Mayfair home for a day before his return. After all, we were in the city for 3 days before departing on the Simorgh to Monaco. Oscar would be meeting us in Cannes; he had to finalize his

enrollment at The University of Vienna before accompanying us on our cruise around the Greek islands.

My beloved was waiting for me at the airport arrival lounge. I flew into his arms as soon I saw my Valet’s handsome face. I couldn’t wait to catch up on Andy’s news, and neither could he resist embracing me. Lifting my face to his, he kissed me lovingly in front of the waiting crowd. Our eight weeks’ absence had made our hearts grow fonder. Our souls were once again connected, and we did not care what people thought of our intimacy. We were utterly overjoyed to be together. As if he was afraid I would disappear, he wrapped his arms around my shoulders as we walked towards the waiting Rolls Royce, which Uncle James had so kindly arranged to collect us. As Jeffrey (the chauffeur) was loading my luggage into the booth, Andy ushered me into the back seat and we began French kissing. He, like me, had been celibate for the past eight weeks.

With the push of a button, the tinted windows and soundproof glass separating the driver and backseat passengers began to roll up. We were sealed in our private world. Andy’s urgent kisses were too exhilarating to stop. In the heat of our passion, my lover reached his hands into my sweatshirt and fondled my sensitive nipples. I could feel my guardian’s hardness straining against his jeans, waiting for release from its denim confines. I reached down to stroke his bulging crotch, teasing his urgency. I wanted our sensuality to last and to prolong our foreplay like we often did when we were practicing tantric sensuality. His delicious tongue began exploring my yearning oral orifice, jabbing desirously into my willing fissure, pleasuring me as much as I was gratifying him.

I unzipped his jeans as I continued to caress his bobbing organ beneath his dampening brief. Reaching in, I held onto my prized possession, squeezing its leaking tumescence onto my thumb before feeding us his viscidness. His intoxicating masculinity mixed with his

deliciousness sent me yearning for more. Tearing our tops off, Andy lay atop, planting sweet kisses on my neck and nipples before devouring my ears voraciously with his lapping tongue. I squirmed uncontrollably beneath my aggressor. I was ready to receive him. I pushed his pants down to his ankles while he tore at mine. I pressed my eagerness against his. Holding both organs in my hands, I stroked them with burning desire. My lover lifted himself above and fed me his bulbousness. His delirious manliness had me craving my fill. I wanted him, and he desired me.

Lifting my legs above my head, he buried his face into my longing crevice; he was licking, suckling and wetting my opening, readying for unrestrained entry. My horniness had prepared me sufficiently to receive mon amour without further ado. I coveted him; I needed him, and I was ready to receive his engorgement as he slid inside me in a single gliding stroke. Involuntary tears of joy flowed down the sides of my face. I squirmed ecstatically. I was beneath the man I loved, and I was his treasure to behold. His length pulsated within as if our beating hearts had merged as one. We breathed in unison – his breaths were fast and furious, mine demanding and urgent.

Bending down, mon ange devoured my oral cavity ravenously. Our tongues met in ardent enthusiasm. Our love knew no boundaries except love’s transcendent supremacy. We moved as an entity, our synchronicity watched only by the invisible Olympian gods, who supervised our every move with invincible directedness. My  lover could  no  longer  hold  off his powerhouse; his protrusion burst forth into sparks of dispensable lightning, sending shock waves of ecstatic currents deep within my core. In reciprocation, I, the willing recipient, discharged my delirious energy from my obelisk of affection, shooting flames of molten liquid onto our heaving chests, faces, and hair. We could not get enough of each other. Andy stayed buried inside me until

we heard the moving vehicle grind to a stop. Only then did we realize that Jeffery would soon be opening the passenger doors for us to disembark. We dressed hurriedly, but I was sure remnants of our passion lingered in the back seat for our chauffeur to wipe clean.

Jeffery did not utter a word when he let the both of us out. I detected a knowing smile on his well-schooled servant’s face, informing me that mum was the word of our evening’s sojourn. After all, it was his proprietary call of duty that the ‘downstairs’ staff never reveal the secret lives of what went on above stairs. Jeffery was a trusted aide from the old school and had been in Uncle James’ service for god knows how long. He would never betray our trust. When he brought in our luggage, Andy offered to tip him generously, but he replied, “That wouldn’t be necessary Sir! Enjoy your stay. If you require my service, ring the bell and I will bring the car round. Good-night Sir, and have a good  evening.”  With  those  last  words  he  left mon trésor and me to our own devices.

That night, Andy and I hardly caught a wink of sleep, yet we were happily contented the following day. Absence had indeed made our hearts grow fonder.

July 2012

My correspondence with Dr. Arius continued regularly. He had become my confidant and a trusted friend. In one of his emails he inquired, How’s your renewed friendship with Andy progressing? By the sound of your correspondence, you seem happily appeased. Has this to do with Andy being back in your life, or is Walter loving you more than he ever did? LOL!


I wrote:

My dear friend,


You sure have a way with words. The grateful heart is a joyful soul, and the more we appreciate our blessings,

the more exulted we are, both among ourselves and with those around us. To me, this is the ultimate joy. I think on the words of English hymn writer Isaac Watts and his inspiration, Psalm 98.

‘Joy to the world! The Lord is come’; the Lord has indeed returned and my friendship with my ex is going strong.

‘Let earth receive her King’; the ‘king’ remains as alpha as he always is and always will be. He will have it no other way but to be himself; therefore, if I embrace him back into my life, I’ll have to accept him as he is. :)

‘Let every heart prepare him room’; well, even my beloved Walter is preparing him room. He’s been talking unceasingly about my ex, as if he’s the exalted one. Even though they haven’t met, he already thinks Andy is god in human form. Hahaha!

‘And heaven and nature sing’; I’m sure heaven and nature will be singing his praises when A Harem Boy’s Saga series is available for sale at major bookstores and online. My editors are already in love with the perfect Andy and with the image I painted of my benevolent ex-‘big brother’. They were part of the group that spearheaded my search for my ex, not to mention my darling husband, Wally, who was determined to see me locate Andy.

‘And heaven and nature sing’; they (my cheerleaders) are more excited about what Andy is doing these days than I am. I’m not denying my own excitement, but I know to keep my distance. I am older, wiser, and more cautious now, and I don’t throw caution to the wind as I did in my teenage years.

‘And heaven, and heaven, and nature sing’. As you so eloquently observed through our correspondence, I am indeed happy to be able to tell the story that I kept hidden for years. The truth has indeed set me free, and that is reason enough for rejoicing.

In regards to, ‘Joy to the world! The Savior reigns’; I’m not sure, at this point in time, whether locating my ex- lover is as positive as my friendly supporters make it out to be. I have my reservations as to this ‘savior’s’ reign.

‘Let men their songs employ’; me finding Andy could be a blessing in disguise or otherwise. It’s too early to tell. Therefore, I’m not employing my song of complete joy just yet.

‘While fields and floods, rocks, hills, and plains repeat the sounding joy, repeat the sounding joy, repeat, repeat the sounding joy’. Hmmm! I don’t know. With two alpha-males in my life, there may be no room for me to breathe. It could be stifling, to say the least.

‘No more let sins and sorrows grow’; I think I’m mature enough to know that this will not be the case, no matter how much I would like this line to be true.

‘Nor thorns infest the ground’; about this line I definitely have my doubts. There may be jealousies between the two alphas if I don’t play my cards right.

‘He comes to make His blessings flow’; this can be true to a certain extent but certainly not in its entirety. His blessings are certainly flowing in abundance as I write. Let’s pray this holds true as life progresses forward...

‘Far as the curse is found, far as the curse is found, far as the curse is found.’ This is debatable.

As to, ‘He rules the world with truth and grace.’ I can say with utmost conviction that Andy will rule the world with truth and grace. Of this I am without doubt.

‘And makes the nations prove the glories of His righteousness’; yes, yes and yes. Knowing my ex, this, he’ll unquestionably do to this very day if he sets his mind to the task.

Last but not least, ‘and wonders of His love, and wonders of His love, and wonders, wonders, of His love.’ There is absolutely no question about this. We have been searching for each other for our entire lives, and now we

have reunited. We were soul mates in past lives and in this one. We have found each other again.

My dear doctor, you are a dear, dear friend. I hope our friendship will continue to blossom throughout the seasons.


Blessings and Love, Young.
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The Illustrator

“I did some artistic nudes when I was eighteen with a French-Canadian photographer while I was modeling.

They were beautiful shots, and they were not about nudity.”

Lexa Doig

1967

Portobello Road, London, England

The following morning, Andy and I left to explore the Portobello Road weekend market, the largest antiques market in the United Kingdom. We took the tube to Notting Hill Gate, walked a short distance before hitting the cosmopolitan and energetic mid-to-late Victorian terrace houses and shops that squeezed tightly into the available spaces, adding intimacy and a pleasing scale to the streetscape. Further down the road, lining both sides of the narrow pavements were makeshift stalls, erected specially during the weekends. They sold all kinds of Victorian and Edwardian bric-a-bracs, not to mention antiques that had made their way from the far reaches of the colonial British Empire of yore. This vibrant street was also home to the Grade II Electric Cinema Club, which showed artsy Avant Garde movies. It was also one of Britain’s oldest cinemas. About a third of the way down the winding road, the market ran underneath a series of adjacent bridges of the A40 road and the Hammersmith &

City line of the London Underground. Here, the section focused on secondhand clothes as well as trendy couture wear. A passageway from Portobello Road all the way to Ladbroke Grove was filled with the hippest stalls on the entire market, where one could find fashion, fashion and more throwaway fashions.

Portobello market was also made famous by the cult British children’s book character Paddington Bear, featured in Michael Bond’s books. Paddington enjoyed visiting Portobello Market daily. His friend Mr. Gruber owned an antique  shop  on  the  Portobello  Road,  with  whom Paddington has his elevenses (tea or coffee taken at midmorning and often accompanied with snack) every day. I was simply delighted to be there with my lover.

My childlike curiosity drew me into every shop. Everything on display was as exciting as the next. We were ready to rest our tired feet halfway through the market. Like any decent Brits would do, we stopped for a cup of tea at a side street cafe. Just as we were entering the shop, someone waved to us. It was none other than Orion, a ‘big brother’ we knew from Daltonbury Hall. He was also resting his weary feet, accompanied by his artist friend, Julian, who lived in a flat in one of the Victorian buildings adjacent to Portobello Road. Orion insisted we join them at their table.

Orion and the Illustrator

“What brings you guys to this part of the world?” the ‘big brother’ inquired after introducing us to his companion.

“We are in London for a few days before heading to Cannes. We are cruising around the Greek islands before returning to Daltonbury. What a surprise to see you here!” Andy exclaimed excitedly. “What are you doing in Portobello Road, old chap?”

“I’m visiting Julian. He is an accomplished illustrator. He asked me to be his model for an upcoming project. We came down here for some refreshments after a couple of hour’s work at his studio.”

Before the BB could continue, Julian chimed in, “I’m working on an illustrated ad campaign for a casual wear company. Instead of the run-of-the-mill photography assignment of models wearing the clothes, the company commissioned me to illustrate a series of models in various provocative stages of undress, wearing only casual tops or bottoms.

“I found Orion through an ad agency. That’s how we met. How do you guys know each other?”


“We attend the same school,” my Valet replied.


“My, oh my, your school sure recruits good-looking chaps,” the illustrator commented. “Will the two of you be interested in modeling for me? You’ll be paid for your time. If you are available, I can take some Polaroid test shots and go from there. It’ll be a half day’s work at most. I illustrate from photographs I take of my models.”

I gave Andy an approving puppy look, indicating that I wanted to get my hands on that project. My guardian gave me an understanding smile. He knew what was going through my mind and said, “I believe my charge has already given you his nod of approval. If he desires something, he usually gets his way. This young one has a way with me.”

“Fantastic! I take Young’s nod as an agreement to my request?” Julian asked affirmatively. “In that case, I’ll take some pictures of the three of you at my flat after we finished our beverages. You can see some of my artwork and illustrations. This will give you some idea of the type of work I do.”

The Illustrator and his Flat

Proceeding down a side street, we arrived at a quaint Victorian building where Julian lived and worked from his second-floor studio flat. It was a charming and cozy space and provided sufficient room for a bachelor to live. He had been living there for the past three years. Julian’s artwork hung on all the available wall spaces, and some leaned against the walls. His work bore an uncanny resemblance to the famous artist and illustrator Maxfield Parish, yet it possessed an original style that was childlike with hints of innocent eroticism. I was impressed by the attractive English-Frenchman’s illustrations.

Julian was born in Cornwall to an English mother and a French father. He moved to London after graduating from Poole College of Art in Bournemouth. After working at an established advertising agency, he became a full-time illustrator. Commissions for his work came trickling in, and he was soon able to purchase a comfortable flat. By the time of his passing from AIDS-related illnesses in 1982, Julian had established a name for himself. He was known as an artist and illustrator in the United Kingdom and in France.

“Let’s start by taking some individual Polaroid pictures of Andy, followed by Young. I’ve already photographed Orion, so we’ll have him in the group shot when I photograph the three of you together. How does that sound?” The illustrator enquired?


“Fine by me,” I replied.


Julian behaved professionally throughout our photo- shoot. Andy was given a pair of loose-fitting sweat pants without any top, while Orion and I wore only sweatshirts without trousers. While I was sandwiched between Orion and Andy, my lover sprouted a hard-on. He was standing behind me against my nakedness and began rotating his pelvis against my derrière, causing my libido to stir. My cock started to wake with each of Andy’s gentle gyrating motions. I was soon standing erect and so was Orion’s

manhood. As we stood in close proximity and caressed each other, our organs began rubbing against each other as if performing an erotic dance. I could not subdue my bobbing erection with my Valet’s hardness bouncing against my derriere. His encouragement stirred our trio’s sensuality to a heightened state of arousal.

Julian took this provocation as a sign that he would be getting some superb photographs, both for his portfolio and for his personal enticement. Although the illustrator was clothed, his hardening genitalia peeked over the top of his jersey pants. Glistening strings of translucent fluid were leaking onto his hairy torso. He had on a sleeveless cropped top that displayed his well-defined six-pack. His bulbous pronouncement approved of our sensuality. He kept clicking as he viewed his three models through his camera lens. He did not stop circling the room as we propagated our concupiscence.

Orion wasted no time in his active persuasion. We kissed passionately for the camera and for our personal gratification. Andy urged me from behind as he pulled my waist towards his swelling protuberance. Orion’s pulverizing protrusion pressed compellingly against my hardness from the opposite end. Bending forwards, I scooped his erection into my eager mouth, ablactating his lusciousness as if I was deprived of nourishment. His leakage tasted deliciously masculine and his groin smelled deliriously intoxicating. Andy dropped his pants. He was gliding his stiffness against my butt cheeks. Spitting to lubricate his curved member, he eased into my offering orifice. My lover and the ‘big brother’ filled me to the brim from opposite directions.

Julian could no longer hold off his desires. He discarded his sweatpants to join the party, feeding me his pleasurable inches together with Orion’s jutting edifice. I was in seventh heaven, engulfing both shafts into my oral opening. Taking turns  to satisfy our frenzied lust,  I

devoured them hungrily. I was a famished baby needing feed, and the men took turns weaning my esurient mouth. I promised them further satisfaction when Andy had consummated my rear. Our alluring sexuality took on an alternative flight when my lover could no longer hold off his sexual patronage. Letting out several cries, he filled me with his adoring emotions, depositing his virility deep within my person. He slumped his heaving chest against the small of my back while his waning length slid slowly away from my dripping hollow, only to be replaced by Orion’s gluttonous engorgement. The model eased into my well- lubricated opening effortlessly. He began our love dance with a gentle foxtrot before progressing to a hot Peruvian salsa, reverting to an irresistible Buenos Aires mambo, and finally ending with the crème de la crème of dirty dancing, an Argentinian tango that filled me with his oozing Latino charisma. I desired more, more than my fill. Julian seemed to read my lascivious thoughts. He took over the model’s position and was now pounding inside me with vigor. He could no longer hold off his exhilarating urgency. The artist unloaded into my obedient aperture. Their intoxicating virility mixed with my masturbatory actions sent me shaking uncontrollably; I exploded all over the floor. The BB and my beloved did not want any of my spills to go to waste. They lapped up every drop before feeding me my seed in a three-way kiss. We suckled, we caressed and we shared my delectable appetizer between us. Julian had moved behind to my back. He delved his tongue into my pulsating wetness, relishing on Andy’s and Orion’s deposits before plunging his salivating mouth onto my semi-erect boyhood, savoring the remnants of my ejaculation.

The four of us spent the remainder of the day together in the warmth of Julian’s flat before taking in a provocative movie at the nearby Electric Cinema Club. As Lexa Doig had professed, “I did some artistic nudes when I

was eighteen with a French-Canadian photographer while I was modeling. They were beautiful shots, and they were not about nudity.” I, like Ms. Doig, also did some artistic nudes when I was an adolescent with an English-French photographer while I was modeling. They, too, were beautiful shots, and they were not about nudity but artistic expressions of love.
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The Differences


“The stupid believe that to be truthful is easy; only the artist, the great artist, knows how difficult it is.”

Willa Cather



––––––––
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Late Summer 1967 London, England

Andy and I decided to go to a play the day before we were scheduled to depart to meet Oscar in the South of France. Uncle James was in town and invited us for dinner at Le Gavroche, a French restaurant that had just opened at 61 Lower Sloane Street. James knew the owners, Michel and Albert Roux, who were also my uncle’s clients at the Hong Kong & Shanghai Banking Corporation. They had invited my London guardian to the restaurant’s official opening, and James had decided to bring us along with him. We met him at his town house after attending the pre- premiere theatre performance of Sweet Charity, made famous by Shirley MacLaine in the movie of the same name. Andy had managed to obtain tickets through his friend, who was a set designer working on the production.

Taxi Dancers

As was the case, I was in awe during and after the musical. As we sat and enjoyed beverages after the

performance, I couldn’t help asking my beloved, “What’s a ‘taxi dancer’? It was Charity’s profession in the show.”

“A ‘taxi dancer’ is a paid dance partner in a partner dance. Don’t utter a word. I know what your next question is going to be what’s a partner dance?” Andy replied knowingly.

He continued, “Partner dances are dances whose basic choreography involves coordinated dancing between two partners. Good examples are ballroom dances, during which two people dance in a coordinated manner.

“During the 1920s and ‘30s in America when, taxi dancing enjoyed peak popularity, patrons in a taxi dance hall would buy dance tickets for ten cents per dance. That gave rise to the term ‘dime-a-dance girl’. When a patron presented a ticket to a taxi dancer, she would dance with him for the length of a single song. The taxi dancers would earn commission on every dance ticket that they collected from their dance partners. Typically, half the ticket price went to paying the orchestra, dance hall, and other operating expenses, while the other half would go to the taxi dancer. The ‘ticket-a-dance’ system was the centerpiece of the taxi-dance halls where the taxi dancers worked. During the 20s, taxi dancers worked only a handful of hours per evening. They frequently made two to three times as much as women who worked in factories or stores did. After World War II, taxi dancing became less popular, and most of the taxi-dance halls disappeared by the late 50s, early 60s. That’s why you don’t hear of these types of establishments nowadays.”

My curiosity got the better of me. I asked, “Did taxi dancers and taxi dance halls go underground like E.R.O.S.?”

My Valet burst out laughing before he spoke, “Kind of like that, but you can still pay to dance with a female employee in some nightclubs in the United States, especially in Los Angeles. These contemporary clubs no

longer use the ticket-a-dance system, but operate on time- clocks and punch-card systems. This allows the patron to pay for the dancer’s time by the hour. Some of these modern dance clubs operate in buildings where taxi dancing was held in the early 20th century. They are now known as Hostess Clubs. In some cases, they do operate as prostitution rings.

“You see, Young, taxi dancing is becoming more common in settings where partners are in short supply. This involves both male and female dancers. Male dancers are often employed on cruise ships to dance with single female passengers. The growth in ‘Tango Tourism’ to Buenos Aires, Argentina has led to an increase in both formal and informal taxi dancing services in the milongas (dance halls). Some proprietors are in the business of selling holiday romance.” My Valet gave me a wicked wink.


“You mean prostitution?” I asked.


“That’s correct. Much like the word Courtesan or Cicisbeo, the term ‘taxi dancer’ has morphed into a derogatory word meaning that refers to a prostitute. But the original meanings of these words are quite different.

“For example, a Courtesan was originally a female who was part of a royal entourage, usually as the mistress of a high-ranking man. On the other hand, the historical term of a cicisbeo refers to the escort or lover to a married woman in 18th-century Italy. They are not prostitutes in the usual sense.”

Pederasty

I continued questioning, “Is it a little like the way the word ‘pederasty’ has been bastardized?”

“Yes, my boy. You are correct. You and I are sufficiently educated to know that pederasty is not a disparaging term, but many people do not understand it

that way. As we are taught, pederasty simply means a homosexual relationship between an adult male and an adolescent male outside his immediate family. The word paederasty derives from the Greek word paiderastia (love of boys), a compound derived from παῖς (pais) ‘child, boy’ and ἐραστής (erastēs)’lover’. Now that we are on this topic, we may as well discuss the meaning of this word in greater detail.

“Historically, pederasty has taken the form of a variety of customs and practices within different cultures from the Eastern to the Western hemispheres alike. The status of pederasty has changed over the course of history. It has been idealized and criminalized. In European history, its most structured cultural manifestation was ‘Athenian pederasty’, which reached its zenith in the 6th century BC.”

I chimed in before Andy could continue, “Although I understand the meaning of pederasty; what exactly is ‘Athenian pederasty’?”

My big brother explained, “Athenian pederasty entailed a formal bond between an adult man and an adolescent boy outside his immediate family, which often consisted of a sexual and loving relationship. As an erotic and educational custom, it was initially employed by the upper classes as a means of teaching the young and it conveyed important cultural values, such as bravery and restraint, to them.

“Athenian society generally encouraged the erastes (a ‘top’ or active partner) to pursue a boy to love; he would sometimes even sleep on the youth’s stoop and otherwise go to great lengths to make himself noticed. At the same time, the boy and his family were expected to put up resistance and not give in too easily. Boys who succumbed too readily were looked down upon. As a result, the quest for a desirable eromenos (a ‘bottom’ or passive partner) was fiercely competitive.”

I chirped in, “You mean, like the way you were pursuing me during the early stages of our relationship?”

Andy gave me a wide grin, ruffled my hair and continued without attempting to answer my question. He continued, “In regards to Greek pederasty – Plato, an early critic of sexual intercourse in pederastic relationships, proposed that men avoid all carnal expression of their love for boys. Instead, he advised them to progress from admiration of the lover’s specific virtues to love of virtue itself in an abstract form. While copulation with boys was often criticized and seen as shameful and brutish, other aspects of the relationship were considered beneficial, as indicated in proverbs such as, “A lover is the best friend a boy will ever have.”

“A pederastic relationship had to be approved by the boy’s father. Boys who entered into such relationships in their teens were around the same age that Greek girls were when they married. The mentor was expected to teach the young man and to see to his education. The boys were also given certain ceremonial gifts.”

“Would you say it was similar to the way we are treated in the Arab Households harems we serve?” I queried.

“Yes, very similar. Although in Greek pederasty, the physical dimension ranged from full chastity to sexual intercourse. Greek pederastic art shows seduction scenes as well as sexual relations. In the seduction scenes, the man is standing, grasping the boy’s chin with one hand and reaching to fondle his genitals with the other. In the sexual scenes, the partners stand embracing face to face, and the older of the two engaged in intercrural sex with the younger. Anal sex is almost never shown, and when it was, it surprised observers. The practice was ostensibly disparaged, and the Athenians often called it jocular names after their Dorian neighbors (‘cretanize’, ‘laconize’, ‘chalcidize’). While historians such as Dover and Halperin

hold that only the man experienced pleasure, artistic and poetic depictions tell a different story, and other historians assert that it is ‘a modern fairy tale’ that the younger eromenos was never aroused.”


I stopped my Valet to ask, “What is intercrural


sex?”


My lover smiled at me seductively before


answering, “Intercrural sex is not something you’d like us to do, my darling boy. Trust me; you’ll not enjoy this form of sexuality as much as the way we usually make love.”

He continued, “Intercrural sex is a type of non- penetrative sex in which the man places his penis between his partner’s thighs (often with lubrication) and thrusts to create friction.

“Now, let me continue before you interrupt me again. From the early Republican times of Ancient Rome, it was perfectly normal for a man to desire and pursue boys. However, penetration was illegal for free-born youths; the only boys who were legally allowed to be passive sexual partners were slaves or former slaves. They were known as ‘freedmen,’ and the exception was only made with regard to their former masters. For slaves, there was no protection under the law, even against rape.

“The result was that pederasty largely lost its function as a ritual part of education. It was instead seen as an activity primarily driven by one’s sexual desires and competing with the desire for women. In this way, the social acceptance of pederastic relations waxed and waned throughout the centuries. Conservative thinkers condemned it — along with other forms of indulgence.

“Tacitus (a Roman senator and historian) attacks the Greek customs of ‘gymnasia et otia et turpes amores’ (palaestrae, idleness, and shameful loves). However, almost all the Roman emperors indulged in male love — most of it of a pederastic nature.

“As Edward Gibbon (an English historian and a Member of Parliament) mentioned, “Of the first fifteen emperors, Claudius was the only one whose taste in love was ‘entirely correct’.” The implication is that he was the only emperor not to take men or boys as lovers.

“On the other hand, Martial (a Latin poet from Hispania) appears to have favored it, going as far as to essentialize not the sexual use of the catamite (a boy who submits to a sexual relationship with a man) but his nature as a boy: upon being discovered by his wife ‘inside a boy’ and offered the ‘same thing’ by her, he retorts with a list of mythological personages who, despite being married, took young male lovers, and concludes by rejecting her offer since ‘a woman merely has two vaginas’.”

I couldn’t help myself but interrupt, “So, does the saying ‘A boy for pleasure; a woman for procreation’ hold?”

“I’m afraid so, my love. You see, Greek pederasty in its various forms was often the subject of philosophical debates; thinkers would argue about whether the carnal type was proper as opposed to a more spiritual eroticism.

“Pederastic couples were also said to be feared by tyrants, because the bond between the friends was stronger than that of obedience to a tyrannical ruler. Plutarch gave us an example of the Athenians Harmodius and Aristogeiton. Others, such as Aristotle, claimed that the Cretan lawgivers encouraged pederasty as a means of population control, by directing love and sexual desire into relations between males. Whatever forms pederasty takes, it is definitely not the same as pedophilia.”

Pedophilia

“My dearest Valet, what is pedophilia? I’ve never heard such a word. Please explain?” I said with great curiosity.

“This is a relatively new word. The first time I heard it spoken was by Dr. Nuein and Dr. Henderson, when they gave me advanced tutorials in my sexual education class. This word is not officially used in any professional medical studies papers. Currently, our sex education professors are doing preliminary research on this subject. It’s a new field of study. In ancient times, nothing was called pedophilia because pederasty was an accepted form of homosexual relationship.

“Our teachers described pedophilia as a psychiatric disorder in persons sixteen years of age or older, typically characterized by a primary or exclusive sexual interest in prepubescent children (generally eleven years or younger, though specific diagnosis criteria for the disorder extend the cut-off point for prepubescence to age thirteen). An adolescent who is sixteen years of age or older must be at least five years older than the prepubescent child before the attraction can be diagnosed as pedophilia.

“In contemporary usage, pedophilia means any sexual interest in children or the act of child sexual abuse, a term also known as ’pedophilic behavior’. Pedophilia is the act or fantasy, on an adult’s part, of engaging in sexual activity with a child or children. This commonly used application also extends to the sexual interest in and sexual contact with pubescent or post-pubescent minors.

“Although this ‘abnormal’ behavior is mostly documented in men, women can also exhibit it. They also mentioned that researchers assume the current available estimates underrepresent the true number of female pedophiles. No cure for pedophilia has been developed thus far, but there are therapies that can reduce the incidence of child sexual abuse. You see, Young, the word ‘pedophile’ is a contemporary term because in ancient times there was no such thing as a pedophile.”

“Is that why E.R.O.S. is a secret society? Because it does not conform to the mid-20th century ideals of what a ‘normal’ sexual relationship should be?” I interrupted my guardian.

“Briefly, the answer is yes. The truth told before its time is a dangerous thing,” my lover commented, and as he looked at his watch, he indicated that it was time to meet Uncle James for our dinner appointment.
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At Le Gavroche


“There are three constants in life: change, choice and principles.”

Stephen Covey



July 2012

Although I had not met Dr. Arius in person, I felt like we had known each other for a long time. Our regular correspondences had brought us closer as friends. I continued answering his questions from his survey as well and as truthfully as I could. In one of his emails, he inquired, “Young, in Initiation, you mentioned that you missed home terribly during the first few weeks at Daltonbury Hall. It must have been a very different world compared to what you were used to in Malaysia. How did you cope with not having your family near you?”

“That’s an easy question Dr. A.S.; Nikee was there to help me through the lonely times. My ex-‘big brother’ was there to guide me and listen to my problems and heartaches. Without Nikee, I believe it would have been harder for me to cope in my new environment. That was one of the reasons I was infatuated with Nikee – he was a good listener, and he paid attention to my needs.

“As much as I missed my mother, aunties and female cousins, I was happy to be in England, a country I had always dreamed of living in since I was nine years old. I was totally delighted to be away from my tyrannical

father. My fear of him caused me anxiety when I was living at home. Uncle James, my surrogate father, was a wonderful force in my life, because we could relate to each other. His stalwart advice and understanding of my harem life also furthered our relationship. I grew into a man under James’ guidance. I could confide anything to my uncle, which I could never do with my biological father. A perfect example of Uncle James’ unconditional love for Andy and me was in the summer of 1967. He had invited us to the opening of Le Gavroche, a new French restaurant in London...”

1967

The Journey

As always, it was wonderful to see Uncle James after several months of absence. On our way to the restaurant in his silver Rolls Royce, he told us, “You boys look fantastic.” Turning to my Valet, he continued jokingly, “I trust you are looking after this ‘son’ of mine well? If Young tells me otherwise, you will never hear the end of it.”

“How could I not look after this beloved boy? He’s like a fluffy kitten. He’s always curious, asking the most inappropriate questions whenever they come to mind. At times, I’ve had to apologize to our company for Young’s inappropriate queries. He’s a handful when it comes to inquisitiveness, but I love him dearly nevertheless.” Andy replied.

Changing the subject, Uncle James inquired, “How are your parents, Andy? The last time we met, you and your dad were not speaking. Have you made amends?”

Shaking his head, my Valet replied sadly, “I’m afraid not, Sir. My father refused to accept my homosexuality, and he does not even acknowledge Young’s

existence. This is what bothers me the most. I cannot respect a man who doesn’t respect and accept the person I love.”

“I’m sorry to hear that, Andy. Many men from my generation or older have a difficult time with the way the younger generation lives. In many cases, it’s out of fear and misunderstanding of homosexuality. That fear drives them to reject gay, lesbian, bisexual and transgender people. Although I’m not putting all the blame on religious indoctrination, in many instances, strict and overzealous religious teachings also breed fanatical clerics who organize ‘witch hunts’ against the GLBT population.

“If a person does not understand the culture or lifestyle of another, he or she often feels threatened by that person’s presence. I’m not only referring to gay men or women, but also to foreign nationalities that are different from their ‘accepted’ cultural way of life. That’s the reason so many insults and prejudiced comments get thrown at people of different nationalities. Many wars are fought due of the fear of the unknown.”

Andy and I listened attentively to my uncle’s words. My lover remarked, “As much as I love my dad, I don’t know how to deal with his small-mindedness. He made it clear to me that unless I turn from my homosexual life and become ‘normal,’ he will never accept me. This will never do for me – I cannot live a life of lies and deceit just to please my father.”

Uncle James shook his head and said with a sigh, “I’m sorry to hear that your relationship with your dad has deteriorated. You know, son, it would not be a bad idea for you to reach out to him. As is often the case, an older a person gets into a set way of life, incapable of accepting new ideas and concepts. Many think they have lived through the prime of their lives and know all the answers. Many people become stuck in a certain time period and

have difficulties keeping pace with the ever-changing world.

“If you want my advice, I suggest you take the initial step to reach out to your dad. Actions speak louder than words. When your father sees you are the same Andy he has loved since the day you were born, and being gay changes nothing, his heart and mind will soften to accepting you back into his life. The healing process takes time, but be the first to reach out to him. He’ll love you for that. You don’t have to give in to his demands. Possibly, with some gentle persuasion from your siblings and mother, he’ll see that his son has grown in strength and spirit.

“Nobody wins when both sides are unwilling to take the first step to reach out to the other. Be a true gentleman, but also be sturdy and firm when talking with your father. Show him you possess inner strength and chivalry. Let him be the judge to see how brave his homosexual son has grown to become – a man of his own.”

Andy responded, “You are so wise, Uncle James. I wish my dad was more like you.”

“In every situation, there are always choices. Choose and tread with courage; then you’ll never regret the path you have selected.” James advised.

“Does that mean I, too, have to reach out to my dad?” I queried.

Giving me a gentle smile, my ‘surrogate dad’ gestured his approval. He continued, “There are basic human principles that we, as civilized human beings, stand by. When your principles are right, you should stand by your beliefs. But that does not mean being unrelentingly stubborn. Listen to the other people’s opinions before comparing your belief system to theirs. You’ll find that there are usually more similarities than differences. Don’t make the mistake of trying to convince them to agree with you; allow them the benefit of the doubt and let them judge

for themselves. Andy, more often than not, they will come around to your way of thinking if and when your actions derive from a genuine source. The universe has a way of rewarding the pure of heart.”

We were both grateful for Uncle James’ advice when the Rolls arrived at the front entrance of Le Gavroche, aptly named after the character Gavroche from Victor Hugo’s novel Les Misérables.

Le Gavroche

As soon as we entered the packed restaurant, Madam Alexis and Monsieur Albert Roux came to greet my uncle, who introduced his protégés to the couple. Madam asked, “Young, your uncle has told me a lot about you. He said you are an incredible artist and an aspiring fashion designer. Which fashion school are you planning to enroll at?”

Her comments caught me by surprise. I did not know how to respond. Instead, my Valet replied on my behalf, “It’s too early to determine that. He still has a few years in boarding school before he’s ripe for college.”

“It’s never too early to plan,” Alexis commented. “I can recommend several excellent fashion schools in London. In fact, one of our guests, who’s here this evening, is a lecturer at one of the prestigious fashion schools in England whom I’d love to introduce to Young.” Turning to me, she continued, “Your dear uncle suggested I recommend a few excellent fashion design schools to you.”

“That would be wonderful, thank you. I’d be delighted to listen to your recommendations.”

“In that case, you’ll have to sit next to me during dinner so we’ll have a chance to talk,” Madam pronounced before proceeding to greet the newly arriving guests.

Conversation with the Ladies

True to her word, I was seated next to Alexis and a lady by the name of Ms. Gay Yates. She was dressed in an electric green outfit with a matching hat and shoes. She was a fashion lecturer at The Harrow College of Technology and Art in London. Throughout dinner, which consisted of several courses, one being the restaurant’s famous Le Caneton Gavroche (whole poached duck in a light consommé served with three sauces, for two) and Omelette Rothschild, Alexis remarked, “Gay, this young chap is planning a career in fashion. His uncle says he’s an excellent sketcher and a talented artist. He has organized fashion shows and designed garments for women in Malaysia and the Middle East. I think he’ll make an excellent student at the Harrow College of Art.”

Ms. Gay smiled and looked me and Andy in the eyes before speaking in her trademark high-pitched sing- song voice, “Really! Both these young men are simply too delicious to eat,” she joked. “Tell me more about yourself, Young.”

I was amused by her happy-go-lucky demeanor and sing-song voice. I remarked humbly, “My uncle and Madam Alexis are too complimentary about my amateurish fashion accomplishments. Although I have designed stage costumes for a couple of musical revues at my father’s nightclub, I can hardly call myself a costume designer. My aunty and cousin did teach me some basic sewing skills. There is much I need to learn in fashion, but I’m very interested in attending fashion school and becoming a professional fashion designer.”

Before I could expand, Gay posed another question, “How did you land a designing position with Arab ladies in the Middle East?”

My Valet quickly jumped in with an answer before I could disclose too much information to the woman, “We are in a foreign student exchange program with the U.A.E.

The women in one of the Arab households where we were stationed learned that Young was well versed in fashion. They asked him to style their wardrobes for their Eid al- Fitr celebration. As a token of appreciation for his excellent work, we accompanied them to Paris during Haute Couture week to visit the designers’ ateliers so Young could experience what it’s like to be a professional fashion designer.”

“Excellent, this is a great starting point. When Young is ready to apply to a British fashion school and he decides to apply to Harrow College of Art, I’ll make sure our principal, Mr. G. Lippmann, considers his application carefully.” Ms. Yates resumed, “Stay in touch with me when you are in London. I’d like to know about this boy’s fashion progress. As educators, we like to encourage students who are genuinely interested in fashion at a young age.

“There are several other excellent schools I’d be happy to recommend to him when he is ready to enroll. Make sure you keep me posted on Young’s educational developments.”

Just then, the restaurant’s notable Soufflé Suissesse (cheese soufflé baked on double cream) arrived at our table. We consumed the scrumptious dinner and dessert to our heart’s content, savoring the French classical delicacies and enjoying the atmosphere at Le Gavroche’s grand opening.
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Côte d’Azur


“Everyone has people in their lives that are gay, lesbian or transgender or bisexual. They may not want to

admit it, but I guarantee they know somebody.”

Billie Jean King



July 2012

Dr. Arius continued to question me during our regular correspondence. He asked, “How did you feel the first time you met Andy at the Kipling Rowing Club boat house? Did he come on to you as soon as you were introduced, or did your chemistry develop over time? What was your impression of him when you were initially acquainted?”

“My dear doctor, I remember that day very clearly. The memory of our first encounter never left my mind after all these years. The first time I saw Andy, he and four other naked rowing-team members were carrying their rowboats to ‘Swan’. His imposing hands and tall, handsome physique stirred a longing within me that I had never felt before. It was love at first sight. As soon as our eyes met, sparks flew between us. I was too young and inexperienced to understand this kind of organic attraction. I was dumbfounded by his kind eyes and charming smile. For reasons unknown to me, I felt that I’d found my soul mate, but at the time, I’d never heard of a soul mate. I only knew I would have a loving relationship with this man, even before we had the 3-way forest rendezvous with Nikee.

“It was more than lust. My emotional stirring was similar to the feeling I had when Walter (my current life partner) and I first met. I just kept thinking, ‘It would be wonderful if he were my boyfriend.’ It wasn’t logic; I just knew he was the one.

“Andy certainly did not come on to me the moment we met. In fact, he was extremely polite when we were introduced. He shook my hand and uttered some pleasantries while staring into my eyes. His gaze never left mine, even though my eyes occasionally strayed to glance at his endowment. I was too mesmerized by his outgoing ruggedness. That was what attracted me to him.

“Although he did not show any outward physical attraction to me, our magnetism drew us together. I guess he knew I was charmed by him, since he was already trained in the art of sensuality and sexuality, before I was inducted into E.R.O.S. He taught me the art of loving.

“I was too naive to understand the attraction we both felt. I thought Andy was just being his friendly self, since he behaved similarly around his friends and acquaintances. The occasional chance meeting we had at our school was always pleasant, cordial and courteous even though his gaze seldom left my eyes. His beautiful, piercing eyes have a way of stripping me naked. More often than not, I was the first to look away.

“My infatuation for Andy developed after
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