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Tübingen, Stuttgart, Rottenburg am Neckar, Nuremberg, Vaduz, Füssen. Switzerland – Lucerne.

Abu Dhabi, The SEKHEM Household. Italy, Rome. France, Paris.

"A journey of a thousand miles must begin with single step." Chinese Proverb

“Love and magic have a great deal in common. They enrich the soul, delight the heart, and they both take practice.” Nora Roberts

“The great difference between voyages rests not in ships but in the people you meet on them.” Amelia Barr

“Security is mostly a superstition. It doesn’t exist in nature, nor do the children of men as a whole experience it. Avoiding danger is no safer in the long run than outright exposure. Life is either a daring adventure, or nothing.” Helen Keller

“As for me, to love you alone, to make you happy, to do nothing which would contradict your wishes, this is my destiny and the meaning of my life.” Napoleon Bonaparte

“Your time on earth is limited; don’t waste it living someone else’s life. Don’t be trapped by dogma, which is living the result of the other people’s thinking. Don’t let the noise of other’s opinion drowned your own inner voice. And most important, have the courage to follow your heart and intuition, they somehow already know what you truly want to become. Everything else is secondary.” Steve Jobs

“Love is like the wild-rose briar; friendship is like the holly-tree. The holly is dark when the rose briar blooms, but which will bloom most constantly?” Emily Bronte

“Your task is not to seek for love, but merely to seek and find all the barriers within yourself that you have built against it.” Jalal Rumi

“To love for the sake of being loved is human, but to love for the sake of loving is angelic.” Alphonse De Lamartine

“Mentoring is a brain to pick, an ear to listen and a push in the right direction.” John Crosby

“You cannot do a kindness too soon, for you never know how soon it will be too late.” Ralph Waldo Emerson

“Every soul innately yearns for stillness, for a space, a garden where we can till, sow, reap, and rest, and by doing so come to a deeper sense of self and our place in the universe. Silence is not an absence but presence. Not an emptiness but repletion. A filling up.” Anne Le Claire

“Today a man discovered gold and fame, another flew the stormy seas; another set an unarmed world aflame, one found the germ of a disease. But what high fates my path attend for I-today-I found a friend.” Helen Barker Parker

“Passion makes the old medicine new: passion lops of the bough of weariness. Passion is the elixir that renews: how can there be weariness when passion is present? Oh, don’t sigh heavily from fatigue: seek passion, seek passion, and seek passion!” Rumi

“Knowledge has to be improved, challenged, and increased constantly, or it vanishes.” Peter F. Drucker (1909-2005)

“A wise boy kisses but doesn’t love, listens but doesn’t believe, and leaves before he is left.” Bernard Tristan Foong

“The three great essentials to achieve anything worthwhile are: hard work, stick-to-itiveness and common sense.” Thomas A. Edison

“There is never a time or place for true love. It happens accidentally, in a heartbeat, in a single flashing, throbbing moment.” Sarah Dessen

“In every art beginners must start with models of those who have practiced the same art before them. And it is not only a matter of looking at the drawings, paintings, musical compositions, and poems that have been and are being created; it is a matter of being drawn into the individual work of art, of realizing that it has been made by a real human being, and trying to discover the secret of its creation.” Ruth Whitman

“Thinking is easy, acting is difficult, and to put one’s thoughts into action is the most difficult thing in the world.” Johann Wolfgang Von Goethe

“Have you ever been in love? Horrible isn’t it? It makes you so vulnerable. It opens your chest and it opens up your heart and it means that someone can get inside you and mess you up.” Neil Gaiman

“There are only two ways to live your life. One is as though nothing is a miracle. The other is as though everything is a miracle.” Albert Einstein

“If I cannot brag of knowing something, then I brag of not knowing it, at any rate, brag.” Ralph Waldo Emerson

“All human actions have one or more of these seven causes: chance, nature, compulsions, habit, reason, passion and Desire.” Aristotle

“Life does not consist mainly, or even largely, of facts and happenings. It consists mainly of the storm of thought that is forever flowing through one’s head.” Mark Twain

“I think I would rather possess eyes that know no sight, ears that know no sound, hands that know no touch than a heart that knows no love.” Bernard Tristan Foong

“Our humanity is a poor thing, except for the divinity that stirs within us.” Francis Bacon

“Knowledge is like climbing a mountain. The higher you reach the more you can see and appreciate.” Bernard Tristan Foong

“Knowledge is proud that it knows so much; wisdom is humble that it knows no more.” William Cowper

“Tie me up, tie me down, tie me front, tie me back, tie me left, tie me right, bind me eyes, gag me mouth, now, I’m fucking yours to keep.” Bernard Tristan Foong

Part Four The United Arab Emirates, Abu Dhabi, The SEKHAM Household. Italy, Rome. France, Paris.

“Once in a while, right in the middle of an ordinary life, love gives us a fairy tale. Or does it?” Bernard Tristan Foong

“Bachelors know more about women than married men: If they didn’t, they’d be married too.” H. L. Mencken

“A man marries to have a home, some to further their social and aristocratic standing, but also because they don’t want to be bothered with sex and all that sort of thing.” W. Somerset Maugham

“For me, this summer will be pure gray, 50 Shades of Grey. To me, this is the big statement for this summer. Then we have 101 shades of Arabian pink, from ‘Initiation’ Pink to ‘Unbridled’ Pink. To me, these are fashion statements for all seasons.” Bernard Tristan Foong

“I embrace emerging experience. I participate indiscovery. I am a butterfly. I am not a butterfly collector. I want the experience of the butterfly.” William Stafford

“I’ve had an exciting time; I married for love and got a lot of money along with it.” Rose Kennedy

“It is only shallow people who do not judge by appearances. The true mystery of the world is the visible, not the invisible.” Oscar Wilde

“Sex was like Disneyland to him: an allotment of organized wonders and legal mischief.” Martin Amis

“The most precious jewels are not made of stone, but of flesh.” Robert Ludlum

“Love and kindness are never wasted. They always make a difference. They bless the one who receives them, and they bless you, the giver.” Barbara de Angelis

“I love you when you bow in your mosque, kneel in your temple, pray in your church. For you and I are sons of one religion, and it is the Spirit.” Khalil Gibran

“I believe that one defines oneself by reinvention. To not be like your parents. To not be like your friends. To be yourself. To cut yourself out of stone.” Henry Rollins

Part Five United States – Nevada, Las Vegas, Arizona, Grand Canyon, California, Los Angeles.

“Things are in their essence what we choose to make them. A thing is, according to the mode in which one looks at it.” Oscar Wilde

“Nature is at work. Character and destiny are her handiwork. She gives us love and hate, jealousy and reverence. All that is ours is the power to choose which impulse we shall follow.” David Seabury

“We are not human beings having a spiritual experience. We are spiritual beings having a human experience.” Pierre Teilhard de Chardin

“The natural man has only two primal passions, to get and beget.” William Osier

“Animals are reliable, many full of love, true in their affections, predictable in their actions, grateful and loyal. Difficult standards for people to live up to.” Alfred A. Momtapert

“I asked God for a minute and he gave me a day. I asked God for a flower and he gave me a bouquet. I asked God for love and he gave me that too. I asked God for an angel and he gave me himself. YOU!” Bernard Tristan Foong

“I believe that imagination is stronger than knowledge. That myth is more potent than history. That dreams are more powerful than facts. That hope always triumphs over experience. That laughter is the only cure for grief. And I believe that love is stronger than death.” Robert Fulghum

“Christian virtues unite men. Racism and sexism separates them.” Sargent Shirver

“To a great experience one thing is essential; an experiencing nature.” Walter Bagehot

“Playboy was a wonderful experience and a great opportunity for me.” Rita Mero

“They were concerned about the racial issue. They thought it was not a safe issue to go Asian, unfortunately.” Lucy Liu

“Do not be too timid and squeamish about your actions. All life is an experience.” Ralph Waldo Emerson

“Muslims have a very bad attitude toward homosexuality: they are very tolerant.” Pim Fortuyn

“The only way to get rid of a temptation is to yield to it. Resist it and your soul grows sick with longing for the things it has forbidden to itself.” Oscar Wilde

“Motives and purposes are in the brain and heart of man. Consequences are in the world of fact.” Henry Geaye

“The big difference between sex for money and sex for free is that sex for money usually costs a lot less.” Brendan Francis

“Sometimes when one person is missing, the whole world seems depopulated.” Bernard Tristan Foong

“Experience is not what happens to a man. It is what a man does with what happens to him.” Aldous Huxley

“There is no such thing as a moral or an immoral book. Books are well written or badly written.” Oscar Wilde
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This book is dedicated to ‘big brothers’, ‘big sisters’, mentors and guardians around the world.




“They (teenagers) don’t really listen to speeches or talks. They absorb incrementally, through hours and hours of observation.”




- Rob Lowe
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In the process of writing A Harem Boy Saga - Initiation, a veil of curiosity shadowed me; I continued to ponder to Andy’s whereabouts. It had been forty two years since I had last connected with my ex-lover. I had moved on with life, and with it my numerous fashion adventures had kept me busy throughout the years. Although our separation was mutual, it had been an extremely difficult decision for us (especially when we know we are soul mates in our present and past lives). As much as I welcomed the idea of being Andy’s life partner living in New Zealand, foregoing my fashion ambition at 18 was too heavy a sacrifice. I couldn’t live in the shadow of a passionate bridge-building engineer, especially when destiny called me to be a fashion designer since six years of age. In order for our individual ambitions to take flight, we had to separate, letting love pass. I am sure fate will unite us, if we truly are to be inseparable.

Sparks to locate Andy is within my soul with each passing day, since writing A Harem Boy’s Saga; yet, within my being, I continue to be unsure if the time is ripe for us to reunite. I am in a loving relationship with Walter Bissett, a delightfully  understanding  and  spiritually  enlightened gentleman of panache and integrity. We have been together for 16 years. Our love continues to grow with every passing day. Is it wise to rekindle a previous love relationship while living in the loving presence of another? I don’t know the
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answer but I am curious and inquisitive to know what happened to my beloved Andy.
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"A journey of a thousand miles must begin with single step." Chinese Proverb
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January 2012

As I sat on my computer, formulating the outline for Book II and sorting through a box of old photographs of handsome Andy, thoughts of finding my ex-lover raced through my mind incessantly. Should I take a chance and locate this man on Facebook or should I let the past settle into distant memories? What should I do? I typed my Valet’s name into the social networking site. Curiosity got the better of me. With trembling fingers, I scoured the search engine. A few seconds after typing Andy's name, a number of corresponding profiles appeared on the screen next to some portraiture, while others on the list had each individual person's descriptions. I ventured down the list, looking at the profiles and photographs which might match the description of my soul mate. Throughout the exercise I felt the urge to withdraw, yet my fingers continued scrolling down the page. My search for Andrew Samson Finckenstein had begun.

––––––––
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Das Jagdhaus (The Cabin)

I remember the photograph well, Andy in his red and black wool flannel bathrobe. We had just stepped out of a warmth bath at Ludwig and Oberon’s rented cabin in the outskirts of Tübingen after the professor had collected Andy
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and me at the train station. We had flown from Heathrow to Stuttgart Echterdingen Airport before hopping onto a train to Tübingen for the start of our 1966 Christmas vacation in Germany and Switzerland. Ludwig, driving a brand new Jaguar Mark X (a gift from his wealthy Bedouin father for obtaining his professorship position at the prestigious Tübingen University), was waiting for us at the station. It was early evening and Oberon, Ludwig's partner was at Das Jagdhaus (The Cabin) preparing a delicious dinner for Ludwig, Andy and me. Being a superb cook, he had painstakingly prepared a scrumptious meal for us before we ventured into the nearby woods behind their cabin for an after dinner stroll. It had been snowing heavily the last few days in Tübingen, and the grounds were covered with a thick blanket of glimmering white. It was three days before my birthday, and I had never seen so much snow in my adolescent life; I was mesmerized by the beauty and quietness of this winter landscape as we went exploring.

Inside Das Jagdhaus

Entering Das Jagdhaus, I was greeted by the immense coziness of the lodge. Warmly-lit fireplaces invited us into every room. The cabin resembled a fairytale storybook cottage where Goldilocks and the Three Bears could live happily and comfortably together. I felt like Goldilocks with Ludwig, Oberon and Andy masquerading as the 3 bears. We sat down to a deliciously cooked meal and finished dinner with Griessbrei for dessert, specially crafted by Oberon's expert culinary hands. The wooden floors were strewn with an assortment of fur rugs, welcoming Andy and me with a generous dose of German hospitality. In a corner of the living room sat a freshly cut 6 ft. tall Christmas tree, decorated with an abundance of fairy lights. Beneath the pretty pine was Buff, a large, friendly Great Dane lying next to several beautifully wrapped gifts. As soon as Buff saw us, he rushed to our welcome with licks and kisses. He was


Young 15




A Harem Boy’s Saga II: UnbridledA Harem Boy’s Saga II: Unbridled



extremely delighted to have visitors fawning over his lovely doggy self, and before long we became best buddies.

A Walk on the Wild Side

After dinner, we strolled into the woods because I wanted to experience the winter scenery. With the glow of the evening sun casting an enchanting spell within the thick forest, Andy and the boys chatted. I decided to trail a short distance behind and explore the beauty of the serene landscape. I had never been inside a German forest, and was curious to experience everything within this white winter wonderland. Observing a nibbling and scratching squirrel a few yards away, I was curious to see what this furry animal was doing. I stopped to observe its actions. Burying its tiny head in the snow, the squirrel emerged with a pine nut in each paw. Knowing it was being watched, the animal scrambled in the direction of a tall tree, turning to see if I would follow. Curious to see where the squirrel was heading, I followed quietly. This little fellow was as inquisitive as I, stopping every few seconds to stare at its stalker, challenging me to continue. Before long, I had lost my friends but I was determined to follow the animal wondering where it would lead me? Before the squirrel disappeared up a tree, I noticed a fire burning in a clearing, but did not see anyone present at the camp site. I drew close to the fire for warmth, and four rugged-looking men in ragged clothes suddenly jumped out of the shadows towards me, looking horrifyingly menacing and dangerous. I got on my feet to run when one of the heavy-set men cornered me. Speaking in German, he commanded, "Wer sind Sie? Was tun Sie hier (Who are you? What are you doing here)?”

Since I did not speak or understand German, I did not answer. I started to run when one of his mates shouted at me, "Halten Sie an (Stop)!” I continued running, and before he could finish his sentence, one of his mates had pounced, pinning me
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to the snow; he called to his mates, “Er sieht reich aus, wollen wir nehmen, dass er hat (He looks rich, let's take what he has)!"

––––––––
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Scared To Death

Sensing imminent danger, I was scared and I knew I had to escape. Struggling to get free, the man who threw me to the ground forced my hands behind my back while one of the ruffians threw his friend a leather belt to bind my wrists. Fearful images of the bullying gang of four from my primary school rushed to the forefront of my mind, and I was afraid that I would be molested and possibly raped by these villains. As I struggled desperately to loosen from the man’s grip, his friends joined him and pinned me down brutally, forcing me into submission. Covered with snow, I wriggled crazily.

I was screaming, "Help! Somebody help me!" One of the thugs had cupped his filthy hands over my mouth to muffle my cries. Pointing a knife at me, the bully threatened to mutilate my face if I continued to scream. I was a frightened rabbit with thoughts of death looming large on my mind. Wiggling and kicking with all my strength, memories of the school bullies flashed across my eyes, reminding me that these men will kill if I didn't do as they commanded. No way could I escape their hurtful grip. My captors had already tied my wrists, gagged me with a piece of cloth in my mouth, and bound my ankles securely so I could not scream, run or escape. I was in a state of terror by the time these men turned me around, pushing me roughly against a tree. I didn't care if they robbed me; they could take whatever I had! My greatest fear was being raped and be murdered under their brutal hands. Searching my pockets, they found nothing since I carried no money or valuables. They decided to strip my clothing and boots, leaving me to freeze. I was in complete agony and completely petrified! Oh no! I thought; I am going to be raped by these villains! My heart was thumping hard and fast; I was

––––––––
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desperately trying to struggle away from their rough, prying hands.

––––––––
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Petrified

Terrified, I began to sob. The leader of the pack pulled at my hair and spoke in a rough voice, "Was tun duim Wald allein achts (What are you doing in the woods alone at night)?"

At the time, I had no idea what he was saying, so I kept quiet while my heart thumped with fear. I was desperately trying to figure out an escape route from these bullying gypsy vagabonds.

Just then I heard a gunshot. The robbers stared at each other in bewilderment, wondering if they should stay or scramble. Another shot fired; this time, the sound was closer. From the corner of my eyes I saw a Great Dane rushing out of the woods towards the clearing, launching at one of the thugs when several figures came running towards the campfire.

My captors scattered, disappearing as fast as they could with my clothes and shoes into the darkness as Buff chased them and gnarled at their heels. I sat stunned, watching the scenario unfold in slow motion. Ludwig, Oberon and Andy were rushing towards me to untie the hurtful bonds. Seeing me naked, my Valet took off his fur jacket immediately to shield me from the freezing temperature. I was like a scared and startled faun as my lover carried my limp body, holding me tightly against his chest as tears streamed down my face. He was here to carry me back to Das Jagdhaus.

Ludwig and Oberon had brought a hand gun into the woods, knowing it to be dangerous at night with salacious gypsy vagabonds lurking to rob naïve and innocent prey. I owned my saviors 3 huge favors (which I repaid handsomely during the course of my stay in Germany and Switzerland).

––––––––
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A Moment in Time

“A truth spoken before its time is dangerous.” Greek Proverb



Surprisingly it was my delightful partner, Walter who spearheaded my search for Andy. Throughout the course of writing Book 1 – Initiation, Walter had been following my autobiographical story, querying me about Andy constantly.

“What happened to lover boy?” He would ask? “Where is your Valet now?” He would ask curiously. Since I could not provide my partner with answers, I told him truthfully, “I have absolutely no idea where or what happened to my beloved Andy. I don’t know.”

During one of our conversations, Walter suggested I initiate the search for my ex-lover, after we separated in 1970. I resisted the idea – in the past, I had found it best to let sleeping dogs lie. It is often the case, the person whom I hold near and dear do not conform to my expectations when we meet again many years later. Our cherished moments had dissipated,  run  their  course  and  dissolved  into  the unconsciousness of time. Often both parties have changed, grown apart and moved forward, or, in some cases, backward to separate pastures (be they greener or otherwise). To me, re-living the past often brought disastrous results and heartaches. Personally, I would prefer to remember those cherished relationships as moments of passionate pleasures instead of recreating the glories of the past in the now. I prefer to remember Andy as he was between the years of 1966 and 1970.

––––––––
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Searching For Andy – January 2012

Under Mr. Bissett’s relentless urging, I scrolled down the Facebook profiles that resembled my soulmate’s description. Five candidates came close to his profile but none resided in New Zealand except one: a Mr. Andy S. Finckinstene, 62, construction engineer living in Wellington. There was a retired Andrew Samson Finckenstein 66 years old from Newport, Oregon, U.S.A.; a 3rd gentleman Dr. A. S. Finckenstein aged 63 residing in Frankfurt, Germany and the 4th, a Mr. Andre Samsun Finckensteen, 64, living in Perth, Australia. Last but not least the 5th man by the name of Dr. Andee Finckeenstein was a 66-year-old retiree stationed in Phuket, Thailand. Scratching my head, I wondered which of these five is Andy? Should I try solving this riddle, or should I pass the search baton to Mr. Bissett since it was his idea to locate Andy, not mine?

Looking at the profiles of these candidates, I couldn’t help but remember Uncle James’ valuable advice when we met in London before my 1966 Christmas vacation with my Valet to Tübingen, Germany.

––––––––
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The Ritz London

I had recently returned from Paris from the Haute Couture fashion shows with the Kosk ladies. Before long, I was on the ferry and train to London from Daltonbury Hall to spend 3 days at Uncle James’ residence during my Christmas break. I was sad to leave Oscar and sadder to leave Andy even though we would see each other in a span of few days, before flying to visit the two professors, Ludwig and Oberon, at Tübingen, Germany.

I was delighted to see my guardian and to have him with me. The following day Uncle James suggested having Afternoon Tea at a special restaurant I had not been to before. His chauffeur
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drove towards Piccadilly and arrived at a luxurious 5 star hotel, aptly named The Ritz. The grandeur of The Ritz reminded me of the Singapore Raffles Hotel and The Savoy at the Strand; high ceiling interiors trimmed ornately with gold awnings around the periphery welcomed us into the hotel. I could smell the sophistication of this grand dame the moment I stepped through its front doors. Memories of enjoying High Tea at Raffles’ Tiffin with Mother came flooding to my mind.

––––––––
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Conversation with Uncle James

After we sat and ordered, James inquired, “Every time I see you, you grow more into your own. How are you doing, my boy?”

I replied happily, “I’m well and enjoying everything life is offering. I’m glad I decided to take up the scholarship and have absolutely no regrets joining E.R.O.S.”

“Good, that’s wonderful to hear. I know you will do well in their various programs. I haven’t seen you for 4 months; tell me all that transpired since our last meeting.” Uncle James smiled delightfully. “I don’t know where to begin; so much has happened over these past months. I can’t remember everything; but I know I’m having a

great time and learning a great many things along the way. “I do have some questions for you.” I replied happily.

My guardian smilingly said, “What questions do you have that your Valet or professors cannot answer? Tell me and I will do my best to fill in the gaps.”

With that encouragement, I related to James everything that had happened during the course of the past four months, beginning from my acceptance into the student exchange program to my initiation into E.R.O.S., my education at the Bahriji School, to my experiences at the Kosk. Last but not least, I discussed my field trips to Florence, Venice, Tuscany and Paris. I also told of my loving relationship with Andy.

My guardian listened attentively before responding, “Andy sounds like a wonderful person. You’ll have to invite your Valet to
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stay with us in London. I would like to meet him, since you are so fond of him and he is infatuated with you. Young, I want you to be happy; you are like my adopted son.”

“Thank You Uncle James. I adore you!” I was moved by my guardian’s kindness and acceptance of my sexual preference, and I was deeply grateful that Mother had handed James the task of being my mentor and guardian.

During our conversation, I asked my uncle further details about E.R.O.S. Looking about him, he said, “There are many things you will learn and discover throughout your journey at the various Arab Households. Each harem is unique and you’ll be expected to perform different duties. My advice to you: tread with caution. Andy, your Valet, will make sure you are protected and looked after. An important aspect – you must be mindful, to reveal none of your E.R.O.S. experiences to anyone.”

Out of curiosity I questioned, “Why is everything about E.R.O.S. so secretive?”

With a sigh my uncle replied, “Many people don’t understand the nature of this society, and most will consider this program an unorthodox method of teaching our young. The enlightened, whose worldviews are accepting and open-minded, will understand the educational system that E.R.O.S. is offering. Unfortunately, majority of people are neither sophisticated nor sufficiently accepting to view our society’s methods as positive educational tools for young people like you and Andy.

“There are many people who are afraid of homosexuals, blacks or any minority groups that are different. Personal beliefs or cultural practices that don’t conform to regular accepted practices or behaviors are often considered a threat to our so-called ‘advanced civilization.’ My advice to you, Young: “A truth spoken before its time is dangerous.” Although our society is changing, the level of sophistication, understanding and acceptance in the ways of other cultures are not in keeping with the Ancient methods of adolescent mentorship, which have been pushed underground in the name of
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progress. E.R.O.S. members must proceed with caution until the correct moment in history presents itself to again and apply our methods of education as accepted norm in our common culture.”

––––––––
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Mr. Koo and Janet

As I was taking mental notes of Uncle James’ advice, an Asian couple entered the restaurant, noticed my guardian and waved to him. James proceeded to greet them before introducing  me  to  David  Koo,  a  banking  business acquaintance of my uncle, and his lovely girlfriend Janet Fonda, who were in London on vacation. Thus, my conversation with my guardian terminated when the lovely couple joined our table.

Mr. Koo was a senior executive at the Hong Kong & Shanghai Banking Corporation and Janet was involved in her family’s entertainment business. Many years later, when I was teaching at the fashion department in the Hong Kong Polytechnic (now a University), I had the privilege to design Janet’s wedding ensemble for her marriage to a well-known Hong Kong television and movie producer.
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London, Winter 1966

Spending time with Uncle James was wonderful; I learned plenty about the Enlightened Royal Oracle Society as well as about my guardian’s life. James had spent time in several Middle Eastern Households from mid-1920s to early 1930. He related many of his harem experiences with the various Household women and the occasional male whom he serviced. It was a vastly different world in the 20s and there were many perils and dangers; yet he gained an abundance of valuable experiences throughout the course of his adolescent years as an E.R.O.S. member. When he met my mother on the RMS Queen Mary, she had mentioned about my effeminacy
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and my negative relationship with my dad. James suggested for her to enroll me into Daltonbury Hall, secretly hoping I would be selected for E.R.O.S. He believed the scholarship student exchange program would assist me in finding my life’s path. And Uncle James was correct, I did find many loving families away from home together with an abundance of love along my harem way.

I am extremely grateful to Mother in heeding Uncle James’ advice by enrolling me into Daltonbury Hall instead of subjecting me to Father’s wishes to enroll me into a quack experimental homosexual reform institution which would undoubtedly have forced me to change my effeminate behavior to become a ‘normal’ dude. Most likely, had I entered one of these reform establishments, my experiences would have been devastating, making me into a depressed, suicidal person for the rest of my life. My heart reaches out to the unlucky boys whose parents knew no better.

Thank you, dear Mother, for standing your ground, insisting I enter Daltonbury Hall. With the fine assistance of Sir James R. Pinkerton, I had grown unscathed and unscarred into adulthood, finding my voice and enjoying an artistically fashionable career to this day.

The day I received the devastating news of Uncle James’ passing in June 1980, a terrible sense of loss washed over me for my enlightened guardian, an amazing gentleman of honor, integrity and godliness. His mentorship is greatly missed. The amazing times we spent together will continue to live within my heart forever.


Thank You, Sir James R. Pinkerton, Thank You Sir!
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Love Letters from

the Heart
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“Love and magic have a great deal in common. They enrich the soul, delight the heart, and they both take practice.” Nora Roberts
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January 2012

After much thought, I decided to compose a generic letter to send the five Facebook gentlemen whom Walter, my life partner had suggested I contact. The written content:


Dear Sir,


I hope this message finds you well. You may or may not know me. I decided to write to you because many years ago I lost touch with a very dear and intimate friend, who shares a similar name as your good self. The last time we met was in London, England in the summer of 1970. I was then in my late teens and Andy, my friend was 22. I had recently been accepted into the Belfast College of Art & Design, Northern Ireland to commence my 1st year of Foundation Art studies while Andy was on his way to Christchurch, New Zealand to further his engineering studies at the University of Canterbury. He was my ‘Big Brother’ when we were stationed in the United Arab Emirates for a period of 4 years (1966 to 1970) and shared many wonderful times together.

It has been 39 years since we connected. If you are the Andy I am hoping to locate and might consider renewing our long lost friendship, please contact me through my Facebook page or at this email address...I will be delighted to reconnect and renew our
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friendship. Andy has been on my mind throughout the years and I miss the delightful times we shared. I look forward to your response.


Sincerely and my best wishes! Young,

Alias Bernard Foong. (Fashion Designer)


With a click on my mouse, the message went to these 5 candidates; while I waited with bated breath for the universe to bring forth the results. As I read through the contents of my message, my mind drifted to the winter of 1966, the day after my attack in the woods by the gypsy thugs...

A Loving Liaison

Oscar, my temporary ‘big brother’ had spent the night with me before my departure to London and Europe. It had been a sad parting since we disliked the thought of not seeing each other for the next few weeks. We did our best to keep ourselves in good spirits when we said our goodbyes the following morning. As much as Oscar did not welcome the idea of spending our holidays separately and me going with my Valet, he donned a brave face and wished me an enjoyable vacation; reminding us that I would be on his mind throughout our time apart. As much as I wanted to spend the holidays with Oscar, I had responsibilities to fulfill: spending a little time in London with Uncle James and the rest of the two and half weeks with Andy, and visiting our professor friends, Ludwig and Oberon, in Baden Württemberg, Germany. I had also promised Andy to visit his parents in Vaduz, on Christmas and Boxing Day.

The evening after my saviors rescued me from the horrific clutches of the robbers, we had spent the night sleeping together on the same bed. None of my 3 ‘bears’ wanted me alone. I was petrified during the frightening assault and was glad my protectors were next to me on either side as if they were guarding a precious jewel. Andy had washed and
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cleaned me in a hot bath before wrapping his cozy red and black checked flannel bathrobe around my shivering body. He tucked me between Ludwig, Oberon and him in the king-size bed. Sandwiched between my 3 sexy ‘bears,’ their warmth radiating from their naked bodies, I felt safe. Wrapped in Andy’s hairy chest a peaceful loving sensation fell across my tired eyes before sensual and sexual thoughts began drifting through my mind. The evening’s excitements were too terrifying and I was lucky to be saved by these 3 hunky angels now keeping watch, holding and caring for my safety. Their masculinity aroused as I held tightly onto my lover while his intoxicating scent drifted up my nostrils. Before long my Valet had lowered his face to mine, gently kissing my longing lips and desiring mouth. Surrendering to his loving touch, I was grateful for his protection.

Oberon lay against my back, his muscular hands wrapped around my slender waist, and his palms began inching towards my throbbing erection. His blonde pubic hair gliding against my backside, I couldn’t resist tilting my lower back towards my rescuer’s groin, his erection sliding against my opening. Feeling his breath on the back of my neck, he stuck his tongue out and lapped at my ear lobes. The erotic sensations were too tantalizing for the three of us. Turning on my back, I offered access to Oberon’s wet lips, nibbling on my ears. Moving slowly down my left nipple the blonde angel munched, licked and ate at my tiny nob until it resembled a little ripe cheery on top of a delicious cake.

Andy, imitating the blonde’s actions on my other side, caused me to moan in rapturous ecstasies in the quiet night. Ludwig, having lowered himself between my legs, was busy lapping, eating and nibbling at my globes before plunging his mouth on my straining erection. Delighted to repay my saviors, I gave myself willingly to their loving caresses. That night, the ‘bears’ and I took turns making love with each other, happily surrendering to each other’s tantalizing touches, not wanting
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these ecstatic sensations to end. We copulated many times over until the wee hours before succumbing to sleep in each other’s embrace. I was indeed the luckiest boy at Das Jagdhaus that winter’s evening.

––––––––
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Showering Together

We did not leave the comfort of the bed until late afternoon. The beauty of our endless lovemaking was too invigorating to get out of bed into the cold of Tübingen city for nourishment. But our tummies needed feeding, so we reluctantly left the comfort of the King and showered together under a blanket of warm tinkling water in our host’s spacious bathroom. The closeness of our nakedness was too irresistible for us not to make love again. The entanglements of our body parts too titillating to forgo another intimate session, and we continued where we left off on the King.

It seems I could never repay my saviors enough. Longing to please every part of their enticing bodies, I went to town sucking and suckling their engorged ‘lollipops,’ which were pointing at my face. Each mouthful was as yummy as the next. We took turns wrapping our lips and mouths on each other’s length, savoring every drop of our oozing liquid while warm aqua rained down our dripping heads. None of us wanted these intoxicating simulations to end as we rotated in front of each other, savoring the human ‘bratwurst’ delicacies offered us. Leaning against the shower wall, I gave myself to my angels; tilting my longing sex towards their engorged organs as they mounted their faun with passionate devotions. Before long they were sowing their juicy seeds within my sweet offering. I wanted them, I needed them and I loved them; I was eager to reward my heroes with love and gratitude for their unwavering grace.

––––––––
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At Weinstube Forelle

By the time we got into Oberon’s candy-apple red 1966 Mercedes Benz W110, we were famished. Andy and I had situated ourselves warmly at the back of the vehicle as we drove to Weinstube Forelle, a historical German restaurant in old Tübingen city for a scrumptious Gulaschsuppe (Goulash soup) and Knackwurst w/krauf meal, followed by a delicious Apfelstrudel (Apple Strudel) dessert.


Over brunch, Andy inquired, “When does ChocolART start? Ludwig replied wickedly, “It starts tomorrow. There will be


plenty to do and lots of sweet delicacies to eat! It’s an all you can eat buffet.” He was licking his lips; already planning our erotic liaisons for when we returned to the cabin.

Oberon chimed in adding flavor to his lover’s naughty remarks, “By the end of the festival, you guys will be so full, and you’ll not want to get out of bed.”


“You two have everything planned, haven’t you?” Andy joked. Ludwig laughingly continued, “Tomorrow we’ll go to town


for brunch and do some sightseeing before proceeding to the ChocolART Festival. How does that sound?”

“Fabulous!” I chirped, “That sounds absolutely delicious. Everything is so sex-citing. What are we doing after brunch?”

Both hosts and Andy laughed at my childish exuberance before Oberon spoke, “Well, young man, you’ll have to wait and see. Whatever we are doing will be very sex-citing,” he continued laughing.

By now their contagious laughter had me in stitches, amused at my own childish naiveté.

Our scrumptious food arrived and I gobbled everything before me. Ravished from our excessive lovemaking, I was game to paint Tübingen red.
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Love Letter from the Heart

After the delicious meal, Ludwig suggested we visit the Eberhard Karls University where he and Oberon taught. The campus consisted of several outlying buildings; some were located in the old town while other faculties were on campus. As the two professors showed us the institution, I reached into my shoulder bag to locate my camera for some photo-ops. Instead I found an envelope tucked between my camera and a book. Since I didn’t want to open the letter in front of my friends, I waited, suspecting the letter to be from Oscar. At Ludwig’s office, while they were busy chatting, I excused myself to the rest facility. Inside a locked stall, I peeled open the envelope and a sparkling Christmas card emerged. It read:


Young, my dearest boy,


I miss you terribly. Life isn’t the same without you. By the time you open this card, you will be in Germany and I in Scotland. I wish I could spend Christmas and New Year with you, Andy and your friends. It would be fun! Unfortunately my parents required my presence during the holiday season, leaving me little choice but home in Edinburgh with family. I look forward to seeing you at Daltonbury Hall in a couple of weeks, holding, caressing and making love to you again. Your sexy groans never fail to excite my horny self and I’m a selfish lover. I hope you are thinking of me daily. Be safe and have a wonderful Christmas and a Happy New Year!


Love and kisses to my teddy bear! Yours Truly,

Oscar.


How could I not fall in love with my angelic BB when he wrote so romantically? We were playing an emotionally dangerous game and I felt terribly guilty not telling Andy the truth about my affair with this deliriously loving beau.

––––––––
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Lots Of ChocolARTs

For Me To Eat

“You have to see the sex act comically, as a child.” W. H. Auden



January 2012

Two days after I sent the five messages, I received a reply from Mr. André Samsun Finckensteen, 64, currently living in Perth, Australia. Since there was no photograph of him posted on his Facebook page, I didn’t have a clue how he looked. He wrote:


Hello Young,


I am not sure if I am your intimate friend you are trying to reconnect but I would like to renew our friendship. If I recall correctly we met many years ago at a chocolate festival in Europe. Please email me at...and we can discuss further.


Regards,

André, otherwise known as Samsun (when we met).


I was surprised to receive this response and couldn’t help wondering who this person was. Instead of replying immediately, I left the message for a couple of days. Throughout the course of two days, I racked my brain to remember if I had met an André at a chocolate festival in Europe? There were a number of chocolate events I had attended over the years and wasn’t sure at which festival I had met this person or if I had ever met André at all. As I sat contemplating, memories of my first Tübingen ChocolART Festival came sweeping across my mind.

––––––––
[image: ]



Young 31




A Harem Boy’s Saga II: UnbridledA Harem Boy’s Saga II: Unbridled



––––––––
[image: ]


At The Concert

December 6th 1966 was a beautiful winter’s day at Tübingen as my 3 friends and I journeyed towards Hollderlin Tower. Back then, a section of the tower was designated to showcase cultural exhibitions and concert performances while the ground floor of the building was used by the Hölderlin Society. The tower was also an office while a lower room was designated as Mr. Hölderlin’s Room (a miniature museum).

Oberon had bought us tickets for a matinee concert of Mozart’s Die Zauberflote, which was performed at the tower that day. I had never been to a life concert and was excited for an opportunity to attend a masterwork, within a historical setting. When we arrived at the auditorium, a small crowd had gathered. While Ludwig and Oberon greeted people they knew, Carol and his fiancé Finny came over to acknowledge our hosts. Introducing us, our friends informed the couple that Andy and I were visiting from England. Before the concert was over, we had received a dinner invitation from our acquaintances at their apartment the following evening. They had also invited several guests and a lesbian couple to celebrate the holiday season. We were delighted to accept their invitation.

Tübingen ChocolART Festival

The annual Tübingen ChocolART Festival, known to the world as the premiere chocolate event, was held at the old town center. In the winter of 1966, unlike today, there were more chocolate retailers than wholesalers marketing their cocoa products at the fair. But this did not derail the event’s homey, festive atmosphere and the exquisite taste of hand crafted chocolates offered by the vendors. To me, these artistic delicacies were more enticing to look at than our mass-produced 21st century commercialized products were. Like many public festivals, this one had street performers,
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musicians and a great variety of activities to see and do. As the name ChocolART suggest; anything and everything to do with chocolates was represented. There were tents selling different brands of chocolates, enclosed booths set up within buildings offering chocolate messages, facials, body rubs, manicures and pedicures. Chocolate sculptures, chocolate body painting, chocolate cooking and eating contests, together with chocolate seminars, lectures, and talks were held at this expo.

There was also a Chocolate Theatre Production by the name of Chocohaar; resembling the rock musical production of Hair where nude performers danced and rolled around in gooey masses of brown sticky melted chocolates, reminiscent of bodies covered in a heap of deep s*#t. Yet the actors were happily singing and dancing on stage. I had a funny feeling they were on heavy doses of LSD as observed from a layman’s point of view. Nevertheless it was 1966 going on 1967 where free love, free sex and free everything were the norm of the day. For me, it was a fun outing, painting Tübingen red or psychedelic, whichever the case.

Chocoholic’s Delight

This fair was definitely a haven for chocoholics like me. I loved the varieties of chocolates available for savoring. Each vendor offered free chocolate tasting, and, as we progressed down booths, I was positively and affirmatively in love with ChocolART. As Ludwig had mentioned over brunch, this was an all-you-can-eat buffet.

When we arrived at a life-sized chocolate gingerbread house covered with berries, raisins and other delicious goodies, I was bewitched. Never had I seen anything remotely resembling such an enticing savior faire as I stood admiring this large chocolate gingerbread creation. Through the doorway of this scrumptious cottage appeared a man dressed from head to toe in white. His hair, face and hands were partially covered in a layer of flour, and he resembled a life snow man without the button eyes,
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carrot nose, scarf, and hat. He carried a broom, which he used to sweep the interior of this fascinating building. Seeing Oberon, he came to greet us and introduced himself as the creative baker Olaf. He was just finalizing the assembly of this edible structure when we strolled by his stall.

Wiping his hands on his apron, the man extended his hand to shake ours before plunging into a lengthy German conversation with Oberon. By the time we left Olaf’s Hansel & Gretel’s cottage, we had received an invitation to a chocolate celebratory party at the baker’s private hangout, which our blond professor, Oberon termed as Olaf’s ‘Persönliche Enklave’ (personal enclave). We were informed that the evening’s party will commence at 10pm.

Olaf’s ‘Persönliche Enklave’

It was close to 11pm when we arrived at a large farm house outside Tübingen city. The parking areas were filled and disco music blared from the inside of the heated barn, specially converted into a discotheque for the evening’s festivities. The ‘rave’ (a term I used before today’s rave, an all-night raucous party, became popular) was already in full swing when we passed through the oversize doors. The building had been partitioned into a series of rooms. The large rooms had thick mattresses on the floors where party guests were already in different stages of undress, passionately entwined in varied sensual and sexual positions. Several of the mid-size rooms had queen or king size beds, already occupied by groups of three, four or five people; enthralled in the heat of passion. A handful of voyeurs mingled around, watching the unfolding erotica.


We were at a Gay SEX Party.



Wet Chocolate Wrestling

The party was in full swing. Several exhibitionists were performing their not-so-private dances on tables and service
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bars where beers and liquor flowed unceasingly throughout the night. The partiers, some fully clothed and others half naked, were cheering the dancers and encouraging them to discard the remaining items on their almost nude physiques.

A special room with a bathtub in the middle was the wrestling arena for nude participants to combat in a pool of gooey chocolates. Gamblers were betting on the winners and losers. The winner was the aggressor, who got to take his human spoils for his personal pleasure. The losers were the oppressed, who were subjugated to their Masters’ wishes and commands.
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Party Time

Another room was for human sculpturing. Anybody could participate. All he had to do was strip naked and allow buckets of melted chocolates to be poured over his body until he was transformed into a dripping brown liquid work of art. The moving artwork would than proceed to strike a variety of erotic poses while the audience cheered. Throughout the ordeal, any member of the audience could titillate the live chocolate sculpture with erotic fingering, licking and poking on any area of his anatomy. If the human sculpture felt sexually liberated, he could have his penis and or his sexual orifices worked on until ejaculation. His chocolate-covered semen could be devoured by one or a group of lickers and suckers who wished to have a taste of the sculpture’s release on any part of his chocolate-coated anatomy. Upon the completion of the human art project, the sculpture could shower in two of the communal shower areas especially installed for this event, before proceeding to other areas of Olaf’s ‘Persönliche Enklave’ for other sexual activities. The shower facilities were also sexual enclaves in and of themselves, which I will leave to your active imaginations to decipher.
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Before long, Oberon and Ludwig had disappeared into the various orgy rooms while Andy guarded me like a hawk and would not let down his guard, in case I disappeared on him. This party was definitely an eye-opener for an adolescent like me. The decadent display of unbridled sexual freedom was too awesome to witness. What did I do? I took out my automatic camera and started clicking at the explicit wantonness gyrating before my eyes. Although photography was officially not permitted, I snapped away when no one paid attention.

––––––––
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Outside The Barn

Fascinated by the party, I longed to explore the orgy rooms to witness firsthand the sexual happenings, but Andy, my protector, would not leave me alone, afraid I might be accosted if left to my own devices. It was my Valet’s honorable duty to protect my wellbeing, making sure I was safe by all accounts. Although I encouraged my guardian to explore and have some fun on his own, he did not relent to my gentle persuasions; instead, he clung to me like a Siamese twin.

A man standing next to us at the hall started a conversation with my guardian and me, but the music was deafening, so we proceeded outside the barn. Samsun was a charming 20-year-old medical student from Brussels, Belgium studying at the Université libre de Bruxelles. Like us, he has been visiting his friend Jason before being invited to Olaf’s party at ChocolArt. Although Sam’s mother-tongue was French, he spoke sufficient English to strike up a conversation. Jason was an archeology student at Tübingen University and was busy having fun in one of the orgy rooms. Since Sam preferred intimate encounters, he distanced himself from the sexual debauchery, waiting for his friend to finish before heading back to their apartment. By the time we left the party,
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a luncheon invitation two days later has been extended to us by Sam.
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“The great difference between voyages rests not in ships but in the people you meet on them.” Amelia Barr
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January 2012

Hello André alias Sam,

Thank you for responding to my message in regards to finding my friend Andy. If I recall correctly, are you the guy whom we met in Tübingen at Olaf’s ‘Persönliche Enklave’s’ in the winter of 1966? I remember you well. You were a med student in Brussels visiting your friend Jason who was studying archeology at Tübingen University. Shortly after Olaf’s party we travelled together to Stuttgart, Rottenburg am Neckar and Nuremberg. Back then, you went by your middle name, Sam. It took me a while to register the name André, as I know you as Sam. Are you the Sam I’m referring to above? If you are, I do recall the times we spent together.

Tübingen To Stuttgart

It was two days after Olaf’s party, and we had scheduled a lunch meeting before travelling by bus to tour Stuttgart and Rottenburg am Neckar. Ludwig and Oberon were to join us, but unfortunately they had to cancel due to urgent matters on campus. Sam was expecting Jason to join us on the tour but he was down with a bout of influenza after a night of sexual debauchery. Too much sex, drugs and rock certainly did not roll well, so he fell ill and stayed home in Tübingen. Andy, Sam and I were eager to see Germany so we hopped on an old fashion tour bus and away we went.
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To Heidelberger Schloss

On the bus, Andy asked our English-speaking German guide, Logan, “Where is our first stop? Is it Bebenhausen Abbey?”

Sam chimed in, before our guide could reply, “First stop, Heidelberger Schlossis (Heidelberg Castle); am I correct?” turning towards Logan for confirmation.

Logan smilingly answered, “You’re right, wise guy! In approximately half an hour we’ll be at Heidelberger Schlossis. We’ll stay at the castle for an hour before departing for Stuttgart. On our return to Tübingen from Nuremberg the day after tomorrow, we will stop at Bebenhausen Abbey.”

During the journey, we got to know Sam. He was born into a family of intellectual professionals; his father was a Belgium heart surgeon and his mother a political satirist. He was the eldest of two children and his younger sister was studying at a private school in Antwerp. Without telling his family that he was gay, Sam met Jason a few months prior to our meeting while travelling in Holland. An affair followed soon. Our friend hoping to develop a deeper relationship with his fling came to visit Tübingen. Unfortunately for Sam, Jason preferred his sexual freedom to settling into a long term relationship. The Belgian was left to play out the rest of his visit alone before meeting Andy and me at the party. He was delighted to have us for company; he didn’t have to spend the rest of his vacation alone. My Valet and I were glad to have Sam accompany us since we didn’t want to be a nuisance to our hosts, Ludwig and Oberon during our entire stay at Das Jagdhaus. Travelling with Sam was indeed a blessing.

The moment we met Sam, I had a hunch that he fancied my lover. Since I was Andy’s charge, our new friend had little choice but to accept my presence. I didn’t mind if Andy and Sam were to have a sexual liaison, as I knew my Valet would not abandon me for another. Andy was too responsible to do
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anything dishonorable, let alone abandon his beloved charge. My immature adolescent mind reasoned, if I played my role as ‘Puck’ like in A Mid-Summers Night’s Dream to hook up my lover and Sam, maybe I might feel less guilty about my secret affair with Oscar. Possibly, in some minute way, my score with Andy might be considered even. That was my limited reasoning at that young age. So I went about creating situations for them to have time alone. Unfortunately, my plans backfired and I was back to square one, feeling guiltier than ever.
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At Heidelberg Castle

Heidelberg Castle was breathtaking. Since there were 8 people on our tour and Sam, Andy, and I were the only young men, we decided to explore every part of the castle ruins. In order to create opportunities for my friends I would either run ahead or trail some ways behind; hoping that Sam would seize the opportunity to break the ice with my Valet and possibly solicit a sexual rendezvous before we were due back aboard the bus.

A part of the castle was a long flight of winding stairs, which I presumed led into the castle dungeon where prisoners were kept in ancient times. Sam and Andy decided to explore the darkness. I followed behind. Although there were sufficient light at the top to see where we were going, it got progressively darker as we descended. Without telling my friends, I fell behind, intending for Sam to have his chance with Andy. Every so often my Valet would yell to check if I was alright? I responded, “I’m right behind you.” In reality, I was halfway between light and darkness. A few minutes passed, I didn’t hear noises so I presumed my friends were making out in the dungeon below.
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In The Dungeon

It might be true to say that curiosity kills a cat. I plucked up the courage to quietly descend the winding stairs, to see if, in some weird way, I could witness the erotic scene I imagined unfolding below. It was pitch dark by the time I descended the steps. I had to steady myself with my hand against the stone wall. From nowhere, a hand reached out and cupped my mouth, muffling my scream. I had no idea who
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