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Chapter 1
New Chapter


 

To Steve, who helped with the ending    
  

 

 

 

          His last period on
Fridays was always the best.  Not only was the weekend
approaching, two whole days in which to do as he pleased (within
reason and parent permitting), but the form tutor, worn out by a
hard week trying to control a large class of fifteen year olds,
most of whom had no intention of learning anything or doing any
work, told them to read for the final hour in the hope of getting
some peace and quiet.


          Martin, who
loved reading with a passion only equalled by his love of writing,
would open a book, put his head down, try to ignore the chaos
around him and hope that his enemies would leave him alone.


          On this
particular Friday, although he had a book open in front of him and
appeared to be reading diligently, it would have been obvious, had
anyone cared to notice, that he hadn't taken in a single word
during the previous fifty minutes.  Closer inspection would
have shown that he was thinking deeply, a slightly worried
expression on his face, as he considered how best to get out of the
school without running into any of the boys who gave him such a
hard time.  He always tried to avoid them of course, but
didn't always succeed and apart from that, it was important that he
wasn't delayed today because Jimmy was picking him up.


          Quietly,
when everyone was distracted by a loud and heated argument, he put
everything but his book away, ready to dash out as soon as the bell
rang.  Sometimes it worked and he got away safely, but there
had been times when he was ambushed outside the school
grounds.  Usually all he suffered was verbal abuse but on
occasions it had gone a lot further than that.  If he was
quick though, he should be all right.  Provided he could avoid
the enemy (as he thought of his chief tormentor, a large and
unpleasant boy called Ross), on his way to the gate.


          He glanced
at the clock then turned his attention back to his book though with
little more success, distracted as he was by the steadily rising
riot around him.  He had discovered when he was younger that
it was best to keep absolutely still and avoid catching anyone's
eye.  If he didn't draw attention to himself he could
sometimes escape notice.


          Martin was
the smallest boy in the class, with pitch black hair and a slim,
neat, and graceful body.  His classmates had already grown
their legs and arms and were beginning to fill out in proportion,
but he had not gone through the usual spurt of growth when his
voice broke, possibly because he had inherited his stature and
small frame.  Judging by photographs he'd seen, although his
mother was a tall and commanding woman, his father's family were
short and stocky, and his paternal grandmother had been positively
minute.


          He was
totally lacking in the aggressive attitude often displayed by short
people and being a widely read and highly intelligent boy,
frequently wondered why.  He had never been able to come to a
satisfactory conclusion, apart from a vague notion that he must be
a throwback to some diffident distant ancestor who couldn't say boo
to a goose.  Why anyone would take it into their heads to
actually say boo (of all things!) to those legendary birds he
couldn't imagine.  Before he could get depressed about the
fact that he was one of their number, his lively mind began to
picture a large, flustered, and extremely self-conscious flock of
geese, surrounded by people saying boo to them.


          The distant
ancestor (dressed in skins of some sort, or rags?) would be
sauntering along the lane whistling a prehistoric tune (no wouldn't
be brave enough to do that!) when he would notice the geese
surrounded by the jeering crowd, most of whom bore a distinct
resemblance to the people Martin most disliked.  As the
ancestor approached he would hear the geese muttering amongst
themselves in low voices.  "Why do they do it?" they would be
saying and "They're so rude!"  Another would chip in, "We
never did anything to them, we were just minding our own
business … " and so on.  At this point, the ancestor
would try to sidle self-consciously past them, but of course would
be spotted by a boy who would raise the alarm.  "It's 'im," he
would shout, wiping his runny nose on the back of his hand in a
disgusting fashion.  "Look, it's 'im. The h'Ancestor."


          Martin, who
indulged in many small revenges in his thoughts, decided that the
boy would certainly not know the word ancestor and tried to think
of a substitute.  Progenitor?  Predecessor?  Each
synonym was even less likely to be known to the runnynosed
boy.  How about Anne Sestor, and make the character
female?  He didn't think much of that idea, abandoned it and
put the pun in the back of his mind to think about some other
time.  Jimmy might have some ideas when he told him about
it.  Since he had met the older boy, he had discovered that
they had a similar sense of humour, with the result that the
character of the stories he wrote was changing from the viciously
observant to something lighter, and often rather amusing.  At
the thought of Jimmy, a rare smile spread over his face before he
could prevent it.  He was glad that he had his head down so
no-one would see.  Resolutely he forced his thoughts back to
his story.


          So.  He
had got the ancestor trying to get past the crowd.  Runnynose
would plant himself in front of him and say in a loud voice, "
'Ere, h'Ancestor, we're saying boo to the gooses."  Martin
winced at this himself.  "Er, so I see."  Still trying to
get past and eyeing the wings and beaks warily.  " 'Ave you
h'ever said boo to gooses?"  The ancestor would blush
furiously, much as Martin did at the least provocation.  "Er,
that is, er, no,"  he would say reluctantly. 
Triumphantly Runnynose would turn to the crowd and shout out
loudly, "H'ancestor didn't never say boo to no gooses
before!"  The crowd's attention would immediately switch from
the geese to the ancestor, who would be more embarrassed than
ever.  "'E didn't never do what?" another urchin would shout
accusingly.  As they often did, the unruly characters were
beginning to get out of Martin's control, so much so he couldn't
even decide what age group the boys belonged to.  They
appeared to range from his own age, fifteen, down to about
ten.  The crowd would begin to make remarks and point at the
ancestor, much to the relief of the geese.


          " 'E didn't
never say no boo to no gooses, pore ole chap," and, " 'Is ole mum
didn't never teach 'im 'ow," were the some of the less obscene of
their remarks.  By this time, even the geese would be starting
to ruffle their feathers and point at the ancestor accusingly with
their wings. "Disgusting," a portly old bird was muttering to his
wife "You'd have thought he would have been better brought
up!"  "There ought to be a law" another old one chipped in, in
a geriatric, quavering, voice.  Jimmy, who was an excellent
mimic, had said this to him recently and he had been dying to work
it into a story ever since.  "Good gwief," another goose, tall
,slim, upper class and with no chin (no chin on a goose?) would
drawl in an affected Oxbridge lisp, "It weally is
disgwaceful.  What a dweadful wepwesentative of the human
wace."


          "Quiet
everybody" the portly goose would call out in a pompous tone. 
"We must get to the bottom of this."  Even Runnynose, who had
acquired a face full of unsightly spots and was looking more and
more like the enemy, Ross, would quieten down, recognising the
voice of authority.  "Now, ancestor.  Explain yourself at
once."


          The
ancestor, Martin thought too poorly of him to capitalise his name,
would hang his head in shame and shuffle his feet.  "I er, er…
" he would mumble.  "Well?" the goose would say impatiently
(ominously?) after a pause, "We're waiting."  Again the
ancestor would be unable to speak above a mumble.  The goose
would ruffle his feathers even more and glare at him.  Martin
had a distracting vision of the goose with a small wig on his head,
dressed in a barrister's robe.  "Can you or can you not, say
boo to me?" he would say in a tone that brooked no denial, sweeping
imperiously across the courtroom.  Miserably, the ancestor (in
the dock; the witness stand?) would shake his head and look
ashamed.  There would be silence from the crowd. 
Pointing to the smallest gosling in the flock, the goose would say
sternly, "Can you say boo to him?"  The ancestor would only
shake his head. "Please answer the question," the goose (Gander
QC?) would repeat sternly.  Again the ancestor would be unable
to reply.  The Goose (definitely a Queen's Councillor) would
look at him in well simulated astonishment.  "Is it possible
that you don't understand the question?" he would ask.  "I do
understand… "   "Well then?" and when the ancestor still
looked silently at his feet, Gander (QC), would turn to the judge
and shrug his shoulders (shoulders?).  "Me Lud… " he would say
helplessly, as if it was past belief and he could do no more. 
The judge, looking exactly like Martin's headmaster, would draw
himself up and say sternly.  "Answer the question without
further prevarication, or I will hold you in contempt of
court."  Martin’s mother worked in the Public Prosecutor
office and he had picked up odd bits of legal terminology. 
"Can you say boo to that gosling or can you not?"  the judge
would thunder.


          "No," the
ancestor would shout, goaded beyond endurance, "I, I can't even say
boo to … to a mirror !"  and burst into tears.


          At this
there would be gasps of dismay.  Some of the more delicate,
sensitive people and geese would faint, and the delightedly
horrified crowd of boys would all round on the sobbing ancestor,
laughing and jeering.


          Martin
itched to write it down while it was fresh in his mind but knew
better than to draw attention to himself by getting his notebook
out.  He hadn't decided why the ancestor was such a wimp as
yet, but he'd found that if he left an idea alone, preferably
overnight or even longer, when he came back to it the answer would
often be there in his mind all worked out for him.  He had
discussed this with Jimmy who had explained how the subconscious
mind worked, but it still seemed miraculous to him when it
happened.


          Glancing
surreptitiously at his watch, he saw that it was nearly time for
the bell and quietly got ready while going over the high points of
the story to fix it in his mind.  He hoped that his form tutor
wouldn't call him back to talk about his poor academic record and
decided that if it happened, he would pretend he hadn't heard and
just keep on going.  There was normally enough confusion as
the unruly crowd of boys stampeded into the corridor for him to get
away with it, so long as he wasn't singled out before the bell
went.


          When it
finally sounded he was the first out of the door, one of the few
advantages of sitting near the front of the class.  He would
have preferred a seat that let him have his back to the wall but
those, furthest away from the teachers, were always occupied by
louts who turfed everyone else out before annexing them.


          Safely into
the corridor he slowed to a fast walk in case he caught the eye of
anyone in authority.  It would be too much if he was stopped
and lectured, or worse still, given detention today of all
days.  But to his relief he made it out of the building
unmolested, across the playground and out of the gates.


          No-one spoke
to him.  Those who knew him and were aware of what went on,
knew better than to make a friend of someone who was at the
receiving end of the sort of bullying that was no less hurtful for
being verbal in the main, and those who didn't know him, although
attracted by his looks (and a surprising number of them were),
tended to be put off by the sullen indifference with which he
protected himself.  He was not the only one to suffer at the
hands of his peers, but he was definitely the most frequent target
of a group of boys who discreetly terrorised the playground when
no-one was watching.


          Relieved to
have gained his destination without trouble, Martin looked around
eagerly, hoping to get away before anyone accosted him. 
Unable to see Jimmy, he immediately began to worry that he wasn't
coming or that something had happened to him.  He looked at
his watch and told himself that it was still early and that he
should relax, but he knew that his early escape from the classroom
would have been noted, and the boys who made his life such a misery
at times would be well on their way across the playground by
now.  He needed to stay where he was in case Jimmy was simply
late, but if he didn't arrive soon it was too much to hope that
Ross and his cronies catch up with him.  Lately they had
started making remarks about him again whenever they caught sight
of him, and having a crowd around seemed to spur them on.


          He could
usually force a sort of indifference on himself when he saw he was
in for it, but the disappointment of Jimmy's non arrival after all
his high hopes a few minutes before had brought him perilously
close to tears.  If he broke down, it would be all the excuse
they needed to really work him over.  He edged back towards
the wall, feeling his heart beating faster.


          Because he
was so short, his view of the pavement was blocked from time to
time as the boisterous crowd moved around in front of him, pushing
and shoving each other.  Then all at once, those closest to
him stopped talking.  He looked sideways towards the gate, and
there was Ross.


          Martin's
heart gave a leap and as he automatically pushed himself even
further against the wall to protect his back, the blood left his
head in such a rush that he felt faint.


          Around him,
in contrast to the noisy good-natured crowd just a few feet away,
everyone had fallen silent, and some were beginning to move
discreetly away.  He wondered fleetingly whether it would be
verbal or physical this time, and braced himself for whatever the
larger boy had in mind.


          He was not a
coward, but had learnt from experience that it was no use trying to
fight back.  Contrary to popular opinion, as voiced by adults
who didn't have to face the situation but thought they knew all
about it, a group of bullies did not give way when people smaller
and weaker than themselves stood up to them.  He had been
badly hurt the only time he had tried it, and it had taken just
that one lesson to teach him the truth behind that particular
myth.  At least Ross is alone, he thought as his muscles
tensed.  But the others wouldn't be far away.


          "What's your
hurry Jackson?"  Ross asked.  "Want to get home to your
mummy then?"  He looked with undisguised pleasure at Martin's
pale face and said, "Whitehead wants to see you.  Now. 
He told me to tell you.  I've got to take you to him," he
added virtuously.


          Martin, who
knew that his form tutor, as thankful as he was that school was
over for the week, would not have sent for him after he had left
the classroom, or if he had, would never have deputised Ross to do
it.  He wanted to look down, but refused to let the bigger boy
have that satisfaction.


          "Well, you
coming then?" Ross asked.


          When Martin
didn't reply, he took a step nearer and grabbed his arm.  "You
better answer when I talk to you, Jackson," he said menacingly.


          Martin tried
to pull out of his grasp, but Ross was well grown, strong for his
age and a lot bigger than he was.


          "Let me
go."  To add to his humiliation, stress made his voice crack
on the last word, something it hadn't done for months.


          Ross laughed
and looked significantly around him.  One or two of the boys
close to them laughed sycophantically.  He turned back to
Martin.


          "Make
me!  Go on, make me!"  He waited a minute, enjoying
Martin's helplessness then saying viciously, "You fucking little
poof," pulled Martin towards him then slammed him backwards.


          Martin's
head hit the wall so hard his vision blurred and Involuntary tears
of pain filled his eyes.  It took all his concentration not to
fall down at Ross's feet.  This is going to be bad he thought
as soon as his brain was able to function again.  If I don't
get away he's really going to beat me up this time.  He knew
he should try to defend himself but it was taking him all his
energy to manage the pain in his head as well as stay on his
feet.  It didn't cross his mind to call out for help.  He
was on his own as he always was, and the only thing to do was to
get away as quickly as he could, and with as little damage as
possible.


          In the
stress of the moment he had forgotten about Jimmy so completely
that he was utterly astonished to see his tall figure suddenly
materialise in front of him.  His relief quickly turned to
shame that Jimmy should see him like this.  He turned away and
used the excuse of picking up his school bag so that Jimmy wouldn't
see his face.  He had tried hard to hide all this from Jimmy,
but was feeling too sick to even wonder how much the older boy had
seen.


          Jimmy hadn't
in fact seen Martin at all as he approached the gate, because he
had been masked by the taller boys.  And fortunately for Ross,
he hadn't seen him push Martin either.  But one look at the
boy's pale, sick looking face told him that whatever had been going
on was something serious.


          "Martin," he
said quietly, "Are you okay?"  He saw Martin's head, still
turned away from him, nod fractionally.  He turned to face
Ross.  "Well, what do you want?"


          Ross was
immediately defensive, as always when faced with somebody bigger
than himself, and didn't reply.  Jimmy, though slim, was a
couple of inches taller, and infinitely more self possessed than he
was.  Jimmy looked at him for a moment before saying
contemptuously, "Well bugger off then!" and turned back to
Martin.


          "Come on
kid," he said looking around him with dislike.  "Let's get out
of here.  I couldn't get anywhere closer to park," he
explained.  "The car's this way."


          Taking the
school bag from Martin's unresisting hand he walked him down the
street, oblivious to the venomous looks Ross cast after them.


          He waited
until he had pulled out into the heavy afternoon traffic before
asking quietly, "What was going on back there?"


          Martin
looked down at his feet and said nothing.  He was feeling
dizzy and very sick, the result of the adrenaline in his
bloodstream, and was rapidly developing a headache.


          "What did he
do to you?" Jimmy asked without looking at him.  He had seen
how close Martin was to tears and knew he needed time to
recover.  "Tell me please, Mart."


          At any other
time, the sympathy and concern in Jimmy's voice would have made him
break down and cry like a baby, but he was suddenly swept by such a
feeling of nausea that it drove all other thoughts out of his
head.


          "I'm going
to be sick," he said through clenched teeth.   "Stop
please Jimmy."


          Jimmy took
one look at his face, made a hurried left turn out of the stream of
traffic and pulled over. He came quickly round to the passenger
door, helped Martin who was fumbling ineffectively with his
seatbelt out of the car, and supported him with one arm around his
waist, the other on his chest, his fingers resting lightly at the
base of the boy's throat.  He could feel Martin's heart
beating rapidly and prepared himself for the worst.


          "Lean back
against me and don't try to talk," he ordered as Martin drew in a
breath. "The fresh air will make you feel better in a minute."


          Martin
sagged against him shutting his eyes.  He was feeling dreadful
and his stomach heaved once or twice, but by sheer will power and
clenching his teeth hard, he was able to control it.  Sick as
he was, he found Jimmy's presence and supporting arms amazingly
comforting.  Normally he was on his own when he felt like
this.  After a few perilous minutes he discovered that Jimmy
was right as usual, and slowly began to recover without, to his
immense relief, actually throwing up.  But his headache was
getting worse.


          Jimmy
continued to hold him, worried at how tense he was.  I'll have
to do something about that bloody school he thought, and this time
he'll tell me what's going on even if I have to force it out of
him.  Once I know, I can do something, but what?  I can
pick him up everyday but that won't help him during school time,
and no-one will do anything there, neither the teachers nor that
mother of his.  Thinking about it, he held Martin until he was
feeling a little better, then put him back into the car and drove
on, wanting to get him to the flat as quickly as possible.


          Martin was
still looking as white as a sheet and knew from experience that he
would have to take one of his migraine tablets if the headache was
not to develop into something far worse.  He wasn't supposed
to take them without his mother's permission, but would be sick for
hours if didn't.  Jimmy stopped at a corner shop and bought a
small bottle of mineral water for him.  He swallowed the
tablet with tiny sips of water hoping that it wouldn't trigger
another nausea attack and be wasted, then concentrated on keeping
it down as he slumped back in the seat.  Jimmy didn't speak
during the remainder of the journey except once, to ask him if he
felt all right.


          After
parking the car he helped Martin up the stairs, led him straight
into the bedroom and made him lie down, taking off his blazer and
shoes and covering him with the duvet.


          "Okay
kiddo," he told him, "Have a sleep.  I'll see you later but
call me if you want anything."  Martin gave him a faint smile
as he bent down, put his hand under the boy's head and kissed him
gently on the lips.  Martin drew in his breath when Jimmy's
his fingers came into contact with the back of his head.  He
knew that there had to be a lump there, but was more overcome by
the fact that Jimmy had kissed him, which seemed much more
important than a bump, however painful.  Without saying
anything, Jimmy sat down beside him, lifted him up and parted his
hair with gentle fingers.  To his relief the skin wasn't
broken and nor was the bump quite as big as it had seemed at first,
though it was bad enough he thought, with a mixture of worry and
anger.  He was about to ask again how it had happened but
suspected that Martin still wasn't feeling well enough to do any
explaining.


          "You'd
better lie on your side," he said anxiously.  "I'm going to
call my doctor to come and look at you in case you need an
X-ray."


          Martin gave
him another small smile, still so astonished by the kiss that he
couldn't think of anything else.


          "I'm okay,
Jimmy.   Really.  I've had far worse before and I
can hardly feel it now.  I'll be fine after I've slept for a
bit.  Honestly."


          "Well if
you're quite sure?" He looked questioningly at the boy.  He
was aware that Martin was astonishingly mature in some ways, and
also used to looking after himself, so he supposed that he knew
what he was talking about.  "Well, if you don't feel one
hundred percent better later," he said still holding the boy
against him, "I'm taking you down to see Tim, and no
arguments."


          He sensed
Martin's small nod of agreement and eased him carefully back onto
the pillows.  Martin settled down feeling he would go through
anything if it led to Jimmy kissing him again, and was still
thinking about it muzzily when he drifted off to sleep.

 


          After he
left the bedroom Jimmy went into the kitchen area, made himself a
cup of coffee and sat at the breakfast bar.  In spite of his
worries about Martin, he kept thinking of the feel of the boy's
lips under his.  It was the first time he had kissed the him
on the mouth although it was something he had been wanting to do
since he first met him several months before.  xHe wanted to
do it again, and a lot more than that, and felt himself getting
aroused at the thought of what he would like to do to, and with,
the boy.  He frequently became erect when he was thinking
about Martin, usually at the most inconvenient of times, and had
taken to wearing tight underwear to disguise the fact.


          He glanced
at the clock on the wall, saw that he had been day dreaming for all
of twenty minutes and his coffee was cold.  Quietly he got up
and looked in at Martin who was sleeping soundly.  It was the
first time he had seen him asleep and he was touched by how young
and vulnerable he looked when he was completely relaxed.  He
studied the small face, it's slightly snub nose, neat eyebrows and
fringe of dark hair, wondering what he found so appealing about
him.  He was very conscious of male beauty and found Martin so
physically attractive that he'd been having difficulty keeping his
hands off him for some time, though he found it impossible to
decide precisely what it was that attracted him so much. 
Perhaps it was the mixture of brains, looks and talent. 
Whatever it was, he was glad that Martin possessed it.


           Jimmy
who had his own brand of good looks and had been pursued for them
often enough, knew that he couldn't compare.  It was obvious
when the two of them were together, that it was Martin who drew the
attention of both sexes, though when he was on his own he received
his share of appreciative glances.  He was not in the least
upset by this, but on the contrary, took it as a compliment to his
own taste and enjoyed the envy that others felt for his possession
of the boy.  Though I don't possess him he thought, at least
not yet.


          He tried to
look at the sleeping boy dispassionately.  He's really pretty,
even beautiful, he decided, especially when he's happy.  I
wish he'd smile more often and not be so unsure of himself. 
It seemed to him that Martin was reverting, for some reason, to
being the same unconfident person he had been when he first met
him.  Something is going on at that school he concluded, and
I'm going to sort it out once and for all with him this
weekend.  Having made the decision he abandoned it for the
time being and returned to what he had felt when he kissed
Martin.


          It had been
an entirely spontaneous reaction.  Martin had been looking so
sick, sad and tired that he had been unable to help himself. 
Even as he'd done it he'd wondered if it was too soon, if he might
have put Martin off by his eagerness.  Well he certainly
didn't pull away he told himself hopefully, maybe even returned it
a little.  Over the months he had come to know how wary Martin
was of committing himself and even the smallest positive reaction
was a step forward.


          He knew, or
perhaps hoped, that Martin wanted him as much as he wanted
Martin.  The evidence of arousal in the boy's trousers had
been plain enough on several occasions recently, but getting him to
accept more than a hand on his neck or an infrequent arm around his
waist was still, after months of knowing him, something that he
wasn't sure that Martin was ready for.   They had spent a
lot of time together here in the flat, in fact Martin did all of
his typing there, but until his mother had suddenly needed to go
away, he had never been able to stay overnight.  Jimmy had
pinned his hopes on this weekend.


          And now it
seemed as if it might all be for nothing if he developed a really
bad migraine.  Jimmy had never seen him in the throes of an
attack but Tim had described the symptoms, and he was under no
illusions as to how painful they could be, and how
debilitating.  He could only hope that Martin had taken the
tablet in time.  Firmly restraining himself from kissing the
boy again and probably waking him, he went to the window, quietly
closed the curtains and left the room, leaving the door open in
case Martin called.

 


          When he woke
more than an two hours later, Martin was completely disorientated
for a minute.  The furniture was strange and oddly placed, the
window and door were in the wrong position and he had no idea what
the time was.  It could have been the middle of the night for
all he knew.  He felt washed out and light-headed, and it was
difficult to think clearly but he realised to his relief that the
headache had almost gone.  That settled, he turned his
attention again to his surroundings.


          Of course,
he remembered joyfully, I'm at the flat for the whole
weekend.  He savoured the thought until a returning memory
pushed it out of his mind.  Jimmy kissed me he recalled
wonderingly, and his happiness redoubled.  He lay back
thinking about it for a while before deciding that he was wasting
precious time, got up, took off his school uniform and put on
jeans, T-shirt and trainers then still feeling a little shaky, left
the bedroom.


          Jimmy was
sitting on the sofa listening to something through
headphones.  On the coffee table in front of him was the cover
the Alpine Symphony.  Martin had discovered over the weeks
that Jimmy's musical tastes and his own often coincided.  They
both loved the romantic composers which Martin could only really
listen to when his mother wasn't home.  Her own taste ran to
the rather mathematical perfection of Bach, and although she had
never said so, he was convinced that she thought the period of
music that he enjoyed so much overblown, and slightly vulgar. 
For himself, he found the early composers unsatisfying and loved,
and was most moved by the fire and passion of the romantics. 
His favourite piece at the moment was the Bruch violin
concerto.


          Jimmy sensed
his presence and turned his head.


          "You look so
much better," he said, taking off the headphones.  "How are
you feeling?"  He stood up and came round the sofa towards
Martin.


          "I'm fine
Jimmy, thank you," Martin replied, with a rather quaint formality
because he was feeling shy.  He would have liked to move
closer to Jimmy and said rather quickly, "The headache's nearly
gone, thank goodness.  I'm glad I took my tablet straight
away."  He tried to will himself to move towards the bigger
boy, but couldn't make himself do it.


          He needn't
have worried.  Jimmy came up to him and hugged him saying in a
muffled voice into his hair, "I'm glad.  I was really worried
about you, you know.  You looked terrible in the car." 
Jimmy felt Martin tense ever so slightly as he put his arms around
him, but was too taken with the feel of the compact body against
his own to let him go.  After a while Martin relaxed, content
to remain in his arms.


          This is what
I want Martin told himself, so why can't I just go to him and get
it?  Because you're such a wimp, was the irritated answer as
he wished he had even a tiny part of the self possession he admired
so much in Jimmy.  Like the way he handled Ross.  He only
had to look at him and Ross backed down. Then determined not to let
anything spoil this moment, he pushed all thoughts of that
unpleasant youth out of his mind.


          He was small
enough for his head to fit comfortably under Jimmy's chin and as
the older boy's arms tightened around him, found that he could hear
Jimmy's heart beating rapidly under his ear.  He pressed
closer and tried to listen to his own heartbeat at the same time so
he could compare them, but Jimmy's strong pulse drowned out his
own.  He wondered if their hearts were pounding in
synchronisation and found the idea so satisfying that his hands
which had been against Jimmy's chest moved of their own volition
around Jimmy's waist and held him gently.  He thought that he
would like to stand like this forever and determined not to think
of anything but the sensations of the moment.  I think too
much, he decided, not realising that it was a natural reaction to
his isolation and lack of companionship, and decided that from now
on he was going to accept the nice things that happened, without
trying to analyse them quite so much.


          Jimmy, his
nose buried in the sleep-tumbled, untidy black hair, was
extraordinarily touched when Martin tentatively returned his hug
and felt an urge to crush the boy against him harder than
ever.  His mind, less analytical than Martin's, wasted no time
in trying work out what his feelings were, but accepted the
enjoyment of the moment for what it was.  I just wish
that … he started to think momentarily, but banished the
thought to the furthest recesses of his mind before he could
complete it.


          "You're
okay, kid," he said softly after some time.  "But much as I
like holding you like this, I want to look at that bump on your
head."


          Martin, who
had completely forgotten about it and would far rather have
remained where he was, reluctantly let him go and allowed himself
to be sat down at the breakfast bar.


          "I think
it’s gone down a bit," Jimmy said after inspecting it closely,
"Does it still hurt?"


          "Not too
much now.  It probably looked worse than it felt," he replied
after feeling it for himself.  It was in fact quite a big
lump, and he was pleased that he had made so little fuss about
it.  Though I did have other things to think about he thought
happily.  "I'm very thirsty, may I have something to drink,
please"  he asked.


          Jimmy smiled
"What would you like?" knowing exactly what he would say.


          "Coffee
please, with lots and lots of sugar!"


          "Not tea?"
Jimmy asked him teasingly.


          Martin hated
tea but was forced to drink it at home because his mother
disapproved of coffee for children.  As a result he took every
opportunity to drink it and spooned in as much sugar as he thought
he could get away with.  He didn't really like it as sweet as
all that, it was just one of his small defiances.  The fact
that he wouldn't have contemplated defying his mother at all six
months ago hadn't occurred to him yet, and Jimmy, well aware of
this, wondered with some interest how he would react when it
did.  He debated as he made coffee for them both, limiting
Martin to a spoon and a half of sugar, whether to bring the subject
up or not.


          He was
determined to do everything in his power to help Martin grow away
from a woman who, he had decided from his admittedly prejudiced
knowledge of her, frustrated her son more from an unexpressed
feeling of resentment than any real concern for his welfare. 
Jimmy knew her to be a cold, hard-hearted bitch who didn't have an
ounce of sympathy in her make up, nor any real love for her
son.  How she could have produced him in the first place he
couldn't imagine.  Nor in his opinion, did she deserve
him.


          "Here you
are," he said, putting the mug down in front of Martin and sitting
opposite him.  Martin grimaced slightly at the taste but made
no comment, there were some things that Jimmy would definitely not
let him get away with.  He would have resented the lack of
sugar furiously if it had been his mother who had withheld it, but
he didn't really mind when it was Jimmy.  He wondered why for
a moment, but shied away from pursuing the idea as he had a feeling
it might lead him into areas he wasn't ready yet to explore. 
Instead he gave Jimmy a wry smile and sipped the drink without
saying anything.  There was a comfortable silence between
them.


          At home he
never did talk much because of his basic insecurity and the
strained relationship between himself and his parent, but with
Jimmy these silences even when caused by his shyness, felt quite
natural.  It was one of the things he enjoyed so much in
Jimmy's company, that he could be himself without any need for
explanation.  I would be happy to just sit looking at him for
hours he told himself, then decided with his usual honesty, that
his reserved nature wouldn't let him do it for more than a minute
or so in case Jimmy noticed.  Before he could start getting
depressed about this, Jimmy broke the silence.


          "Can we talk
about this afternoon now?" he asked.  "Mart, we've got to," he
added when he saw the almost imperceptible shake of the head. 
"That thug was giving you a bad time wasn't he?  And don't try
to tell me you got that bump on your head falling over in the
playground because I won't believe you.  You never fall
over."


          This was
perfectly true.  Because he had not gone through the rapid and
uncontrolled spurt of growth in early adolescence, Martin's
physical movements still had the grace and control of a much
younger child.


          Martin was
loathe to break the mood between them.  As far as he was
concerned the incident was over.  It was the kiss it had led
to that he cared about now.  He most definitely did not want
to think about Ross and his cronies, or the difficulties he was
experiencing at home and school.  The present, this moment,
now in fact, was enough.


          "I don't
want to talk about it yet," he said in the rather gruff voice he
employed when he really didn't want to discuss something. "Can we
leave it 'til tomorrow or Sunday?  Please Jimmy," he added,
when it seemed as if he was going to insist.


          Jimmy
decided to let it go for time being and nodded, though he was
determined to get to the bottom of it before the weekend was
over.  He was convinced that the spotty youth who had been
confronting Martin had something to do with the bump on his head,
and if the bastard thought he'd got away with it, he couldn't be
more wrong.  Although slim, Jimmy was strong, and while he
knew that his mind was not nearly as good as Martin's, he was
pretty certain that it was a lot better than that of the lout, who
appeared to be a mindless thug.  He could handle him,
physically, mentally or any other way.


          They had
almost finished their coffee when a movement at the far end of the
garden where it bordered on the railway line caught Jimmy's
eye.  He got up and looked out of the window over the
sink.


          "Come here,"
he said over his shoulder.  "There's one of my squirrels."


          Martin had
always liked the way he said my squirrels, rather than
a squirrel, or even the squirrel.  Jimmy
squeezed him in between the sink and himself and put an arm round
the slim waist.  The squirrel after racing along the wooden
fence dividing the gardens, made a death defying leap into a tree
next to the house and arrived on the windowsill in front of
them.  Martin was convinced that it was panting from the
effort and was irresistibly reminded of the cat who was always
being pursued by the skunk in the Pepe le Pew cartoons that he had
recorded when he was younger and still enjoyed when his mother
wasn't around.  He could almost see the squirrel wiping it's
brow and gasping "Le pant, le pant!  Le phew, le phew!"


          The
squirrel, having investigated the empty surface of the sill and
unable to get it's head through the gap under the slightly open
sash window, stood up, put it's front paws against the glass and
looked, or so Martin was convinced, accusingly at them. 
Without letting go of him, Jimmy reached into the tin that stood on
the draining board and took out an unshelled peanut.  With
some difficulty, because he didn't want to let go of Martin, he
pushed the window further up, saying quietly, "Keep still, until he
gets used to you."


          The
squirrel, after retreating a few inches came towards them and
looking warily at Martin, took the nut from Jimmy's fingers and
began to eat it.  Martin tried to work out how it could see
what it was doing.  The nut appeared to be completely out of
it's line of sight, and he wondered if squirrels ever bit their
paws by mistake.  Perhaps only if they were distracted he
decided, and wondered what would distract what was obviously a
fairly tame squirrel.  Cats, dogs, foxes perhaps?  Jimmy
had mentioned that the garden was visited by a fox family
occasionally.  What else?  People of course, particularly
people doing something noisy or strange.  Like what? he asked
himself, feeling an idea for a story beginning to form in his
head.  Well, suppose I was the squirrel looking into the room
and used to seeing only Jimmy, what would it look like now? 
His vivid imagination suddenly shifted his viewpoint and he almost
seemed to be looking in through the window from the outside. 
He had no idea if squirrel eyes saw in the same way that his did,
but he thought they probably would. Obviously though, the vision
would be filtered through a squirrel brain.


          What would
that be like and how would it see the house?  As a rock? 
A hill?  A cliff with a cave in it?  And what did it make
of the glass, the fact that something it could see through stopped
it from getting in?  Did it simply accept it without even
thinking about it?  Had anyone ever done any research on it,
and if so, how did they go about it?  He made a mental note to
do some investigating next time he went to the library.


          Meanwhile,
back to the squirrel looking into the room.  There would be
the familiar form of Jimmy.  Huge of course compared to a
squirrel, blondish fur (why only on the head and not all over like
squirrels?) and in front of him, a smaller creature with different
colouring, clasped in the larger one's paws.  What on earth
were they doing?  He tried to think himself into the small
brain. Why would the two humans, creatures, large animals, have
taken that particular position?


          Of course,
he thought triumphantly, they're mating, that's why.  Then the
implications struck him and he started to blush.  It really
would look like we're doing it, he thought, and tried to switch his
mind back to the squirrel to distract himself.  So what would
the squirrel think of it?  Would it care?  If it was an
official of either the Squirrel Church or the Squirrel Conservative
party he thought, beginning to enjoy himself, it would be
absolutely horrified and disgusted.  He began to smile. 
There would be headlines in all the squirrel newspapers, especially
the News of the Wild, or better still, the Squirrel Unpublishable
News.  'Humans Discovered Mating in Public, tried to bribe
this reporter with nuts not to publish story!'  At the thought
of an embarrassed and shamefaced Jimmy attempting to bribe a
hypocritically upright squirrel reporter, he started to laugh under
his breath, to the suspicion of the little animal who was trying to
induce Jimmy to give it another nut.  Jimmy obliged, wondering
what on earth Martin was laughing about.  He could feel him
shaking as he tried to suppress his giggles.  Martin who was
rapidly writing gutter press style shock-horror headlines and
paragraphs in his mind, gave up the unequal struggle, and laughed
out loud.  The squirrel, apparently under the impression that
Martin was laughing at him, gave him an injured look and
raced indignantly away towards the bottom of the garden.


          Leaning
weakly against Jimmy who was now having to hold him with both arms,
and feeling the tensions of the day draining out of him, Martin
explained between giggles what he had been thinking of.  As he
had known, Jimmy was just as amused by the idea as he was, and
began to embroider it in such vulgar detail that Martin went into
hysterics and had to be half carried to the sofa where they both
collapsed, weak with laughter.


          Totally
relaxed and without even thinking about it, it felt so natural,
Martin put his arms round Jimmy's neck, pulled his face down and
kissed him.  It was the first time in their relationship that
he had ever taken the lead or done anything of the sort. 
Appreciating and thrilled by this, Jimmy pulled him close and
hugged him with all his might until Martin gasped with difficulty,
"I can't breathe."


          Guiltily,
Jimmy changed his grip from the crushing to the merely unbearable,
pulled the boy onto his lap, kissed the top of his head and rested
his cheek against the thick dark hair.  As if it had a will of
it's own, his right hand slipped under Martin's T-shirt.  As
his fingers touched the smooth, warm skin, he heard and felt Martin
draw in his breath in a small gasp.


          "It's all
right," he said quietly. "It's all right, Martin."


          Martin's
mind seemed to be going round in circles.  He wanted Jimmy's
hand to move lower and at the same time, he knew that if it did he
would feel really guilty about it.  Why can't I just enjoy it,
he asked himself?  Why do I always have to start worrying
about things?  But if he touches me there, he might think that
I'm … Do girls ever feel the same way he wondered suddenly,
and decided that it was probably worse for them.  At least I
won't get pregnant if anything does happen he thought, that's
something.  However, his worries were beginning to seem rather
academic because Jimmy's hand wasn't moving anywhere at all.


          In fact
Jimmy had been as surprised as Martin to find his hand on the taut,
flat stomach.  He certainly hadn't planned it, and once it had
happened, didn't know what to do next.  Apart from when he
first touched him, Martin was giving him no indication as to
whether he wanted him to go any further and the sophisticated and
experienced Jimmy, who would have known exactly what to do with
anyone else, found himself completely at a loss.


          Which was
not to say that he wasn't being affected.  Under Martin's
weight, he was becoming both congested and cramped and wondered
whether Martin could feel it through his jeans.  In a way, he
hoped he could.  At least he'll know how much he turns me on
Jimmy thought, then, I wonder if I turn him on as much?  He
badly wanted to move his hand and find out but was worried that
Martin might resent it, so he simply let his hand rest where it
was.


          The position
of his hand and his thoughts about the boy were turning him on more
and more and he was quick to realise that uncomfortable or not, if
he didn't change his position soon something was going to happen to
him right then and there.  He wouldn't have been in the least
embarrassed about it, but he didn't want to waste anything if there
was the slightest chance that he could share it with Martin.


          It was at
that precise moment that he understood that he wanted to give the
boy pleasure even more than he wanted to receive it from him, and
with a flash of insight, saw that the one led inevitably to the
other.  There will be time, he decided, I can wait until he's
ready.  But I do wish it were now.


          Very gently
he removed his hand and as Martin's T-shirt fell back and covered
him, turned the boy's head and looked deeply into the dark brown
eyes.


          "It's all
right," he said again. "Don't worry."


          Martin,
unsure whether to be pleased or sorry at the loss of contact, but
on the whole more sorry than pleased, swallowed.


          "I know,
Jimmy," he whispered, "Thank you."


          "We'd better
organise something to eat." Jimmy said briskly before he could
change his mind.  "What would you like?"


          "Fish and
chips, of course," Martin replied immediately, scrambling
reluctantly off his lap. "I can pay for it." he offered. "I've got
extra pocket money and I'm rich!"


          "It's okay,
kiddo," Jimmy said, smiling, as he stood up. "I can afford it you
know."


          Martin
smiled briefly in return but said seriously, "I know.  But
I've told you before, I'm not going to let you pay for everything
Jimmy.  I don't have very much, but what I do have, I want to
share with you.  Please?" he added.


          Jimmy shook
his head at him.  "Don't try your tricks on me kiddo, I can
see right through you."


          Feeling
euphoric, Martin bent his head at an absurd angle and pretended to
look through his chest.  "You're right," he said in a
horrified tone, "I can see right through me too.  I'm
disappearing fast.  From hunger.  Come on."


          "Okay,
okay.  Get your money."


          Martin
smiled brilliantly at him and dashed into the bedroom.  Being
on the receiving end of that smile at full strength was something
Jimmy had never got used to.  Slightly shaken, he followed
Martin into the bedroom to find him burrowing excitedly through his
school bag, rather like a gerbil.


          "Got it,"
Martin said triumphantly, waving an extremely tattered and elderly
five pound note. "Like I said, rich!"


          "Sure are,
pardner," replied Jimmy in an overdone cowboy accent, "Ah figure
you struck paper in that thar' school bag."


          "Sure did,
and Ah aim to fill any lousy rustler full o' lead iffen they try to
dry gulch it offen me."


          "Ah sure
didn't never like the taste o' lead," said Jimmy then shifted
rapidly to a southern plantation drawl.  "Mr Jackson, suh, Ah
guess Ah'm agoing to have to just let you buy them ole fish and
chips."


          Martin began
to giggle and Jimmy finding himself propelled rapidly out of the
flat was told that he'd better shake them two legs of his because
his companion was ready to eat that there horse.

 

 










Chapter 2
New Chapter


          By the time they got
back with the food it was getting late and although Jimmy had
tentatively suggested they might go to a film, neither of them
really wanted to go out and Martin had cast his vote for an evening
in front of the television.  He was severely limited at home
as to how much, and what, he was permitted to watch, and looked had
forward to watching whatever he liked all evening.


          They ate at
the breakfast bar.  Jimmy, smiling, refused to have the
television on while they ate and grinned at his companion's
disappointed face.  "If you think I'm going to waste my time
watching that thing while I have you with me, you've got another
think coming, kiddo," he told him.  Martin, too happy to
really care, bestowed another of his brilliant smiles on him and
gave himself over to whatever his companion had in mind. 
Jimmy felt his heart miss a beat and couldn't say anything more
until he'd got his feelings under control.


          When he
could speak again, he simply said "Coffee?" and was about to get up
to make it when Martin said, "I will."


          Watching his
neat, efficient movements, Jimmy marvelled at how competent he was
with physical things, in contrast to the problems he had with his
emotional life and in his relationships with his peers. 
Considering the attractiveness of his features, he couldn't
understand why Martin was not one of the most popular boys in his
class, if not the entire school.  Memories of his own very
different experiences had conditioned him to equate good looks with
popularity and it seemed to him that there had to be something
seriously wrong somewhere.  Grateful as he was that the boy's
isolation had drawn Martin to himself, he nevertheless wanted him
to be happier at school where he would have to remain for some
years yet.  He had always assumed, since he got to know him,
that Martin's troubles stemmed principally from his mother. 
He wondered now if there might not be a contributing factor from
the boy himself, something deep in his personality.  Putting
the thought aside as disloyal, his gaze rested on Martin's back as
he stood at the work surface.  Even that view was beautiful he
decided, admiring how it tapered down to his small waist then
flared out slightly at his slim hips.  He sighed as Martin
surreptitiously put three spoons of sugar into his own mug before
bringing him his coffee.


          "Thanks
Martin," he said, getting up, "Television time?" and sat down on
the sofa.


          Martin
putting down his coffee carefully on the floor, dived into the
Radio Times and rapidly read through the lists then having made his
choice asked Jimmy what he would like to watch.


          "I don't
mind, you decide."  All he really wanted was to look at Martin
all evening.  It was a pity … then broke the thought off
as he looked at the boy, sitting Japanese fashion with his legs
tucked under like a Geisha girl, drinking his oversweet coffee.


          "You look
like Madame Butterfly in jeans," he told him.


          Martin
smiled.  "Do you think I'd look better in a kimono?" he asked
innocently.


          "I think
you'd look great in anything," Jimmy replied.  "Or even in
nothing at all," he added, smiling as Martin turned red.


          Even as he
blushed Martin felt a rush of happiness, and experienced a
surprising urge to pull off his clothes right then and there and
show Jimmy exactly what he did look like.  Provided he did the
same of course he thought with a touch of guilt, and hurriedly
picked up the remote control to turn on the tv.


          As they
watched a film which Jimmy found far less absorbing than the sight
of the body sprawled on the carpet in front of him, Jimmy found his
desire for the boy getting stronger by the minute.  Try as he
would, he couldn't get remotely interested in the story on the
screen, his eyes kept coming back to the boy lying on his stomach,
chin resting on his hands, seemingly completely absorbed.


          In fact
Martin wasn't as interested as he appeared to be.  After
nearly an hour he needed to change his position because he was
getting a crick in his neck, and had no more knowledge of the drama
unfolding on screen than Jimmy did.  He was also starting to
wonder if it had been a mistake to take up his favourite tv
watching position.  If I'd sat on the sofa, he thought, we
might have been close together, even touching by now.  And
that, he admitted to himself, was what he wanted very much. 
He was just nerving himself to make a move when Jimmy spoke.


          "I don't
know about you, but I haven't the faintest idea what it's
about."


          Martin
rolled over onto his side displaying, Jimmy felt after a discreet
glance, an even more delectable sight, and looked at him. 
"I'm a bit confused myself," he agreed.  "I got to thinking
about other things and stopped following the story."


          "What
things?" Jimmy asked, interested.


          "Just,
different things," Martin replied evasively, getting up and sitting
for some unknown reason on the furthest chair from the sofa. 
"Shall I switch it off?"


          "If you want
to.  It's not very interesting," Jimmy agreed, noting the
evasion and hoping that it meant that Martin had been thinking
about something sexy. Preferably himself.


          "May I have
some more coffee, please Jimmy?"


          "Of course
you can, kiddo, you don't need to ask.  Just go and make
it.  No, on second thoughts I'll make it, I don't trust you
with the sugar bowl," he replied thinking, no way kid.  If you
make it you'll hand it to me terribly politely then go and sit on
the chair at the other end of the room again.  I'm going to
pile stuff on all the chairs before you arrive from now on, then
we'll see.


          "By the way
Martin," he said over his shoulder, "Are you still feeling okay, no
more headache?"


          "I'm fine
thanks, it's gone completely.  I'm getting a bit tired
though.  It's all right," he said as Jimmy stopped what he was
doing and looked concerned.  "It's the effect of the
tablet.  It always happens.  Tell me about the opera
tomorrow."


          Jimmy looked
closely at his face, then said casually, "Okay.  Get me the
opera book from the shelf by the window, please."


          While he was
searching for the book, Jimmy made up his mind about something,
went into the bedroom and pulled the duvet and top sheet down to
the bottom of the bed before bringing the coffee.  He put the
cups on the table in front of the sofa saying casually, "Come and
sit here.  There're some pictures of previous productions I
want to show you."


          In between
sips of coffee, he described the characters and summarised the
complicated plot then they poured over the pictures, their heads
close together and their hands touching occasionally as they turned
the pages.


          Although
Martin had never been to a live opera performance, he had seen
several productions on television and was familiar with some of the
music of Der Rosenkavalier which Jimmy had managed to get tickets
for.  It was one of Jimmy's favourites and he had played some
of the music to Martin on several occasions.  He was
particularly looking forward to seeing the boy's reaction to it,
but was at the same time, a little nervous.  It was a
complicated piece and not precisely what he would have chosen for
someone's first visit to the opera house.  Something simpler
and more spectacular like Carmen would have been better, but he'd
had no choice in the matter, they were the only tickets available
at such short notice.  They talked for another hour or so and
Jimmy made more coffee saying as he gave Martin the mug, "You're
looking tired, and it's way past your bedtime, kiddo."


          Martin
attempted to glare at him but gave it up and raised a haughty
eyebrow instead, provoking a grin from his companion.


          He had known
of course that bed was going to come sooner or later, but had not
allowed himself to think about it in case his thoughts showed
themselves in too embarrassing a fashion.  Now with the
thought of being in bed with Jimmy to say nothing of the leg
pressed warmly against his own as they sat side by side on the
sofa, the problem was growing more embarrassing by the
minute.  He was also getting nervous and to his annoyance as
he brought his cup to his lips, the slight trembling of his hand
rattled the rim against his teeth.  Furious with himself he
tightened his lips and forced his hand to stop shaking.  Jimmy
who had finished his coffee turned, and firmly taking the cup away
from him, put it down on the table beside his own.  Then
before Martin could protest, put his arms around him and pulled him
close.


          Jimmy's
earlier doubts had all but vanished.  He was confident that
the time was right and from the evidence of his eyes, that
Martin was as ready as he was.  Even, he thought wryly as he
felt the boy tense, if he isn't ready to admit it.  He forced
himself to be patient and although he desperately wanted to caress
the firm body, simply held the boy until he felt him begin to
relax.  Only then did he turn Martin's face towards him and
kiss him gently, almost chastely, on the lips.  He was certain
that Martin would reject anything more passionate.


          I wish he
wasn't so shy he thought a little sadly, I want him so much and I
know he really wants me too, but he keeps pulling back at the last
minute, as if he's afraid of me.  He doesn't have to do
anything to me if he doesn't want to he told himself, as he gently
stroked the back of Martin's neck, as sensuously as he could.


          Martin,
whose entire body was beginning to tingle, found himself breathing
faster and when Jimmy caressed his neck then ran his fingers gently
up into his hair, it was all he could do to stop himself
trembling.  The more Jimmy touched him, the more sensitive his
skin seemed to become, and just when he thought that he couldn't
stand any more of it, it stopped.  Coming to himself with a
pang of disappointment, he found that Jimmy had got up off the
sofa.  Then Jimmy bent over, put one arm under his legs slid
the other under his back, picked him up like a baby and carried him
into the bedroom.


          Although
small and slim, Martin was well muscled and Jimmy found him
surprisingly heavy.  It's a good thing I'm reasonably strong,
he thought as he managed the boy's weight.  Martin was warm in
his arms and in a contradictory fashion, both soft and firm at the
same time.  He looked down at the boy's face, admiring the
neat dark eyebrows and the long lashes protecting the closed
eyes.  He has a beautiful nose he thought, and unable to
resist it, lowered his head and kissed it.  Martin's eyes flew
open and gazed up at him with something in them of the clear,
uncompromising look of childhood.  Putting him down on the
bed, feeling the pull on his muscles as the boy's weight shifted
from the balanced position in which he had carried him, he saw that
Martin had closed his eyes again and wondered what he was
thinking.  He hoped that it was about himself.


          As he was
put down gently on the bed Martin's mind seemed to be circling
around aimlessly in his head.  He knew what this was leading
up to but wasn't able to visualise the details and he was growing
more and more nervous as he wondered what Jimmy was going to want
him to do.  Intellectually, he was no sexual innocent. 
His surreptitious reading coupled with snatches of playground talk
had told him what to expect, and he had dreamed of this moment for
a very long time.  But now that it had come, he was painfully
aware of his lack of knowledge of the physical side of things.


          Apart from
the one episode with Alan that had caused him so much grief and
pain, and his seduction at the age of fourteen by a younger though
more mature boy, he had no experience to draw on, and he was
desperately afraid that he would not be able to give Jimmy what he
wanted.


          He lay where
Jimmy had put him down, nervous, frightened, eyes firmly closed,
his heart beating fast, his breathing shallow.  He felt Jimmy
take off his trainers and socks then sit next to him and pull up
his T-shirt.  Almost against his will, he lifted himself as
Jimmy pulled it carefully over his head, thinking that it would be
his jeans next, then only his underpants would be between Jimmy and
his most secret self.  He knew only too well what Jimmy would
see.  Already he was hot, swollen and huge, and he began to
panic as he felt Jimmy undo the button then gently pull down the
zip.  He wanted to stop him.  All I have to do is say no
he thought, and he'll stop.  Or maybe he won't, and I don't
know if I really want him to or not.  But it seemed as if his
body had a will of it's own and at Jimmy's urging hands, he lifted
himself slightly as his jeans were slid down and then removed
altogether.


          He began to
shiver, not from cold, as he waited for the inevitable next
move.  He can probably see everything anyway, he thought, but
there was some comfort at least in the fact that he was still
covered.


          He barely
heard Jimmy murmur softly, "God, but you're beautiful."


          Jimmy had
put his hands on the Martin's hips, ready to remove the last piece
of his clothing when he felt him trembling.  It was like being
drenched with a bucket of cold water.  He had been seeing the
boy as a sexual object that he wanted desperately, and only now did
he realise that Martin was literally shaking with fear.  He
found it almost impossible to understand.  From the time that
he himself had first been introduced to sex, he had approached the
act with eager anticipation seasoned with lust, and with no
hesitation or guilt.  Martin's state of arousal had been more
than obvious in his jeans and was positively riveting now without
them, so why was he so afraid that he was actually shivering? 
For a moment he stayed absolutely still, then suppressing his own
desires, he stood up, gently drew the sheet over the boy, rapidly
undressed and climbed into the bed beside him.

          "It's all
right love," he murmured soothingly, much as he would have
comforted a nervous puppy or kitten, "It's all right.  Just
trust me and lie still."  He put his arms around Martin
feeling instinctively that the boy needed some contact, and held
him gently until his shivers died away to the occasional 
tremor, then finally stopped.


          "I'm sorry,"
Martin whispered opening his eyes after what seemed to him a very
long time.


          "There's
nothing to be sorry about," Jimmy reassured him.  "Don't
worry," he repeated, trying to think himself into the boy's head
and feel what he was feeling.  "Sometimes it's frightening to
find out what you really want."


          Martin
wanted to tell him that that was the whole trouble.  He wasn't
sure what he wanted and even more important, he wasn't sure what
Jimmy wanted.  I could write it he thought, and a vision of
himself in bed, solemnly writing notes to Jimmy about sex crossed
his mind.  His face broke into a small involuntary smile.


          Jimmy,
catching the movement out of the corner of his eye began to relax
as well, and he wondered if Martin had noticed the erection
pressing against one slim hip, and if he had, what he thought about
it.  As a matter of  fact, Martin had been aware of it
right from the start and had been unable to decide whether to feel
complimented or ashamed that the sight of him seemed to have
provoked it.  His own penis was harder than ever and beginning
to feel extremely cramped and uncomfortable, bent over as it was at
an awkward angle in his underpants.


          "Jimmy," he
said, turning on his side to face him, but careful to pull away
slightly so that there was no chance of it touching.

         
"Yeah?"

         
"Nothing," he muttered his courage, such as it was, deserting him
as usual.


          Jimmy,
disappointed at the loss of contact pulled his head against him,
his nose in the dark hair.  It smelt young and sweet, not from
shampoo he thought, but from himself.  His whole body smells
sweet like a baby, and he wondered what his own body smelt like to
Martin and whether he liked it or not.  He gave the boy a few
minutes then moved his hands downwards, cupped the small firm
buttocks and pulled Martin against his body.  Martin resisted
for a minute then with a small sigh, melted, as far as he was able
to in his aroused state, against him.


          "You are
beautiful, you know," Jimmy said into his hair, "To look at, to
feel and to touch,"  and moved his hand, caressing the strong
yet delicately formed bones of the boy's spine.  He could feel
the tense muscles surrounding the bone and pulled the boy more
tightly against him, wanting almost to crush his body right into
his own, to make it part of him.


          "I'm
strangling," Martin muttered into his chest.


          He felt the
boys soft breath on his nipple and relaxed his hold slightly.


          "I wouldn't
want to strangle you," he said smiling, "You're far too pretty to
be dead."


          Martin felt
a thrill go through him, delighted by the words but too shy to
reply.


          Jimmy
caressed his back again.  "I've wanted you ever since I first
saw you.  Have you ever wanted me?" he asked diffidently.


           Martin
wanted to shout, "Yes, I've wanted you all my life," but could only
close his eyes despairingly.


          When he
didn't reply, Jimmy pulled his face up with a hand on his chin.


          "Look at
me.  Look at me, please."


          Martin's
eyes opened.


          "Don't you
want me … even a little?"


          His voice
was pleading and Martin, surprised out of his absorption with his
own feelings, understood that this was really important to Jimmy
and managed a small nod.


          Jimmy
relaxed, the tension going out of his body, except where it was
most needed.


          "That's okay
then," he said with relief and kissed him.  "I meant it about
you being pretty you know," he said after a pause.


          Martin
looked at him dubiously.  He liked being called beautiful but
wasn't too sure about pretty, which had rather feminine overtones
to it.


          Quite aware
of this Jimmy added teasingly, "You're not only pretty, you're very
cute.  As cute as… " he hesitated, searching for something
that would amuse the boy, "As cute as sliced bread," he came up
with triumphantly.


          As he had
intended, he knew how Martin's mind worked by now, the boy had an
immediate vision of himself in a plastic wrapper with just his head
and feet sticking out, and "Mother's Pride" printed in large
letters across his congested midsection.  He began to laugh,
thinking hard.


          "And you're
cute too, like, like corn on the cob!"


          "Huh?" Jimmy
said inelegantly.


          "Because of
the colour of your hair, of course," he proclaimed between giggles,
thinking how much he liked that particular shade of blonde.


          "I'm too big
to be called cute," Jimmy grinned at him.  "And I'm not so
sure about the corn bit either, except that the cobs do stick out
from the stem rather."  Then firmly pulled Martin towards him
until their bodies touched again.


          Martin's
smile faded.


          Jimmy
sobered instantly.  "What is it Mart?  You were just
beginning to relax and enjoy yourself.  Now you've gone all
serious again. What's wrong?  Tell me.  Please." 
Then added in a caring voice after a pause when Martin didn't
reply, "Is it really so bad that you can't talk about it, even to
me?  Come on, you should know by now that you can tell me
anything."


          Martin took
his courage in both hands, took a deep breath and said in a small
voice before he had time to think and chicken out, "Do you
think I'm too big?"


          Jimmy was
about to tell him that he was the perfect height and shape as far
as he was concerned, when he realised what Martin really meant as
he took in the significance of his emphasis on the pronoun. 
Oh Christ, he thought, they haven't given him a complex about that
as well have they?  At least it couldn't have been his bloody
mother, though I wouldn't put anything past her.  I need to
sort this out right now, the kid has enough complexes without that
as well.


          He thought
for a minute about how to handle it.


          "I don't
think so, by the feel of you.  Close you eyes," he ordered
unnecessarily, Martin's eyes were shut tightly.  He gently
disengaged himself and urged him onto his back.


          Martin felt
Jimmy move down in the bed then the sheet was drawn back uncovering
him completely.  He felt himself going scarlet as Jimmy put a
hand under the small of his back and lifted him as his other hand
slid his underpants over the small mounds of his bottom.  Then
Jimmy's hands were under the front of the waist band and gently
working it over his erection and down his legs.


          For a
moment, after his released penis swung up and whacked with an
audible thump against his stomach, nothing happened.  He felt
a lump in his throat and thought, I disgust him.  I'm a freak
like Ross said, and he'll want me to go home and never see me
again.  I should never have said I'd stay tonight, if I hadn't
been here he wouldn't have found out and, and we'd still be
friends.


          Jimmy didn't
move and Martin lay there beginning to shiver again as he felt a
cold drop of pre-orgasmic fluid drip onto his skin.  He knew
that Jimmy was looking at him and waited miserably for him to say
something, tears beginning to squeeze through his eyelids.  He
was so convinced that Jimmy would reject him now that he knew the
truth, that he didn't realise that the older boy had moved until he
felt a gentle kiss on his penis which lifted strongly against the
warm lips in response, and oozed another drop of fluid onto his
belly.  Jimmy's lips felt incredibly soft and agonisingly
sexy.  His eyes flew open in astonishment, as Jimmy slid up
the bed to face him.


          "It
is a bit big compared to the rest of you, but that’s only
because you're so small," Jimmy said seriously.  "When you're
taller, it will be exactly in proportion.  But anyway, as it
is right now it's perfect, and beautiful … and I love
it."  He had to smile at Martin's stunned expression. 
"You should be proud of it, not worried or ashamed.  Who's
been giving you a complex about it?  Kiddo, any man
would be proud to have one like that, let alone a boy.  Did
you think I wouldn't like it?  Is that what you've been so
afraid of all this time?  Listen to me Mart, I'm gay. 
That means I'm turned on by cocks and balls and I'm specially
turned on by yours because they're beautiful and a lovely
shape.  Heterosexual guys are turned on by tit's and cunts, so
why shouldn't we be turned on by balls and cocks?"

          This was
such a new idea to Martin that he stumbled into speech.  'I've
always thought that it was wrong to, you know, to think about
it.  I mean that … well, it isn't, it can't be, I mean it
shouldn't be … "  he broke off in utter confusion.


          "You thought
that your cock was just for wanking and screwing and not to be
thought about, or even admired?"


          Martin
nodded at his understanding.  Jimmy always seemed to have an
answer for him.  For someone who had been forced to rely on
his own resources all his life, this sharing of a burden was very
comforting.


          Jimmy, lying
on his side, his head propped up on his arm looked at him
consideringly and decided he might as well get everything straight
once and for all.

"I like every single bit of you Mart, from your
mind," he touched his forehead, "To your cock, your bum and all the
way down to your toes. There's just one thing… " he stopped as he
felt Martin tense. "It's all right," he continued, "I was only
going to say that I want to touch you and feel you and do things to
you.  But if I do anything that you don't want me to, or you
don't like, tell me and I'll stop straight away.  Okay?" 
He saw Martin nod, and added in an offhand tone, feeling that he
shouldn't make too much of it at this stage.  "That, by the
way, goes for me too, though I can't imagine you ever doing
anything to me that I wouldn't like."


          He didn't
wait for Martin to reply but very gently, and with a feather light
touch, began to caress him, marvelling at the perfection of the
beautifully formed body under his fingers.  By the time his
hand had moved from Martin's face, via ears and throat to his tiny
but well defined breasts, he could feel the boy relaxing, relaxing
as much physically as his sexual tension was rising.  Still
moving his hand he leant over and put his lips on Martin's. 
At first he was passive and unresponsive then his lips firmed and
he started to return the kiss.  Jimmy felt an almost
overpowering urge to use his tongue but held back, afraid of going
too fast.  As his fingers reached and investigated Martin's
neat little belly button, he felt him shyly and tentatively begin
to touch him in return and knew that everything was going to be all
right.


          For Martin,
who had only once touched someone other than himself, to freely
feel and caress Jimmy was a delight.  His nervous fingers
became bolder as his embarrassment at feeling their erections
pressing against each other began to subside.  He even
admitted to himself that he badly wanted to touch Jimmy there as
well, but was still too shy.


          Boys know
instinctively that what gives them pleasure will be equally
pleasurable to another boy and as he began to trace the outlines of
Jimmy's chest, he found to his surprise that this increased his own
pleasure in a sort of ascending spiral of delight and passion.


          Jimmy's hand
moved lower, his fingers delicately brushing through Martin's small
patch of soft, silky pubic hair, and he sighed as Jimmy skirted his
cock then gently began to stroke his balls.  He started to
tremble and Jimmy, realising that he was close to the point of no
return, took the boy's velvet skinned, hard to bursting cock in his
hand, and gently started the delicious, familiar movement.


          Martin felt
a sweetness that seemed to start at his toes and move up his legs
until it reached the part that Jimmy was manipulating, at the same
time as a similar sweetness crept down his body from the top of his
head.  As the two met, he felt his passion rise until suddenly
the feeling took hold of and firmly grasped his lifted cock, sweet,
beautiful and totally out of his control.  It overcame him in
a white hot flash of pleasure and as Jimmy held his shuddering,
spasming, spurting body, his hand groped blindly and grasped
Jimmy's own swollen and aching penis.  He had barely done so,
when he heard Jimmy's, indrawn gasp, felt him stiffen, convulse and
ejaculate in turn against his hip, over and over again.

 


          Weak and
dazed, they lay still for some minutes, then Jimmy tenderly pulled
Martin's wet, sticky body even closer and settled it comfortably
against himself.


          Martin
feeling uplifted, relieved, tingling, satisfied and drained all at
the same time, felt how they fitted together so satisfyingly and
whispered, "That was my best ever.  Thank you Jimmy."


          Jimmy, who
had expected him to run true to form and be highly embarrassed and
unable to talk about it, was so moved he couldn't speak for a
minute.


          "It was the
greatest for me too.  I've wanted to do that to you for so
long," he said and kissed the top of his head.


          "I didn't
really do much to you'" Martin said in a conscience stricken
voice.  "I hardly touched you before you started."


          "It was
enough love, just you touching me was enough.  And next time
will be even better because we won't be so quick."


          Martin
nodded a little doubtfully.  Nothing, he thought, would ever
feel as good as what had just happened to him, but for the moment
he was feeling so satisfied he couldn't be bothered to think about
it.  Content to be held securely in Jimmy's arms, enjoying the
occasional small after shocks still occurring in his penis, all at
once he was filled with an overwhelming love for the older boy.


          I love him
he thought, utterly astonished.  I have for ages and never
knew it.  How could I not have noticed?  For a moment in
the shock of his discovery, all his inhibitions and unexpressed
feelings of guilt vanished, and he wriggled round in Jimmy's arms,
pulled his head down and kissed him passionately.


          "Did you
mind me coming against you like that?"  Jimmy asked
diffidently, when he had got his breath back after this satisfying,
if surprising move.  "I couldn't help it when you touched me,
I just exploded!"


          In reply,
Martin leaned up and kissed him again.  "I didn't mind," he
answered politely, so as not to hurt Jimmy's feelings, then
discovered that he really meant it!  Another surprise, and
just as nice.  "But next time I want to watch when it happens
to you.  That would be really exciting."


          "I don't
think you'll have to wait very long," Jimmy said, glancing down to
where they were both still youthfully erect, and added wickedly,
"It'd be only fair.  After all, I watched you!"


          Martin
punched him lightly and lovingly in the ribs then, as Jimmy hoped
and expected, blushed brilliantly and beautifully all the way down
to his toes.

 

 










Chapter 3
New Chapter


        
 Martin woke first in the morning.  They had
made love again before falling asleep and Jimmy's prediction had
been gratifyingly accurate, in one way at least.  It
was just as good as the first time, perhaps even better,
but he had been totally wrong about the speed.  Again it had
been over for them both almost before it had begun and although
they would have enjoyed doing it again, after a very long day and
still feeling the after effects of his medication, Martin had
fallen asleep, clasped tightly in Jimmy's arms.  Jimmy, trying
to make himself comfortable and prevent his arm from going numb
without disturbing the boy's head, had barely enough time to switch
off the bedside light before he too felt his eyes closing. 
Thinking of Martin trustingly asleep beside him, half formed
thoughts of the future came, but before he could take them any
further, he too was asleep.

 


          Remembering
where he was as soon as his eyes opened, Martin was filled with
such an overwhelming feeling of happiness that he felt his body
wouldn't be able to contain it unless he got up and did something
violently physical.  He also needed to go to the toilet badly
and realised that he would have to do it immediately before his
memories of the night before gave him such an erection, he wouldn't
be able to go at all.  It wouldn't be the first time
that had happened.  Carefully he slid away from
Jimmy, went to the bathroom, then climbed back into bed and rather
guiltily, pushed the sheet down so that he could look at
Jimmy.  His eyes feasted on every inch of the older boy, but
returned again and again to his erect cock.  Remembering what
Jimmy had said about liking every part of his own body, he tried to
analyse his feelings about Jimmy's.


          I'Il start
with his face he thought, moving his eyes upward.  I can't see
his eyes but I know they're grey and I love the freckles on his
nose.  But his eyes, completely undisciplined, insisted on
moving down Jimmy's neck, over his arm to the dip of his waist, and
then down to the hair of his groin.  He's blonde there too,
Martin confirmed delightedly, and couldn't resist touching the soft
swirls of golden hair that stretched in a thin line from his belly
button, then flared out to surround his genitals.  The hairs
were matted and he reddened slightly when he remembered what had
stuck them together.  He looked down at his own body but there
was nothing that he could see, which surprised him considering that
his own skin had been covered as well.


          In spite of
what he had said to Jimmy the night before, he wondered if he
should feel disgusted at the thought of another person's sperm on
him.  He would certainly have felt that way before.  But
now?  Well, not only did the idea seem nice, but he wanted it
all over him again!  It's because it's Jimmy's he concluded,
remembering that he hadn't even thought about wiping himself last
night as he had always done after his previous solo
pleasures.  His own sperm had always seemed messy although at
the same time he was proud of the way it came out, and had been
ever since that exciting day when he had seen a tiny droplet ooze
out of the tip of his cock for the very first time.  He had
felt so grown up and proud of himself!


          His thoughts
had given him a throbbing hard-on, and he noticed that Jimmy's was
twitching and looked up guiltily to see the grey eyes smiling at
him.  Immediately he became tongue-tied and could only give
him a small smile in return.


          "Good
morning, kiddo," Jimmy said with a deep sigh of content.  "How
do you feel this morning?"


          "Hungry," he
replied, deliberately misunderstanding.


          "That's not
what I meant and you know it," Jimmy grinned, reaching down and
touching him gently,  "I meant here!"


          Martin gave
an involuntary gasp and almost came in his hand.  He looked
pleadingly at Jimmy but all he could manage was a soft, 
"Fine.  Please?"


          Jimmy looked
at him, measuringly.  "You'll have to ask me Mart," he said
taking his hand away.


          Martin was
puzzled.  He wanted Jimmy's hand on him, wanted Jimmy to do it
to him all over again, wanted to, to spunk all over himself and he
sensed that Jimmy wanted it too.  So why was he insisting that
he ask?  He looked into Jimmy's face but although there was a
smile on his lips, there was also a determined look about
him.  He tried, through the mists of rising desire to
understand what Jimmy meant and shook his head slightly. 
Why?  He looked the question at Jimmy.


          "Last night,
I took the lead," Jimmy explained.  "I knew what you wanted
and I wanted to give it to you.  It was easy for me because
for one thing, I'm older than you are and I've had more
experience.  But things can't always be like that Martin, we
have to be equals, or this isn't going to work.  I know that
you have a lot of complexes about things and especially about sex,
but you do need to grow out of them.  I want you so much I
can't tell you, but I'm not always going to take the lead in what
we do and when we do it.  It's a responsibility you know, and
you need to take your share of it, even though you're younger than
I am.  Do you understand what I mean?"


          Martin
looked at him, thinking deeply.  When he spoke, it was with a
maturity and lack of shyness that told Jimmy that he was answering
on an intellectual, rather than emotional level.


          "I think
so," he said eventually. "Last night, I mostly just lay back and
told myself underneath, that whatever happened you'd started it so
I couldn't be blamed if it was wrong.  What we did I
mean.  But that isn't fair is it?  I wanted it as much as
you did and I wanted everything you did to me, but I let you take
all the blame and never even thought I was being selfish about
it."


          "Do you feel
what we did was wrong?" Jimmy asked.


          "No!" Martin
answered positively.  "Oh I know that the church thinks so and
I know it's against the law too, but I don't care about that. 
It's nothing to do with anyone else.  What do they know about
it anyway?  They're too old to feel what we feel.  I
don't suppose they ever did."


          "I'm not so
sure about that," Jimmy replied.  "Sometimes I think that
those who are most against us are that way because they'd like to
be like us but are either too old, or perhaps too scared."


          "Jealous and
mean," Martin said sagely with a comically wise look on his
youthful face.  "Because they can't do it anymore, or are
afraid to, they're not going to let us do it either."


          "Something
like that."


          They were
silent for a minute then Martin reverted to what Jimmy had said
earlier.  "It won't be easy for me.  I've spent a long
time not saying what I think and I've got used to not asking for
things because I hardly ever got them.  But I will
try."


          Jimmy
waited.  He wanted to help him out but genuinely felt that it
was time he stopped hiding behind his shyness.


          Martin took
a deep breath.  "Jimmy," he said, "Will you … " he
gulped, blushed prettily, then continued bravely, "Will you, will
you, er, wank me please?"


          Jimmy let go
his breath and hugged him.  "I'm going to do better than
that," he said and slid down the bed.  He pushed the boy's
legs apart and knelt between them.  "It's a such a beautiful
cock," he said, and as Martin squirmed, took it into his
mouth.  He put his hands on the boy's waist, so small that
they almost met around it, and seeing how close Martin was, simply
waited.  Then as the young body started to shudder in ecstasy,
applied gentle pressure and received the boy's liquid, like a
religious libation, in his mouth.  As he swallowed, not
releasing him until he felt the small body relax, he decided that
even Martin's sperm was beautiful, and kissed the swollen, reddened
head, then the balls that had produced it.  Happily, he worked
his way up the bed and felt Martin's arms come around him
gratefully.  There was wonder in the brown eyes as they looked
deep into his own, soft with satisfied desire.  He saw that
Martin was about to speak, shook his head and closed Martin's mouth
with his own, wondering if the boy would be able to taste the
traces of his own sperm and how he would feel about it if he
did.


          Martin held
him tightly for a few minutes then drew back a little and said
softly, "Your turn."


          Jimmy looked
at him, bemused, as Martin smiled.  "Mm?"


          "It's your
turn to ask me," his smile turning into an urchin grin.  Jimmy
grinned in return.


          "Please,
dear, lovely, idiotic, blackmailing Martin," he began and received
a punch in the ribs for his pains.  "Will you please do
anything you want to me."


          Martin
punched him again, harder.  "You made me say
it.  Now you have to say exactly what you want."


          "But I
really do want you to do whatever you want to do to me, if you want
to," Jimmy said, somewhat obscurely.


          "You can't
even talk English now!"


          "You confuse
me," Jimmy said with deceptive meekness.


          "And I
thought he was so brave, but he's just afraid," Martin told the
curtains.


          "What do you
mean afraid?  Afraid of what?" Jimmy asked ominously.


          "Afraid to
ask me to, to wank you of course!" Martin crowed triumphantly.


          "Of course
I'm not afraid, you idiot."


          "Well why
won't you say it then?"


          "Because I'm
not sure if it's what you really want to do, if you must
know."


          "Well how
will you know unless you ask me?" Martin asked with impeccable
logic.


          "I hate
snotty kids!" Jimmy remarked, as one stating a self evident
fact.

Martin raised an eyebrow at him and looked so
cheekily cute, Jimmy made a mental note to learn how to do it
himself.


          "Then why
did you pick one up and bring it home?" Martin asked him, releasing
the first eyebrow and raising it's companion.


          Jimmy
grinned.  "I didn't.  I brought home something the cat
dragged in," and observed with satisfaction as he searched for a
reply.


          "So I'm just
the cat's leavings am I?"


          "Very nice
leavings I admit, but still leavings.  Discards," Jimmy
smirked, shaking his head.  "Rejects, unsatisfactory goods,
substandard, second rate, mediocre, inferior … Uhh!" he was
interrupted by another and very much harder punch in the
ribs.  "Physical violence is the last resort of the
unintelligent," he remarked in an offhand tone, as soon as he could
draw breath again.  He saw Martin's fist drawing back and said
in quavering voice, "Don't hit me, you, you brute!"


          Martin tried
to preserve his dignity then collapsed in a heap of giggles. 
Taking unfair advantage of this, Jimmy moved over him, captured his
hands in one of his own, straddled his thighs. and tickled him
until he was breathless.


          "Beg," he
told the helpless boy.


          "No," Martin
told him defiantly, grinning up at him happily.  I've never
ever played like this he thought suddenly, I never had anyone to do
it with, and felt a rush of love for the boy looming over him.


          "Well in
that case … " Jimmy twined his fingers in Martins, pinned his
arms above his head and leaning down, delicately mouthed one of
Martin's nipples.  Taken totally by surprise, Martin gave a
small squeak that made Jimmy smile, then tried to buck him off.


         
Effortlessly, his greater weight held Martin down.  "Beg," he
repeated, grinning.


          "Shan't,"
Martin said, as if he was all of three years old.


          "Okay, you
asked for it."  He used his tongue on the other nipple,
circling it then sucking sensuously.


          Martin
groaned.  "Jimmy, please … " not knowing whether he was
begging him to stop or begging him to carry on.


          "I suppose
that will have to do," Jimmy told him triumphantly as he lifted his
head. "Next time, do as you're told in the beginning and we won't
have to go through all this," he added self-righteously in a, this
hurts me more than it hurts you, sort of voice.


          Martin
groaned again, but determined to have the last word.  "You may
have made me beg cos' you're bigger than me, but you still
haven't asked me what you want me to do to you."


          Jimmy sighed
theatrically.  "For Christ's sake, Martin, will you bloody
wank me?"


          "You could
say please," the boy said, as snottily as he knew how.


          "Oh all
right.  Martin, will you for Christ's sake, please, fucking
wank me and stop arguing?" Jimmy groaned.


          "Well I
don't know about the, the fucking," he hesitated over the word
slightly, then went on, "But I will wank you!" and rolled the
unresisting Jimmy over and threw himself gleefully, and heavily, on
top of him.


          "Christ,
you're a weight," Jimmy said with a grunt as the air was forced out
of him, "I don't know how I carried you last night."


          "I was the
light of love," Martin replied with a giggle as he moved down to
straddle Jimmy's thighs.  "I'm not the only big one around
here," he went on and leant forward so that he could pull Jimmy's
erection against his own to compare.  "But I think you've got
it made in the size stakes."


          Jimmy smiled
at him, enjoying his happiness  "Don't worry little boy,
you'll grow!"


          Martin let
him go and threw himself down on him again.  "I've grown about
as much as I ever will for the moment."


          Jimmy,
winded for the second time, grunted, then said, "Christ almighty,
being in bed with you is like being in bed with a boa
constrictor.  Or a hippopotamus," then added hurriedly when it
looked as if Martin was going to take exception to this. 
"Stop it, I need to breathe sometimes, you know."


          Martin who
had sat up again looked at him warningly.  "You're a fine one
to be talking about boa constrictors," he said pointedly, looking
at Jimmy's groin, "Not that there's much constriction about it at
the moment."


          "Well
de-constrict it or something before it kills me, dammit," Jimmy
muttered frustratedly.


          Martin
looked at him.  "You should keep it under better
control.  It's obviously got completely out of hand," then
giggled at what he'd said.


          Jimmy
laughed with him.  "So why don't you take it in hand and see
if you can control it.  Though I doubt if you'll be able
to!"


          Still
smiling, Martin slid his hands down to Jimmy's waist bent his head
and kissed the dripping, throbbing organ.


          "I don't
think I'm ready to do more than kiss it just yet," he said
slowly.  "Do you mind Jimmy?"


          "Mart, I
said that you could do anything you liked and I meant it. 
Whatever you want to do is fine with me, okay?"


          Martin
smiled blindingly at him.


          "There
is something I want very much," he said with a momentary
return of his original shyness.


          Jimmy
wondered what on earth he wanted.  "I said you can do anything
you like Martin, and I meant it.  What is it kiddo?"


          "I, I want
to watch you, when it happens," Martin said in a rush.


          "Kiddo, it's
right there in front of your very eyes.  All you have to do is
make it happen and you can watch as much as you like.  But
will you please hurry up, I don't think I can wait much
longer."


          "Aha,
begging now are you?" Martin said in a satisfied voice, "And I
didn't even touch you to make you do it!"


          "Please,
Mart" was all Jimmy could say then gasped as Martin eagerly but
gently took hold of him.


          "Like this?"
he asked.


          Jimmy nodded
gratefully, "Just like that," and gave himself up to the sheer
pleasure of the boy's hand on him.


          Martin had
barely started to move his hand when he heard Jimmy's breathing
quicken.  Remembering something that Jimmy had done to him the
night before and wanting, in any case to see what they felt like,
he put a hand on Jimmy's tight balls.  Immediately the strong
muscle in his other hand jumped and stiffened in his hold. 
Under his fascinated eye the head, already plump to bursting,
seemed to expand even more, the tiny slit opened and as the boy
under him bucked, a stream of molten silver-white jetted out across
his chest, to land on his chin.  The second spurt merely
reached his chest.  Awed, Martin watched the diminishing
squirts until they stopped, squeezing gently  until Jimmy held
his hand to stop him.


          "God,
Jimmy.   Is it always like that?" he whispered.


          Jimmy shook
his head.  "No," he replied equally softly, "I've never done
that before.  It was you.  You did it.  Oh Mart," he
breathed, "I've never felt anything like it."


          His put his
hands under Martin's arms and pulled him down on top of him. 
As Martin's chest came into contact with the cold liquid, his own
balls moved and he felt liquid ooze out of his still hard cock and
mingle with Jimmy's as their cocks touched.  He put his lips
on Jimmy's and kissed him.  They lay like that until Jimmy
rolled him off and got up.  He bent down, gently squeezed the
tip of Martin's penis and licked the bead of moisture that bubbled
out.


          "That's to
remind you're that you're part of me now," he said, "You're inside
me."


          Martin
looked up at him with a shy smile.  "You'll be part of me
too," he promised, "Soon."

 


          They
showered separately then had breakfast sitting side by side,
looking out into the garden.  Martin decided that he had never
in his life felt so contented.  Whatever happens to me from
now on he mused, I've had this and I’ll always remember it. 
If things get really bad again, I can think of this and remember
that I was happy.  Even my cock feels happy at the moment he
decided, though it will probably be wanting more soon.  But
for the time being both he and his cock were satiated, at peace
with themselves, and with the world.


          Jimmy,
looking down at him, marvelled at the difference between the pale,
sick, tense boy he had collected from school the day before, and
the confident, happy looking youngster beside him now.  This
is what he needs he thought, someone to listen to him, to look
after him and make him laugh, and give him as much sex as he
needs.  He put an arm around him and kissed his ear, that
being the only part that he could reach conveniently.  Martin
wriggled happily and picking up a grape he had been about to eat,
pushed it into Jimmy's mouth.


          When they
had drunk their coffee they went to the supermarket, then to a
large department store where Jimmy bought some new Jeans. 
Martin was too shy to go into the tiny changing cubicle with him
while he tried them on, but approved them unstintingly when Jimmy
re-appeared.  They fitted him exactly and showed off his shape
to it's best advantage.  He recalled how badly most of his own
clothes, bought under his mother's supervision, fitted and felt
envious for a moment.  Jimmy would have liked very much to buy
better fitting jeans for him, but wisely decided that it was
probably better not to just yet.  He had learnt over the
months how Martin felt about having money spent on him and had no
intention of upsetting him, today of all days.  However, as
they were passing the boy's department he caught sight of a very
smart anorak which looked Martin's size, and was unable to resist
trying it on him.  He knew that Martin's mother disapproved of
casual dress and one look at the boy's face as he looked at himself
in the mirror made him decide, over Martin's protests, to buy
it.  It was extremely fashionable, fitted beautifully, and
made Martin look even sexier than ever he decided as they left the
shop.  He was amused to see a couple of passing girls giving
Martin approving looks, and even more amused to notice that Martin
was completely oblivious of them.  You haven't a hope in hell,
he though gleefully.  This one is mine.  Tough luck
girls!


          The anorak
would have to stay at the flat.  As in the case of the
typewriter, there was no way that Martin could explain it's
purchase to his mother.  Jimmy began making plans to build up
a wardrobe for him after he had finally got Martin to accept the
anorak as an advance sixteenth birthday present, though his
birthday wouldn't be for several months yet.  Enjoying the
boy's pleasure in wearing it, he thought that didn't take much to
make him happy, he'd had so little happiness in his life.


          After lunch
they went for a drive, taking the A3 past Guildford to the Devil's
Punchbowl.  Martin had never been there and they spent several
pleasant hours wandering around, then had a rather nasty tea at the
cafe.  At least Jimmy thought it was nasty, but Martin's
evident pleasure made up for it and he was amused to see the boy
eat everything offered to him while chatting happily about
everything that occurred to him.


          They got
back to the flat in the late afternoon and had a light supper
before changing to go out.  Jimmy regretted that he hadn't
bought Martin some new clothes after all, though in his dark school
trousers which fitted reasonably well, a neat pullover and the new
anorak, he looked good enough to be taken anywhere.


          He explained
the plot of the opera again while they were eating, knowing from
experience how difficult it could be to follow at first. 
Martin knew the famous trio for the three women in the last act as
well as some of the other music that Jimmy had played for him, but
had never heard the entire opera.  Although he had never been
to an opera he had been taken to see a production of The Nutcracker
ballet when he was still in primary school.  He had thoroughly
enjoyed it, and at the age of nine, it hadn't struck him as at all
odd that he had enjoyed watching the male dancers rather more than
the females.  He had even thought vaguely that he might like
to be a dancer himself, but mature reflection even at that tender
age, persuaded him that he would be mad even to suggest the idea to
his mother.


          They took
the underground to Trafalgar Square and wandered around for some
time, enjoying the sights and the crowds until it was time to head
for the theatre.  There they climbed an astonishing number of
stairs to the upper balcony where they had seats in the front
row.  It was to be an evening of unalloyed pleasure for both
of them.  From the moment they came into the auditorium and
Martin looked down, with a sense of vertigo, at the stalls so far
below, he fell in love with the building with it's fin-de-siècle
Roman decorations and sense of open space.  Jimmy, recalling
his own first visit, felt his sense of wonder returning as he
watched Martin's face.  That time it had been Mozart's The
Seraglio and like Martin now, he had been lost from the first
moment.


          As the
lights dimmed and the conductor appeared in the orchestra pit to
start the performance, Martin was entranced.  The introduction
which, as Jimmy had explained, described Octavian the young hero,
only a couple of years or so older than Martin himself, in bed with
his adult lover the Marschallin, seemed incredibly descriptive, and
he turned an awed face to Jimmy, shaking his head in
wonder.   During the first interval, Jimmy bought him an
ice-cream and they talked softly, not wanting to move.


          Martin was
full of questions which Jimmy answered to the best of his
ability.  Everything fascinated the him, from the computer
system which apparently controlled the lighting to how long singers
had to train before their voices were powerful enough to fill so
vast a space without any amplification.  Fortunately, sitting
on Martin's right was a middle-aged lady who took over when Jimmy
couldn't answer the questions his eager companion put to him. 
She explained that she attended every production, and gave them a
brief résumé of the company's history, from it's inception as
Saddler's Wells Opera, and then after the move to the Coliseum
Theatre here in Central London, to the change of name to English
National Opera.


          "It's sad to
see the old name go," she said with a sigh, "Still I suppose it
couldn't be helped.  But there, that's another bit of London's
past gone, though at least the original theatre still keeps the
original name."


          Martin was
about to ask if there had actually been a well, or even several of
them where the theatre still stood, but at that moment the lights
dimmed and the second act started.  Jimmy had described how
Richard Strauss had scored the music when Octavian presents the
Silver Rose to Sophie, the daughter of the bourgeois Faninal, but
nothing had prepared him for the beauty and delicacy of those
magical, shimmering, chords from the orchestra.  As the voice
of the soprano singing the role of Sophie floated effortlessly to a
high pianissimo he turned to Jimmy, his eyes gleaming with tears
and reached for his hand.  Jimmy who loved the opera above all
others, felt tears come to his own eyes as he twined his fingers
into Martin's before turning back to the stage.  For the rest
of the act, he held Martin's hand and only let it go when Baron
Ochs sang the low note that brought the act to it's end.


          They were
both stiff from sitting for so long.  The seating while
looking opulent, the theatre had recently been refurbished
according to their knowledgeable neighbour, was rather thin and
hard, so they walked round to one of the tiny semicircular
balconies which projected over the auditorium from which they could
get a birds-eye view of the entire theatre.


          Jimmy was a
little nervous of the lady sitting next to Martin.  She was
very pleasant but if the conversation became more personal, he
hadn't yet worked out a story to cover their relationship, so he
was glad to be away from her.  I'll say that we're
stepbrothers if she asks, he decided.  That would explain both
our different looks and our closeness thought not, he thought with
a grin, if she sees us holding hands.  Martin looked
questioningly at him but he murmured softly, "Tell you later," and
couldn't resist putting his hand on the back of Martin's neck as
they returned to their seats.  Fortunately the lady only
appeared at the last moment, pushing her way past reluctantly
standing people to get to her seat next to Martin, and smiling at
him as she sat down.


          Martin who
had begun to feel hot during the previous act, had taken off the
new anorak and put it between Jimmy and himself, and as soon as the
lights went down reached underneath it for Jimmy's hand
again.  Then turning to the stage, gave himself up to the
final act.


          After the
incredibly complicated opening fugue which he was unable to follow
(Jimmy had assured him that no-one else in the audience, including
himself, was likely to do any better and just to enjoy what it
represented), then the comedy of the missing wig, the ghostly
figures, the widow and her pack of brats, and the final revelation
of the disguised Octavian as a boy, he recognised the simple
dominant seventh chord that introduced the famous trio.  The
director of the production had wisely allowed Richard Strauss's
music to speak for itself.  There was no stage business, no
movement, just three still figures singing the glorious music.


          Even if he
had never written anything else Jimmy thought, this alone would
have put him up with the greatest, though Strauss once described
himself as just a first rate second rate composer.  The effect
on Martin was equally stunning.  Familiar with the piece out
of context, seeing and hearing it in it's rightful place in the
story overwhelmed him, and along with the rest of the audience, he
was spell bound until it finished.  Knowing that the end of
the opera was still some minutes away he wondered how the composer
could follow that sublime music without a feeling of
anticlimax.  He was not disappointed.  The acknowledged
master of the operatic stage brought them down from the heights
with a sure and delicate touch.  As the lovers left the stage
after their final duet, and the little black page came back to pick
up Sophie's dropped handkerchief then run off, waving it
triumphantly, the masterpiece ended with a chuckle on precisely the
right note, leaving him totally overjoyed and satisfied.  With
the rest of the audience he clapped until his hands were sore and
never even noticed it.

 


          Back at the
flat they talked happily while they had a second supper.  It
always astonished Martin how hungry he could get, though he didn't
really eat a great deal when food was put before him.  Then
they went eagerly into the bedroom and this time, Martin allowed
Jimmy to undress him without shame or embarrassment even though the
very thought of being in bed with him again had given him a aching
erection.  Once their clothes were off, he came to Jimmy and
put his arms around him saying in a thickened voice, "Thank you
Jimmy, I can't think when I've enjoyed anything so much.  I'll
always remember it."


          Jimmy
ruffled his hair, put his arms around him and kissed him.  "It
was my pleasure, kiddo," he said. "I enjoyed you enjoying it, and
we're going to do it lots more times."


          Martin
smiled at him like the sky lightening after a storm, and Jimmy
thought that he must take some photos of him sometime.  He
wished they could be of him without his clothes, but he knew that
he could never get them developed anywhere and anyway he wasn't
about to let anyone else look at his boy in that state.  Maybe
I'll take them anyway and just keep the film somewhere safe he
decided as he turned Martin to face the bed and gave him a delicate
swat on the small, pert, buttocks carefully avoiding the bruise
where he had been dropped.


          "In with
you," he said, admiring the play of muscles as Martin got into
bed.  He really is lovely everywhere and one of these days
when he's ready …


          He wasn't
able to finish the thought.  As soon as he got into bed
himself, Martin swarmed lovingly all over him and there was no room
for any thoughts other than happiness, rising desire, joy, ecstasy,
and blissful release.

 

 










Chapter 4
New Chapter





        
 Had she known that her son was sleeping in the arms
of a boy, Martha Jackson would have been overcome by revulsion and
disgust, but felt no real surprise.  The older he became the
more he seemed to be taking after his father, although she had
taken care that there had been no contact between them since Joseph
had left her.  They were both Catholic so divorce was out of
the question of course.  Not that it would have made any
difference to him with his morals, or lack of
them, she often thought.  She might barely have understood if
he had left her for another woman, because men were like that, weak
as water and always giving way to impulses that she neither
understood nor had any sympathy for.  She came across it all
too often in her work, the way they fell for a pretty face and the
offer of cheap sexual gratification at the drop of a hat.  But
it was something about which, in spite of all her education and
learning, she had not the slightest understanding.


          During the
early years of her marriage to Joseph (she disliked the vulgar
shortening of his name to Joe and never used it) she had submitted
with grim fortitude and total lack of enjoyment to his sexual
demands, rather in the manner of the Victorian women whom she
resembled in many ways.  There was no happiness or pleasure in
the act which seemed not only animal in it's origins, but a serious
violation of her body and privacy as well.  And when the end
result had been a bitterly resented pregnancy followed by a long
and undignified birth (the indignity was, in retrospect, the worst
aspect), she had found herself tied down to a squalling, demanding
infant, continually crying and wanting attention just when she
needed to study.


          Martin, who
had been as attractive as a small child as he was now as an
adolescent, had infuriated her by his demands on her time, and by
the growing likeness her jaundiced eye saw to his father. 
Even after he had grown out of the most demanding period of
babyhood and had become a pretty, elfin looking three year old,
forced by circumstance to be comparatively independent, she found
him annoying.


          His looks
and engaging smile drew attention that she considered to be bad for
him.  She felt it was her duty as a parent to ensure that he
didn't become spoilt, and determined not to allow him trade, as she
saw it, on his looks.  The truth was that he was simply
starved of love and affection, apart from that casually bestowed by
his charming but feckless father, and did not continually seek
attention as she believed.  If she had understood this, which
she didn't, it would simply have confirmed her view that he was as
much of a weakling as his father was.


          Had he
possessed grandparents who would have taken him to their hearts and
loved him, he would have been, if not all right, at least better
able to cope, but all four had died before his birth.  His
Irish father's parents, worn out by bringing up a large and
ungrateful family, had both died during a severe 'flu epidemic, and
his maternal grandparents in a motorway accident when the coach in
which they were travelling veered off the road during a
thunderstorm.


          Martha had
been their only child, and as his happy-go-lucky father had long
ago lost touch with his numerous siblings, the boy had no-one to
turn to even if he had realised that he needed anyone.


          As Martha
became more and more involved in her legal career she set about, to
impose her own rigid code of conduct on him and by the time he was
five, had succeeded so well that almost the only person to see him
smile was his father.  Joe for his part quite liked his son,
but by the time that Martin was ten, had known for years that his
marriage had been the biggest mistake of his life, and had given
way to his dual nature several years earlier.


          Joe had
never in fact, understood why he had married Martha in the first
place.  On the rebound from a torrid affair of blazing
passion, even more blazing rows and intense, dramatic and frankly
wearing reconciliations, he had found her cool nature appealing by
it's very contrast.  He had been fascinated by her calmness
and also by the fact that she was studying law of all things. 
He told himself, quite inaccurately, that still waters ran deep and
looked forward to arousing the strong passions that he was
convinced lay within her.


          Like many
men of Irish extraction he was passionate, had a powerful sexual
appetite and was an extremely good lover when he put his mind to
it.  He had no doubts about his ability to warm up this
unresponsive, virginal woman, and turn her into something more like
himself.  That he failed so dismally was principally due to
Martha's personality, which he had badly misread.


          What he had
thought of as slumbering passion was simply coldness, and her
restrained response to his advances while they were courting, which
he saw as a virginal and somewhat teasing modesty, was pure
selfishness combined with the inability to give herself to anyone
without restraint.  She reserved all her passion for the law
which she found totally satisfying in it's clinical detachment and
concern for words, rather than people.  In point of fact, she
regretted that it needed to be applied to people at all.  To
her it was complete in itself and had no need to do anything other
than exist.  As she didn't really like people and had little
sympathy for, or understanding of their foibles, she would have
preferred to specialise in a branch of the profession that dealt
purely with fact, and not with raw emotions.  She continued
her studies after her marriage and was on the point of  taking
her final exams when Martin was born.


          Joe had
wanted children, specifically a son, and she had wanted a
husband.  She was in her late twenties when they married and
had grown up in an era when to be a spinster was to be an object of
scorn, as someone too unattractive get herself a man.


          Neither of
them got what they wanted out of the relationship and the marriage,
which was celebrated with a full Nuptial Mass in their local
Catholic Church, was doomed from the outset.  Had their
characters been different, it might have been moderately successful
but they were both equally selfish in their different ways, and
both went into it more with the idea of what they could get out of
it rather than what they could put in.  It was no wonder that
the marriage not only failed, but never really got started.


          The wedding
night was a disaster.  The priggish and fastidious Martha felt
violated without adequate recompense, and Joe, who in spite of
several attempts, was unable to overcome her resistance or give her
any pleasure, was irritated and felt that his masculinity had been
attacked.  His failure was a significant blow to his pride and
by the end of the two week honeymoon, he too was suffering from a
resentment no less severe for being unexpressed.


          For several
years he hoped that things might improve but as he had no more
understanding of Martha's nature than she had of his, his approach
to sex, based as it was principally on persistence, was entirely
the wrong way to resolve the situation.  Martha was resigned
at first to what she considered to be his animal lust, but as time
went on and he never seemed to get enough of it, she became
actively resentful.  They never really talked about it and so
never came to any understanding of each other's feelings.


          Martin's
inopportune birth, coming as it did a year after the wedding and
just before her exams, was the final straw.  Robbed of what
should have been the reward for all her hard work, the effortless
degree that she knew was her due and which her tutors had assured
her she would achieve, she was beside herself with rage.  The
prolonged though perfectly normal labour left her tired and
resentful and although she was never consciously cruel to her son,
she had no more idea of a baby's emotional needs than she had of
her husband's.


          She felt
that having produced the son expected of her by society, the church
and her husband, that should have been the end of it. 
Outraged by the physical demands of the infant and receiving very
little support from her husband, she considered herself to be
extremely badly used, and as she felt no compensating love for the
child, the seeds of her resentment slowly grew out of all
proportion.


          As Martin
became older, she dismissed most of his perfectly normal ways as
nothing but a craving for attention, and undermined his confidence
to such an extent that he literally became what she thought him, a
weakling and a sissy who couldn't or wouldn't, stand up for
himself.  He irritated her intensely.


          Joe too
found the child something of a nuisance.  When he had vaguely
wanted a son, he had totally ignored the period from birth to
school age and seen his son as a miniature version of his own adult
self.  Being the youngest child in his family, he had never
been exposed to the demands of younger siblings so had no idea what
to expect when Martin was born.  His first glimpse of the red
faced, squalling and at that stage, frankly ugly little creature,
appalled him almost as much as it had appalled his wife. 
Although within a week Martin, in the miraculous fashion of young
animals had turned into a cute, beautiful and well behaved baby,
that first impression remained in his memory.


          By the time
he was nine, Martin was well on the way to becoming a lonely,
solitary personality and had begun to turn inwards into himself in
a way that worried the few people, apart from his parents, that he
came into contact with.  It was at about that age that bored,
and with nothing to do one day, he started to write down an idea
that had occurred to him.  He never completed that first
story, but the solace the writing of it gave him, opened up a new
world.


          Here there
were no demanding, nagging adults.  No codes of behaviour to
obey, nothing that he didn't want.  He could make up any sort
of world he liked and during the writing, he was part of, and
master of that world.


          He had
always loved reading for it's escape value.  Now he began to
read more critically, slowly working out in his mind why some
stories appealed to him more than others, and applying what he
learnt to his own essays.  Like all beginners, his early work
was derivative and very much based on what he had been reading
recently.  But he soon began to show signs of a style of his
own, a fact that pleased and impressed his class teacher.


          He had
always done well at school, one of the few sources of pride that
Martha had in him, and was well on his way to becoming if not a
well rounded personality, at least one who could live with himself,
when his entire world was turned upside down when he was ten years
old.


          Joe, younger
than his wife by several years and a passionate, highly sexed man,
had begun to find consolation elsewhere about five years after
Martin was born.  Although a true bisexual, his first forays
outside the marriage were discreet and with women who were
delighted, after a minimum of persuasion, to share their beds with
him.  He was pleasant, handsome, had all the traditional charm
of the Irish, and as a bed partner was willing to give as much as
he received.


          But the
increasing pull of his dual nature was to be his undoing as far as
his marriage was concerned, and a disaster for the son who depended
on him for what little affection he received.


          With the
passing of the years he began to get careless, and then for the
first time in his life, he fell in love.  That the object of
his affections was a man some years younger than himself didn't
worry him at all.  But it came as a distinct shock to his wife
when an important case she was prosecuting was thrown out of court
because of something she had overlooked.  In a foul temper,
she arrived home early to find her husband sliding a shirtless
young man's jeans to the floor, while kissing him
passionately.  Outraged, she was in no mood for either
explanations or excuses.


           Her
strong Catholic belief, with it's pathological horror of sex
outside marriage, coupled with the irrational English fear of sex
generally and male to male sex in particular, were enough to send
her into a towering rage.  Martin, not yet back from school,
was completely forgotten by them both and the third member of the
triangle Steven, or Stevie as he was known to Joe and his friends,
wasn't aware that he even existed.  In a typically casual
manner, Joe had never mentioned that he had a son.


          Steven was a
kindly young man who liked children and would undoubtedly have
dragged Joe out of the house as soon as he had dressed himself, had
he known that Martin was due home at any minute.  As he didn't
know, and both Martha and Joe had forgotten his very existence, the
boy came into the house in his usual quiet fashion, his head full
of a story he just thought of, at a moment when both protagonists
were recruiting their strength for renewed onslaught.


          The battle
had started with a comprehensive cataloguing of each other's
shortcomings since before their marriage, and both combatants had
paused, panting, before going on to the main subject on the
agenda.  The pause didn't last long.  Martha, who had a
natural command of language in addition to a voice trained to fill
and dominate a courtroom, and her husband who was in a blazing
temper as well by then, started on each other again, without
noticing the entrance of their son.


          Although
neither parent cared for him greatly, they had never argued or
shouted at each other in front of him.  Their rows had been
reserved for the bedroom when he was assumed to be asleep. 
However he had sharper ears than either of them gave him credit
for, had heard things now and then and assumed, as any isolated
self-contained child would, that the tense atmosphere and frequent
chilling silences were a natural part of life that everyone had to
put up with.  As he had no particular friends and was never
invited anywhere, he had nothing to compare his own life to.


          It came
therefore as a frightening shock when he listened in sick horror,
as his hitherto quiet parents started tearing each other's
characters to shreds at the top of their voices.  He stood
there frozen.  Many of the hurled accusations went right over
his head but he was an intelligent little boy, and had heard enough
playground talk in his short life to understand most of the words
they used.  After a few appalled minutes, unable to bear any
more, he covered his ears with his hands in a vain attempt to shut
out the ugly words.  It was this sudden movement which caught
Steven's eye.


          Totally
astonished and wondering what on earth this uninvited schoolboy was
doing in the house, understanding suddenly dawned on him as he
heard Martha fling some accusation about ‘your son’ at Joe. 
Giving both of them a glance of dislike and without thinking about
it, he walked over to Martin, picked him up and carried the rigid
boy out of the room, kicking the door shut behind him with his foot
as he went.  From the sudden silence he assumed that they had
noticed the boy at last.  In the hall, he put Martin down then
to his concern, saw the boy's eyes roll upward as he started to
collapse.  Sweeping the small body into his arms again, he
marched up the stairs, glancing into the bedrooms until he found
the one that obviously belonged to the boy.


          He put the
him down carefully on the bed and sat beside him, wondering what to
do next.  Had Martin been an adult, he would have gone in
search of brandy or something similar to revive him, but he knew
that the boy was too young for anything like that, so he sensibly
did nothing except wait for the him to come out of it in his own
time.  It didn't take more than a few minutes.  Martin
was young, fit and a lot more tough than his mother had ever given
him credit for.


          As his eyes
opened, he saw a strange young man, though he seemed quite old to
him, sitting on the bed looking at him.  His vague eyes
suddenly snapped into focus as memory returned.  His mouth
opened and he drew in a deep breath.  Stevie, not sure whether
he was going to cry or scream, instinctively pulled him up against
him and patted his back gently.


          "It's all
right," he said soothingly in his attractive Irish lilt, "Take it
easy now, and everything will be all right.  It's all going to
be okay.  There was a bit of a barney downstairs as you heard,
but it's stopped now and it's going to be all right."


          He devoutly
hoped that he was right as he felt the boy begin to cry, but could
think of nothing better to do than simply hold him and talk to him
quietly.


          He had been
brought up on a farm and although the present situation was
completely beyond his experience, he automatically used the same
gentle voice and actions that he would have used on any of the
animals he used to care for.  To his relief it seemed to work,
as the boy's hysterical sobs gradually diminished, and finally
petered out in the odd sniff.


          Smiling
slightly, he moved Martin away a little so he could look into his
face saying, "There now, that's better.  Let me look at
you."


          He reached
into the box on the table by the bed, took out a tissue and wiped
Martin's eyes and then his nose, as if he was a baby.


          "That's
better now," he repeated looking at the boy's tear swollen
eyes.  "You're far too handsome to be spoiling that little
face with tears, are you not?  What's your name then?"


          "M, M,
Martin."


          "Ah,
Martin.  And a nice name that is too.  It suits you."


          Martin
looked at him steadily, recognising the lilt, though it was much
stronger than his father's soft accent.  "Who, who are
you?"


          "I'm a, a
friend of Joe's."


          "My
father?"


          Steven
nodded.  "That's right, my name's Steven, but you can call me
Stevie if you like.  Most people do."


          Martin's
face twisted and tears welled up in his eyes again, a sparkling
drop clinging to his eyelashes.  Steven hugged him and Martin,
his face against Steven's chest, felt a little comforted.


          "How old are
you Martin boy?"


          "I'm ten, "
the boy said into his chest, "I'll be eleven in four months."


          "So you're
still at junior school then?"  Martin nodded.  "And do
you like it there?" he asked, wanting to keep the boy distracted
until the scene downstairs had faded from his mind a little.


          He felt no
guilt about what he and Joe had been doing, he had never seen
Martha until today, but had felt since he met him that Joe would
not have strayed from her if she had taken the trouble to keep him
satisfied.  But he did feel guilty about this boy and had he
known of his existence, nothing would have induced him to give in
to Joe's sudden demands earlier.


          "And do you
know yet what school you'll be going to next?" he asked.


          Martin
looked up at him.  "My mother wants me to go the Comprehensive
School," he said without enthusiasm assuming with childish self
absorption, that Steven would know what school he was talking
about.


          "Don't you
want to go there?"


          "No, not
very much," Martin replied, "But it doesn't make any difference, I
have to do what she says."


          It was plain
to Steven that the neither the boy nor his father had any say in
the matter and the child looked so upset, even frightened, he felt
sorry that he had brought the subject up at all.  Obeying some
impulse of sympathy he bent his head and kissed Martin reassuringly
on the forehead just as he would have kissed his own younger
brother in similar circumstances.  There was nothing in the
least sexual about it, it was done purely to give comfort. 
But to Martha, who appeared in the doorway in time to witness it,
it looked as if the young man not content with seducing her
disgusting husband, was attempting to seduce her equally disgusting
son as well.  Her stomach turned at the thought.


          "Leave him
alone!  What are you doing in this room?" she said
angrily.


          "Looking
after your son," he replied, with no trace of guilt or
embarrassment.  He cast a glance of dislike at her and
instinctively held Martin a little more firmly when he felt the boy
wince.  Whether at the tone of her voice or at her words, he
had no idea.


          "Take you
hands off him at once," she said harshly.  "Don't you dare
touch him."


          Stevie
shrugged and reluctantly released Martin who immediately put his
arms around him and clutched him imploringly.  The action
infuriated Martha as much as it went to Steven's heart.


         
"Martin!"  Her voice had the bite and crack of a whip. 
"Don't be so filthy.  Get away from that man."


          The alacrity
with which the Martin obeyed, hurt Steven.


          "Why don't
you leave him with me for a bit while you go downstairs and sort
things out with Joe," he suggested.  "I will not harm him I
promise you, and he shouldn't be alone at this moment."  But
one look at her rigid countenance made him realise that he could do
nothing to help, and might even make things worse for the boy if he
stayed,


          He got off
the bed and looked at the boy sympathetically for a moment then
reached down and tousled his hair.  "You're a good kid, Martin
my handsome boy.  Always remember that, whatever
happens."  Then added as one adult to another, "You take care
now," and left the room with a troubled backward glance.


          Joe's going
to need me he thought as he went downstairs, though what's going to
happen to that poor little brat I don't know.  Maybe I can get
Joe to do something.  But there was not much hope in the
thought.  He knew from experience that Joe would always take
the line of least resistance and decided that although he would
make the attempt, if he got nowhere there would be little point in
pushing him.  It might even undermine his own still rather
shaky position with him.


          It was a
decision he was to regret bitterly later.

 


          Martha heard
the front door shut with a bang as she stared down at the woebegone
face of her son.  She was revolted by him, in addition to the
blazing anger she was feeling for his father.  She knew very
well that none of what had happened had been his fault, but just
then she loathed the male sex in toto, no matter who or what they
were.  She realised suddenly that she always had.


          The fact
that her husband had brought someone into her home for,
for sexual purposes, and someone male at that, both humiliated and
infuriated her.  It occurred to her that other things might
have happened before she appeared on the scene, in which case the
sheets on the double bed, her bed, probably bore traces of
them.  At the thought, her fury metamorphosed into a murderous
rage.


          And looking
at the tears still running down her son's face, she despised him
along with the rest of his sex.


          "Get up,"
she said in a voice hard enough to cut glass.  "Dry your eyes
and wash your face.  Then go downstairs and start your
homework."  She stopped at the door and turned to him. 
"Don't you ever let me catch you touching a man again."  She
bit off each word like bolt cutters snipping steel. "It is wrong,
it is filthy, it is disgusting, it is evil and it is a
mortal sin.  You will never do it
again.  Men and boys do not touch each other or kiss each
other and I'm not having you doing it.  Do you understand
me?  I'm having no homosexuals in this house.  No men or
boys kissing and carrying on together.  This is my house and I
will not tolerate it.  You will be a man or so help me, I will
thrash you until you are.  You're a boy.  Not a silly
girl and you will behave like a boy or I'll know the reason
why.  If I ever catch playing around with other boys, God help
you.  And stop that pathetic crying at once!"


          As her
menacing voice became higher and more uncontrolled, Martin nodded
desperately, not understanding what he was being accused of, only
wanting her to stop shouting at him and leave him alone. 
What did I do? his mind kept asking in a panic. 
Please, please, stop shouting at me, I'll never do it again, I
promise I'll never do it again.


          His mother
seldom threatened even to smack him and her use of the word
thrash in conjunction with her manner was so frightening,
he was convinced that he must somehow have been the cause of
everything.  He gritted his teeth and did his best to control
his sobs while she looked at him with contempt.  He was so
taken up with the tone of her voice that the actual meaning of what
she was saying sank almost unnoticed into the depths of his
mind.  There to take root, and over the years, to grow, and
fester.


          She turned
and left the room, unable to bring herself to look at him any
longer and walked into the bedroom she had shared with her
husband.  Already it was becoming her rather than
their bedroom.  She took one look at the bed, then
collected the gloves she used when washing the dishes. 
Pulling them on viciously, she ripped the sheets and pillowcases
off the bed and bundled them up.  Back in the kitchen she was
about to put them into the washing machine when she changed her
mind, stalked to the back door and dropped them and the gloves into
the dustbin.  Then she went to the bathroom and scrubbed her
hands for fully five minutes.      
She would buy a new bed, mattress and blankets and sleep in the
spare room until they were delivered.  Having made up the bed
there, she returned to the kitchen and started preparing
supper.


          During the
whole time she neither looked at, nor said a single word, to the
forlorn figure trying to concentrate on homework.  It wasn't
deliberate.  He had simply passed completely out of her mind
as she brooded on what she had seen.

 


          Martin,
doing his best to remain small and still so as not to draw
attention to himself, didn't complete much work and the small
amount he did manage, made no sense at all.  It was taking all
of his self-control to keep himself from crying again.  This
is the worst day of my whole life he thought miserably, and with
the impotence of childhood, knew that there was absolutely nothing
that he could do about it, even if he had known what to do.


          The
knowledge that he was to blame was already fixed in his mind, and
the seeds had been sown for many of his future troubles.  Only
the fact that over the years he had been forced by the indifference
of both parents to be self dependent, saved him from breaking down
completely.


          Sitting at
the table trying to work, he forced himself to think about what he
had heard before Steven removed him from the scene.  Much of
the language had gone over his head although in later years when he
was older, some of it would return to haunt him, but the angry,
shouting voices, particularly that of his mother, would trouble his
sleep for months to come.  Although he was far better read
than his contemporaries, he still retained a childlike innocence
and the derogatory terms that his mother had hurled so angrily at
his father's head, although known to him intellectually, had very
little real meaning.  He did understand though, that both he
and his father had done something very wrong, and what she had said
after she had sent Stevie away, he found too painful to think
about.  Over the next few days his mind was to suppress it
completely below conscious level.


            Often
in the fights that flared up at school, the boys (and some of the
girls too) would taunt their adversaries by calling them queers and
poofs.  This had always made him feel vaguely uncomfortable
and to hear his mother, who seldom raised her voice, using words
that he had thought the sole prerogative of the playground had come
as a major shock.


          It was a
very sad little boy who cried himself to sleep that night.

 


          During the
next few weeks from being one of the best members of his class, his
work deteriorated until he was the worst.  He was unable to
concentrate, given to sudden and completely uncharacteristic fits
of sarcasm and rage and as a consequence, made himself unpopular
with the staff and his contemporaries alike.  If he had had
someone he could have talked to, it would have made all the
difference, but he had always been a loner, and there was no-one to
whom he could turn.  His class teacher who was worried about
him, became really concerned when he handed in a story he had
written entitled 'A Family' which she had set, under the
shrewd impression that this might give her a clue as to what was
going on in his mind.


          She read it
during her dinner break then took it to the headmistress.  It
was without doubt one of the best pieces of work that Martin had
ever done for her.  It was also without doubt, the most cruel
and vicious.  It was plain that he had put his heart and soul
into it and both she and the head could only hope that the writing
of it might have got it out of his system.  They decided to
call his parents in, his change of behaviour alone justified it,
and to hold the story in reserve.


          "I wouldn't
like to show this to any parent," the head said, "And frankly I'm
not so sure that we shouldn't burn it.  If we do have to show
it to the Jacksons Lord help us, and the boy as well.  But for
his sake we have to try to get to the bottom of this."


          The
interview got off on the wrong foot right from the start. 
Both parents had been asked to attend but Martha arrived
alone.  She considered that as Joe had shown himself to be
such a bad parent it had nothing to do with him, and she hadn't
told him that he was wanted.  When the school had called her,
she had been in the middle of preparing a difficult case and the
refusal of the school secretary to tell her anything apart from the
fact that they were worried about her son, had done nothing for her
temper.  It was typical of the school to want to see her when
she was so busy and she put it out of her mind as soon as she put
the phone down.


          Two days
later she was reminded of the appointment at the last possible
minute by her own secretary, who disliked her intensely and enjoyed
making life difficult whenever she got the chance.  The
dislike was mutual and as the girl was already under notice, she
had nothing to lose when she virtuously reminded Martha that she
had cancelled all of her appointments for the rest of the day
because she thought the interview at the school might take a long
time.


          The girl
grinned to herself as Martha stalked out to her car, and hoped
fleetingly that the school would give her hell, then wandered into
the next office to entertain a friend with the story of how she had
infuriated the stuck up bitch.  It never occurred to her that
the person most likely to bear the brunt of this annoyance was the
stuck up bitch's son.  She had never seen Martin, and barely
knew of his existence.


          Due to the
deliberate tardiness of the reminder, the punctual Martha arrived
at the school fifteen minutes late and was feeling even more
ruffled in consequence.  It was a bad start, and when the
headmistress had the impertinence to ask whether things were all
right between herself and her husband, her smouldering anger burst
into a blaze.  However, she had not spent all those hours in
court for nothing and none of this showed in her face, but her
voice was glacial when she asked what this had to do with her
son.  The head told her, without mentioning the story Martin
had written, and Martha turned, in her best courtroom manner, to
his class teacher.


          She was a
formidable adversary, trained to use a confrontational style of
attack, and her opponent never stood a chance against her. 
She made mincemeat of both she and the head in a very few minutes,
and as a last resort the head was forced to produce the story that
Martin had written.


          Martha read
it in an ominous silence then put it into her handbag, more angry
with Martin than she had ever been in her life.  That he
should have exposed their family relationship to the gaze of
outsiders like this was unforgivable.  Though eager to tell
him what she thought of him, she spent some time pointing out to
the head that the ravings of an immature ten year old, angry with
his parents, were not evidence.  As far as his behaviour was
concerned, it was their job to control him in school and not
hers.  She had more than enough to do.  She went on in
this vein for several minutes without allowing them get a word in
edgeways.  Having demolished both of them to her satisfaction,
she swept out saying she would wait for Martin in the car, and to
send him out immediately.  She didn't bother to say either
please or goodbye.


          Aware that
she had blundered in her handling of Mrs Jackson, the head debated
getting in touch with the boy's father, but feeling that she had
probably landed Martin in enough trouble as it was, dismissed the
idea.  Neither she nor his class teacher had missed the glint
in Mrs Jackson's eye when she demanded that they send her son out
to her.  It was a very worried teacher who found the boy in
the gym, told him not to change but to collect his things because
his mother was waiting for him.  She didn't dare give him a
hint, and could only hope that she and the head had misread his
mother's intentions.


          A few
minutes later, Martin hurried out to the car completely unaware
that anything was wrong.  He was never picked up from school
except on special occasions and assumed that the break in routine
meant something good.  Perhaps his father had come home? 
In the relief of that thought he missed the rigid pose of his
mother, and as soon as he was in the car, innocently asked if his
father was waiting for them at home.  It was the straw that
broke the camel's back.  Martha's remaining control over her
temper vanished and she turned on him with such fury in her face
that he cowered back against the door.  Then she opened her
mouth and literally, tore him to pieces.


          He was a
very poor opponent, and five blistering minutes would have been
more than sufficient, but she added twice as many for good
measure.  When she finally finished he was a pale, quivering,
mental and physical wreck not even able to cry, and developing the
first of the migraine headaches that would plague him regularly
from then on.


          Unable to
eat that night and suffering agony from the headache he didn't have
the courage to tell her about, he spent the hours until dawn
throwing up into the toilet as quietly as he could.  He fell
into an uneasy doze for about an hour and staggered into school
looking and feeling, more dead than alive.


          Shocked at
how ill he looked his teacher asked him sympathetically if he was
alright, but this provoked such a look of burning resentment that
she left him alone hoping that he would get over it soon. 
Martin, realising that the school had sent for Martha and far
worse, had shown her his description of the events that had led up
to him being technically fatherless, blamed them bitterly, and
never trusted any of them again.


          Nor, having
learned his lesson, did he ever again turn in anything but the most
blandly uninteresting and badly written work he was capable
of.  He reserved his real writing for himself alone, and began
to fill exercise book after exercise book, all carefully hidden
from all eyes but his own.  It was in those stories, essays
and occasional poems that he began to work out the unchildlike
bitterness and anger he felt, and it was that outlet which probably
saved his sanity.  It would not be until five years later when
he met Jimmy, that anyone would see anything he had written that he
considered important.


          By the time
he finished primary school a little over a year later, self
contained, resentful, and unenthusiastic, all his teachers,
including the headmistress, had become too impatient with what they
saw as his sulkiness to take any interest in him.


          Which, as he
told himself as he walked out of the building for the last time,
determined never to set foot in it again, suited him right down to
the ground.

 

 










Chapter 5
New Chapter


          Steven had met Joe at a
time when he was on the rebound from an affair with an older
man.  Their very incompatibility, the attraction of opposites
that had drawn them together was after less than a year, to make
the man so impatient with him that one day he simply packed
Steven's clothes into a suitcase, gave him twenty pounds and told
him to leave.  Steven, incredibly hurt, hurled the money in
his face, got on a bus at random and found himself a furnished room
at the end of the route near the bus garage, then went out to the
nearest pub and got drunk.


          This was to
become a regular thing at weekends.  During the week he signed
up at a building sight and worked himself half to death as a
labourer, in an effort to tire himself out enough to be able to
sleep at night.  It took time, but gradually he got over it
and began to take up occasional offers of casual gratification,
though he was careful not to let anyone get close to him.  He
was only twenty three and appealed to those who thought of him as
rough trade because of his job.


          In reality
he was a gentle, caring person, fond of children and would have
made a first class father had nature directed him towards women
instead of men.  His favourite fantasy was to meet a divorced
bisexual man who had children, with whom he would set up
house.  He knew that this would never happen but it comforted
him, and eased the pain of his loneliness.


          He met Joe
one Saturday evening when he was feeling particularly down. 
Work had gone badly, he was lonely, upset and unhappy, so he turned
to his customary cure and started to drink himself into a stupor
with no regard for the consequences.  He was a quiet drinker,
who apart from a tendency to sing Irish songs in a soft, attractive
tenor voice, never got aggressive or obnoxious, and was tolerated
by the bar staff on those occasions.  When they felt he'd had
enough, they would call a minicab and pay the driver to take him
home.  He always turned up, shamefaced, as soon as he
recovered, to pay them back and gratefully stand a round of
drinks.


          This
particular evening seemed to be following the same pattern as the
bar staff, who liked him, regretfully supplied him with new drinks
as fast as he called for them.  When Joe came in, he zeroed in
on Steven straight away, and gradually moved closer until he was
sitting beside him at the bar counter.  Both of them being of
Irish extraction, it didn't take long before they were buying each
other drinks, and were soon boon companions in the age old manner
of drinkers everywhere.


          Joe, liked
the looks of the muscular young labourer, drew him out and quickly
discovered his predilections.  He was just in the mood for
him, having been turned down as usual by Martha the night before,
and then failed to connect with a handsome lad a couple of pubs
back.  Biding his time he waited until Steven could barely
walk, then assuring the staff that he would see him home, got them
to call a cab.  The barmen, aware of his intentions, smiled
cynically and hoped that the two of them would enjoy
themselves.


          As it turned
out, by the time they got to his room and Joe had manhandled him
eagerly into bed, Steven was too comatose to do anything at all and
Joe had to content himself with falling asleep next to him on the
narrow bed.  It was the first time that he had stayed out all
night, a sign of his growing frustration and estrangement from his
wife, but he had his reward when they woke in the morning. 
Steven was an unselfish lover who gave himself completely and held
nothing back in marked contrast to Martha, and Joe responded
gratefully to his generosity.  They saw the best of each other
that morning and stayed in bed until midday, before reluctantly
going their separate ways.


          What had
started as casual sex gradually developed into something more
serious.  To Joe, frustrated and unwelcome in his wife's life
and bed, it was at first purely a physical release never withheld
by his partner, while to Steven, Joe was old enough to be
attractively dominating and young enough to be sufficiently
sexually enthusiastic for him to quite literally have his hands
full.  Learning something of Joe's marriage, though nothing
about the existence of his son, he was careful never to refuse his
sexual favours, not that he found this difficult.  They were
sexually compatible and Steven's refreshingly generous nature
gradually led them into a deeper relationship, and later, to
genuine love for each other.


          Steven knew
all about Joe's dual nature but never allowed it to worry
him.  He was a sensible as well as an attractive young man,
and he worked on the theory that if he didn't want Joe chasing
after other people, it was up to him to keep him so drained that he
would have neither the need, time nor the energy to do so. 
Martha was a salutary example and he was not going to make the same
mistake.


          On the
whole, he was ready to put up with Joe's occasional flings with
women if they assuaged a need that he himself couldn't satisfy,
provided that he was the one and only man in Joe's life.  And
generally this worked well.  There were incidents, especially
early on in the relationship, but Joe was honest about them and
Steven was able to hide his inevitable hurt by telling himself that
if he loved Joe, which he did, he would have to accept him as he
was.


          For himself,
only once did he ever go with anyone else and that was when he
realised that if he didn't, Joe was going to feel even more guilty
about his own lapses.  That he enjoyed the sex went without
saying, but it was not the same, and he was careful to limit it to
mutual masturbation, to the disappointment of his partner who had
wanted rather more from him.  Steven was a very sensible young
man.


          As Joe began
to spend more of his time with Steven he started getting careless,
and was on the point of suggesting that he move in with him
permanently, when the affair was discovered by Martha.

It came about when they happened to be passing
the house one afternoon and Joe decided to collect some clean
clothes.  Steven was to ask himself afterwards whether Joe had
unconsciously wanted to be caught, as a way of forcing himself to
break free of a marriage that had been intolerable for years. 
Whatever the reason, Steven was curious to see the home Joe had
shared with Martha for so long and went inside with him, was
hurried up to the bedroom, pounced on and stripped before he even
had time to take anything in.  Not that there was much to
see.  Martha was not sentimental and there were no pictures of
Martin on display as she kept the obligatory school photos in a
drawer with other unimportant papers.


          Joe had not
had sex for a couple of days and was so turned on by the thought of
doing it with Steven in the bed where he had so seldom managed to
do it with his wife, that he threw caution to the winds and
climaxed inside his lover with a passion and depth of pleasure that
he had not felt since he was a lot younger.  When they talked
it over afterwards, Steven admitted that it had been a major turn
on for him as well.


          After they
recovered, Joe collected the clothes he wanted which Steven packed
neatly into a suitcase.  As they were going downstairs Joe
decided he wanted some of his music cassettes from the sitting
room.  Turning to hand them to Steven who was looking young
and attractive, Joe was overcome with lust again and in spite of
his laughing protests, had Steven's t-shirt off and was pulling
down his jeans and kissing his stomach when Martha walked into the
room.


          Joe knew
instantly that this was the end.  All he could feel was relief
as he stood up, kissed Steven on the lips, patted his rear, and
told him to get dressed.  Then he turned to his wife.


          "So now you
know Martha."


          Those were
the last words he spoke for some time until what Martha was saying
about their marriage made him lose his temper.


          Steven made
one attempt to get Joe out of the house, but got such a snarl of
rage from Martha that he retreated into a corner, leaned casually
against the wall and prepared to wait it out, feeling that it was
probably better for them both to get everything out of their
systems once and for all.  In any case, it was quite obvious
that neither of them was going to take any notice of him.  He
was wondering if they would actually attack each other physically
when they momentarily ran out of breath, and a small boy walked
innocently into the room.


          As soon as
he realised who he was, Steven knew that he should have done
anything, even dragged Joe out of the house by force, rather than
allow the boy be subjected to this scene.  He had a brief
flash of resentment that Joe had never told him about having a son,
but forgot it after taking in the look on Martin's face.  His
only thought then was to get the child out of the room as quickly
as possible.  As it was obvious that neither of his parents
had even noticed the boy, it was up to him.  One touch of the
rigid body told him that Martin wouldn't be able to walk so he
scooped him up in his arms and carried him out.


          When he and
Joe finally left the house they stopped at the first pub they came
to.  Joe was still extremely angry but gradually calmed down
after his first pint, and Steven felt able to ask what had happened
after he had removed Martin from the scene.  This produced
another tirade, but eventually he was calm enough to give Steven a
resume which had ended with Martha ordering him out of her house
and never to come back.  Steven, though he had never been
jealous of Martha, was delighted that the final break seemed to
have come at last.  He knew Joe would be happier with him than
he had ever been with her.  The only thing to take the edge
off his pleasure was the boy.  He had been attracted to him
and felt bad about leaving him alone with his mother in her present
mood.  From what he had seen, it didn't appear as if the kid
was going to get much affection or love from her.


          "Why didn't
you tell me about Martin, Joe?" he asked.


          Joe looked
uncomfortable.  "I wasn't sure how you'd take it," he said at
length.  "You know that most gay guys don't want that sort of
responsibility and are put off if you tell them you have a
kid.  They don't like the idea that you've been sleeping with
a woman, they want you to be one hundred percent gay all the
time.  I know it's different with you, at least I know that
now, but we got along so well I didn't want to spoil things between
us.  So… " he shrugged and looked silently into his glass.


          Steven shook
his head slightly, smiling ruefully.  Little do you know he
thought, it would have drawn me to you even faster.


          "So what are
we going to do about him?"


          Joe gave him
a puzzled look.  "What do you mean, what are we going to do
about him?  We're not going to do anything about him."


          "He's your
son, Joe."


          "Well of
course he's my son.  He's about the only thing that woman ever
gave me.  And I had to work bloody hard enough to put him into
her."


          "Joe,"
Steven said, put off a little by his crudity.  "You're not
just going to leave him with her are you?"


          "Well of
course I am.  What else can I do?"


          "Jesus Joe,
she's going to treat him like hell after this.  You didn't see
her with him like I did.  She was like a mad woman."


          "There's
nothing I can do about it however she decides to treat him. 
Whether he's my son or not doesn't make the slightest bit of
difference.  She's his mother.  You can't get away from
that and anyway, he's probably better off growing up with her than
with me."


          Steven was
silent for a moment as he thought this over then said slowly,
"Don't you love him?"  The thought was intolerable to him.


          Joe's voice
and face softened.  "Of course I love him, but you don't
understand because you haven't thought about it.  All you see
at the moment is an upset kid whose gone through a bad
experience.  And yes, I'm sorry that between us, his mother
and me, we put him through it.  I wish it hadn't happened but
now that it has, believe me there's nothing I can do about
it.  What is done is done.  Use your brains Stevie and
think about it.  Do you seriously believe I could have him to
live with me after this?  His mother's a lawyer for Christ's
sake.  A public bloody prosecutor who knows the law inside
out, upside down and backwards.  And as well as that, and even
more important, she's his mother.  It doesn't matter
if you or I or anyone else thinks she's a bad one.  The fact
is, she is his mother, and that’s the only thing that
counts.  She's got all the rights and she knows it.  Now
look at the other side, look at me.  I'm his father sure, but
I'm also someone who screws men, who's been screwing you for
Christ's sake!  Do you think any court in this whole fucking
country would give me custody of him, even if I swore blind to give
you up?  Come off it boyo, I'll never even see him
again.  I won't be allowed to visit him even if I ask. 
Forget it Stevie, this is Britain, not Holland or
Scandinavia.  It's liberal, tolerant Britain, unless you
happen to be black or gay or different to everybody else. 
This is one case that no-one except Martha would win and that's all
there is to it."


          Steven
winced.  "If you really love him couldn't you at least have
come and said goodbye to him?"


          "It's
because I love him that I didn't Stevie.  I can guess what she
was like when she found you up there with him.  What do you
think would've happened if I'd followed her up?  Would you
have liked him to be put through the sort of scene she'd have
created?  Again?  He'd had enough with what he heard
downstairs and he didn't need any more."  He paused for a
moment before continuing.  "You know I'm right about that
because that's the reason you got him out of the sitting room so
quickly.  And Stevie," he reached over and took both of
Steven's hands in his, "I don't know what you did for the kid once
you got him upstairs, but thank you.  And thank you for taking
him out in the first place."


          Steven shook
his head at him sadly, "All I did was hold him Joe, and talk to him
a bit, it was all I could do.  But I felt so helpless. 
He's a lovely boy and the sight of his poor little face …
"


          "Whatever
you did would have been right.  I know you Steven my boy, and
you will have done the right thing by him.  But you must be a
realist and face the facts.  The kid is on his own now whether
he wants to be or not, and whether you and I want him to be or
not.  There's nothing we can do for him and if I even tried,
Martha and her legal pals would have me tied up in knots in five
minutes flat and probably in jail as well.  And as that's the
way things are, it's better that Martin doesn't think that I'll be
there if he needs me, because I won't be.  He's got to stand
on his own two feet from now on.  I don't like it anymore than
you do, but do you really think I find it easy just to walk out on
him like this?"


          Steven
looked at him, then looked down at their joined hands and thought,
you're finding it hard, now this minute, I can surely see
that.  But how long though will it be before you start
forgetting about him?  He was very clear sighted as far as
Joe's character was concerned.


          But at the
same time, what Joe had said did make sense.  Maybe it
would be worse for Martin to have hopes, than to make a
clean break with him once and for all.  But, Oh God it's hard
he thought, as he remembered the boy's face and the way he'd clung
to him.  But Joe is right and I have to take him as he is, not
as I'd like him to be.  He gave Joe's hands a squeeze then
picked up his glass.


          "The last
thing she said before she went upstairs was that she will get a
court order forbidding me to see him if I try to.  Think of
the publicity.  The papers would have a field day.  None
of us need that in our lives Stevie, and especially not
Martin."


          As Joe took
their empty glasses to the counter for a refill Steven admitted to
himself the truth of what Joe had been saying.  It didn't make
it any better though, or any easier.


          For the next
few weeks, he thought about the boy often and once he even left
work early and stood outside the school hoping to catch a glimpse
of him.  What he would have done had he seen him and whether
he would have spoken to him or not, he had no idea.  But as it
turned out, the decision was taken out of his hands.  Martha
having finished work early that day drove via the school to pick
Martin up and Steven walked away so that she wouldn't recognise
him.


          As the
months went by the boy and his problems gradually passed out of his
mind, especially as Joe seemed unaffected by it all, and in any
case, the deepening of their relationship now that Martha was out
of the way, absorbed more and more of his attention.  They
found a small flat and decorating and furnishing it gave him an
outlet for his frustrated domestic feelings.  He was also
encouraged by Joe to take evening classes and found to his surprise
that he had a real talent for cooking, and eventually became good
enough to quit labouring and get a job as an assistant in a small
hotel.


          Joe was
promoted at work, and although his new job as a salesman involved a
certain amount of travelling and nights away from home, their
relationship was by that time secure enough to stand the strains
imposed by this.  Steven though, always took care to be extra
loving and seductive for a couple of days before he left on a
trip.


          One day a
few years after the break-up of Joe's marriage, headlines in the
papers about a man sentenced to prison for twelve years for having
an affair with a boy of sixteen caught his eye.  But, apart
from thinking sympathetically, you poor sod, and wondering what it
would be like to be locked up for as long as that, the name of the
man, Jonathan Melton, meant nothing to him, and of course the name
of the boy wasn't published.


          The papers
made much of the fact that the boy had stood up in court and
claimed that he loved Melton and that it was he who had done the
seducing and not the other way round.  But the judge had very
properly ignored this and imposed the longest sentence in his power
as an example to others, and the press unanimously agreed with
him.  At the same they published every salacious detail they
could lay their hands on in order satisfy an at first horrified,
then after the sentence had been imposed, an extremely self
righteous British public who avidly and pruriently read and
speculated on every word.  He wasn't surprised to learn that
the prosecutor had been a certain Martha Jackson.


          He soon
forgot about it and even the name had passed out of his mind when
he watched the news one evening to hear that a certain Jonathan
Melton had committed suicide in his cell.  If there was an
official inquiry into the matter, it was carried out quietly and
with no publicity whatsoever.  The public, the press and the
incumbent government (ruled with a rod of iron by their female
prime minister) were staunch upholders, one and all, of marriage
and family values.  Provided of course, that those same values
didn't apply to themselves.  No one had any sympathy for child
molesters who did away with themselves.


          The general
feeling, expressed by the media rehashing all the sexually explicit
bits of the Melton trial for the delectation of their readers, and
loudly enunciated by unelected religious leaders, and those equally
unelected self proclaimed upholders of public morals, was that it
was a pity they didn't all commit suicide.

 










Chapter 6
New Chapter


          At the
age of sixteen, Jimmy Evans had more self possession than many
people achieve in a lifetime.  Partly this was due to his
being the only child of rather elderly parents, but it was also
true that during his short life, no-one had ever really said no to
him when it came to anything important.  Bright, attractive
and intelligent, from the time he started school learning came
easily to him, and he was a joy to teach at a time when children
were beginning to realise that the days when they could be forced
to do anything that they didn't want to, were well and truly
over.  His teachers liked him and in view of this, it was a
tribute to his personality that his contemporaries liked him even
more.


          He was good
at games, fun to be with and very popular with his friends, of whom
he had many.  They also appreciated his generosity.  At
an age when most children love to give if it doesn't cost them too
much, he was exceptional in that his open handedness was natural
and spontaneous.  He happily shared his sweets with everyone
and always offered them before being asked.  If there was a
downside to this, it was a tendency to angrily resent anyone who he
thought had taken advantage of him.  As he was not in the
least mean, anyone who noticed this trait of his character, and few
did, thought it was perfectly justified.


          All in all,
he was a happy boy and if he tended to play with the boys rather
than girls in primary school, children do tend to hang around more
with their own sex at that age.  It caused no remark
whatsoever.  His teachers were sorry to see him go when he
moved on to secondary school.


          Jimmy took
in his stride the trauma of changing from his small Catholic
primary school where every child was known to every member of
staff, as well as to each other, to becoming one of an anonymous
crowd of seven hundred or so boys.  Within a few weeks he was
the most popular boy in his class and already beginning to get
appreciative looks in the playground from some of the older boys as
well.  Unlike most of his contemporaries, the fact that it was
a boys only school wouldn't have worried him in the least if he had
thought about it, which he didn't.


          He was the
apple of his parents' eyes and being an only child, could easily
have been spoilt if his character had been less strong.  And
if they were a touch over protective, he had enough personality to
cope that too and quietly got his own way without provoking too
much conflict in the process.  Both parents adored him, and
feeling perhaps slightly guilty about it, would occasionally try to
find some fault in him, rather in the fashion of the ancient Greeks
worried about the Gods' fabled dislike of too much
perfection.  But there was always some small flaw that could
be found to take the edge off it, such as his increasingly offhand
attitude towards his religion.  But in spite of that they were
intensely proud of him and had unconsciously set him up on a
pedestal  The thought that he might have feet of clay never
crossed their minds.


          If they had
been told that he had a capacity for bearing grudges and a thirst
for revenge quite out of proportion to his age and development they
might have been less worried about his fabled perfection. 
There was in fact a dark side to his good nature that was no less
powerful for being so completely hidden.


          Only two of
his older contemporaries who had been rash enough to bully him,
knew the extent to which he would go when he really put his mind to
it.  Expecting the usual push-over, they were badly beaten up
one day when they picked on him once too often.  The
unpleasant pair who swaggered around the playground picking on
smaller boys, had decided on first seeing him that Jimmy's good
looks were an affront to humanity in general, and to boyhood and
themselves in particular.  Eagerly anticipating meting out the
usual penalty with minimal retaliation (after all it was two to
one, the odds they liked best) they found to their surprise one
day, a turning worm.  The usual taunts and jibes that quickly
became a physical attack, suddenly and unexpectedly provoked an ice
cold rage which made Jimmy impervious to both reason and
pain.  He turned on them with a ferocity they had never
encountered in someone so much smaller than themselves.


          The fight
was witnessed by several awe-struck classmates, who had no need to
come to his assistance even if they'd wanted to.  On the
contrary, it was they who after he had disabled one boy, pulled him
off the bigger lad whose head he was pounding onto the pavement in
a methodical manner that was as effective as it was vicious. 
The word quickly went around the school and he was never bullied
again.  In  fact he became something of a hero to the
smaller boys who found their lives improved out of all recognition
by his action, and began to look on him as an easygoing
protector.  What neither they nor anyone else ever knew, was
what he did to the bullying pair later, to drive the lesson
home.


          Not far from
the school was an alleyway serving a series of dilapidated garages
which ran between the back gardens of a couple of rows of houses
built on a steep hill.  Because it was so narrow, access even
for a small car was virtually impossible so none of the owners used
the buildings for their original purpose except for the extra
storage they provided.


          The alley
had become over the years first a shortcut, and then as the local
youngsters discovered it's possibilities, a test of cycling courage
and skill by which they could measure and judge each other. 
It was steep enough to be both scary and exciting with, about
halfway down, a very sharp turn to the left followed almost
immediately by an equally acute turn to the right.  The
technique for getting round this zigzag was to lean over so far
that the wheels of the cycle were almost losing traction in the
left hand turn then with a swift kick to the ground, wrench the
cycle over the other way to negotiate the second half.


          During the
summer, competitions were held to see who could get from the top to
the bottom of the hill the fastest, and much surreptitious
practising took place whenever an event was imminent. 
Juvenile etiquette considered this practising rather chicken, but
nevertheless they all did it.  After some serious thought and
investigation of it's possibilities, Jimmy had decided that the
alley was exactly what he needed and when the time came, made one
simple preparation.


          He bided his
time until after school one day his erstwhile enemies, who by then
were leaving him severely alone, headed towards the alley.  A
contest was coming up and he had no doubt that they were planning a
few practice runs down the hill in preparation.  He followed
them, taking care not to be seen, and as soon as they were out of
sight beyond the dogleg, placed a line of discarded and mouldering
bricks at the point where he knew from experience that the bicycle
was most unstable, the point where the change of balance and
direction had to be made.  Then, his preparations complete, he
put his hands in his pockets and leaned against the wall of one of
the garages and waited.


          The first
boy saw the obstacle too late to do anything about it and with a
yell, parted company from his bike and took a spectacular header
over the handlebars.  He hit the fence with what Jimmy felt
was a very satisfactory thud.  The second boy following close
behind hit both the bricks and the ruined cycle and crashed, bike
and all, into the first lad as he lay in a heap against the
fence.  Jimmy surveyed the destruction with satisfaction, then
still with his hands in his pockets, strolled over to the bawling
pair.


          "You need
new bikes," he told them calmly, then added in a even voice, devoid
of all emotion, "I did that."  He nodded at the bricks, "And
if you touch me again or tell anyone, you'll need more than new
bikes.  You'll need new balls too, 'cos you won't have these
ones."  Very gently he pushed the toe of his trainer into the
groin of the older boy.  Both boys who had recently discovered
the true significance (and pleasure) of the organs in question
froze.


          They
believed him.  After his previous retaliation they knew
something of his temperament, and his voice held the sort of
understated tone and lack of emotion that convinces utterly. 
He was simply stating an immutable fact.


          Both boys
ended up in Casualty, one with a broken arm, the other with a
fractured rib and with the combined loss of a fair amount of skin
between them.  Neither even considered laying a hand on him,
and neither ever spoke of it again, even to each other.


          Like
everyone else, apart from the victims, Jimmy's parents knew nothing
about the affair.  Had they done so, they might have
remembered similar though far less serious incidents in his youth
which when added together implied that he could be a very bad enemy
indeed, and one whom it was unwise to provoke.  Certainly the
bike incident was excessive.  But in his defence, his victims
were both bigger and older than him, he was only eleven at the
time, and had bullied him quite seriously over several weeks and on
a few occasions, had hurt him quite badly.


          It was
characteristic of him that he settled his accounts himself and
revealed nothing to his parents or anyone else. even when being
questioned after the pair had beaten him up the first time. 
He had explained the marks on his face by claiming to have fallen
off his bike.

 


          His parents
had married late in life by the standards of the day and Jimmy's
arrival several years later was something of a surprise to them
both.  Staunch Catholics who had been sinking imperceptibly
into the staidness of late middle age before he was born, and
decades away from their own youth, they had settled into a
lifestyle rather more suitable to people in their late sixties than
a couple with a lively youngster on their hands.


          His mother
who came from a family that had produced only girls had no
experience of growing boys and treated him sometimes as a baby and
at others as a small adult.  It certainly never crossed her
mind that he was a sexual being and if it had, she would not have
dreamed of thinking about it much less discussing it, even with her
husband.  Such subjects were not nice, and in any case, did
not apply to innocent children.


          It came
therefore as something of a shock, when he came home after games
one day wearing football kit, the  shorts of which he was
rapidly outgrowing.  Looking at them idly to see if he really
needed a new pair, she noticed that they seemed to fit him
strangely and bulged considerably in the front.  It looked
almost as if he had stuffed something down there.  She was
about to ask him what it was, when something stopped her. 
Could he have … was it possible that he had grown
there?  Comparing what he looked like the last time she had
seen him naked (years ago) to his father, she had always vaguely
supposed that he would get a little bigger but had assumed
that it would happen gradually like the rest of his growth. 
Now it seemed as if it must all have happened rather suddenly, and
she didn't like the thought much.  In fact his voice had
broken so discreetly that she hadn't noticed it at all, putting
down to a slight cold the rather attractive huskiness it had
developed.


          Both parents
were taken aback.  He was after all only just twelve, and they
had assumed in the invariable fashion of parents, that he would
still be a small and sexless boy for some years to come.  If
not forever.  The thought that he had already reached puberty
took some getting used to and his mother in particular, completely
missed the sexual implications.  If anyone had pointed out to
her that he had been perfectly capable of fathering children for
some weeks, she would have been both astonished and
indignant.  Her son wasn't like that at all, she would have
told them.


          It didn't
cross her mind that he might be having any sort of sex life, let
alone an active one, and if the thought had occurred to
her, she would have dismissed it on the unassailable grounds that
he was both an innocent child and a Catholic.  Obviously, no
carefully brought up Catholic boy would ever take the risk of dying
in a state of mortal sin by even thinking about anything of a
sexual nature until after he was married.


          A frigid
woman and one moreover, married to a man whose own rather tepid
interest in sex had atrophied at an exceptionally early age,
neither parent had any conception of the overpowering compulsion
that was stirring in their son.


          In point of
fact he was already deriving so much pleasure from masturbation, he
had started to seriously question the teachings of a church that
was as uncompromising in it's condemnation of thinking about sex,
as it was about actually doing it.  This didn't make a lot of
sense to him.  How on earth could thinking about something be
as bad as actually doing it?  If he thought about killing
someone, was it as bad as actually finding a gun and shooting
them?  It was just stupid.  In any case, he couldn't have
given sex up even if he'd wanted to, which he most emphatically did
not!


          Jimmy who
had a pretty shrewd idea of the way his parents' minds worked, took
care to behave exactly as he had done before, and when his father
asked him with somewhat heavy handed jocularity if he had a girl
friend yet, replied that though there were several girls that he
quite liked, he hadn't settled on anyone in particular.  His
father who had intended to do his duty and give Jimmy a little talk
about the birds and the bees, found at the last minute that he was
quite unable to do it and was pleased with the answer, which
indicated that he didn't need the talk anyway.


          His mother
was less pleased.  She had known from the day of his birth
that no girl would ever be good enough for him, and consequently
resented him even mentioning the fact that there were girls he
liked.


          For his
part, Jimmy thought that he'd handled it rather well and changed
the subject to school and his friends, mentioning in an offhand
manner that one of them had invited him to stay the night during
half term.  He knew that they needed time to think about
things like that, and wanted to sow the seed sufficiently far in
advance for it to take root.  In fact his mother was pleased
to give permission.  There had been worrying stories in the
news about women who preyed on young boys.  Not that Jimmy
would ever be tempted of course, but all the same, he would be
quite safe in the company of a male friend.


          Had they
known it, the friend in question was a couple of years older than
he was and the person who had originally introduced him to the joys
of masturbation.  Even before reaching puberty, Jimmy had
taken to it like a duck to water and while thoroughly enjoying
their sessions, was beginning to wonder if there wasn't a lot more
to the business than he had been shown so far.  He was hoping
that they would take matters further during the projected visit,
and was looking forward to it with breathless excitement.


         
Unfortunately, the boy turned out to be very nervous about doing
anything more than mutual masturbation.  He wasn't gay and
what they had been doing was simply a substitute.  He was
fourteen years old and beginning to wonder what on earth he had got
himself into with this demented, sex-mad kid two years younger than
himself.  That he enjoyed wanking with him went without saying
but he was beginning to think and dream about girls and had no
intention of indulging in anything other than a simple, almost
instantaneous release, with Jimmy.  The overnight stay was a
disappointment and although Jimmy was still attracted to him, he
realised that the boy wouldn't, or couldn't, give him what he
wanted.  Even though he himself didn't know yet exactly what
it was.


          Over the
next four years, he had several relationships all of which he
enjoyed very much.  He chose his partners well, or was
fortunate in those who chose him, and not the slightest breath of
playground scandal ever touched him.  At the age of fifteen,
by which time he knew what happened to anyone discovered to be
queer, he quietly let it be known that he had had it off with a
woman older than himself.  This was instantly believed because
his desperately frustrated companions wanted to believe it, but
mostly because of his reputation for telling the truth.  His
stock in the playground rose even higher.  In fact the story
was perfectly true and had happened when he and his parents had
gone to the wedding of the son of an old friend of theirs.


          He had been
eyeing an attractive lad around his own age when one of the guests,
a little tipsy, took him out into the garden and deftly relieved
him of his virginity.  She enjoyed it rather more than he did
and if his reactions were rather slow for a boy of his age, she put
it down to nervousness and found it to her advantage.  Jimmy
enjoyed the orgasm but couldn't help comparing the feel of her
body, which was a little past it's best, with that of the lad he
was currently involved with.  She was soft and flabby in
comparison, and although he investigated her breasts and groin with
interest beforehand, once the act was completed, he was in no
particular mind to do it again.  He politely extricated
himself as soon as he could and went back to the reception, unaware
that he was showing signs of the encounter on his clothes to the
amusement, not to say envy, of one or two of the more sharp-eyed
and knowing of the male guests.  His parents of course noticed
nothing, apart from the fact that he looked a little dishevelled
which they put down to the lateness of the hour and the fact that
he had been allowed one very small glass of champagne earlier.


          The result
of this solitary experience was that he was frequently called on to
describe to his envious friends exactly what it was like to do it,
and his body's natural reaction to the sexy talk would send him off
to relieve his feelings with a vigour that delighted his current
(male) sex partner.


          In fact with
one exception, all his affairs were with boys older than himself
and the one time that he was attracted to a younger boy, he
discovered that once he had achieved his aim the boy was rather
uninteresting.  They had little in common apart from sex, and
even there, Jimmy didn't get what he really wanted.  He tried
to talk the younger boy into letting him take things further but
the lad, in spite of his youth and lack of experience, firmly
refused.  All he would permit was the usual mutual
masturbation.  He never allowed Jimmy to kiss him and to
Jimmy's disappointment, didn't want any foreplay either.  He
was already confirmed in his heterosexuality and the sex with Jimmy
was again, nothing more than an experimental substitute until
something better, a girl for instance, came along.  It was the
second, and last time, that Jimmy would misjudge another person's
needs.


          As he got
older, he began to feel that there was something missing in each of
the relationships he had experienced so far. There was always
physical desire of course, admiration and enjoyment of the other's
body and even a meeting sometimes of minds.  But all it really
amounted to was sex, and much as he needed and enjoyed that, he
felt that there had to be something more to it.  His
relationships as he moved from his fifteenth into his sixteenth
year, were as much a search for this elusive element, as for his
ever increasing need for sexual release as his hormones peaked.


          And then,
three weeks after his sixteenth birthday, he fell instantly,
hopelessly, and head over heels in love.

 


          The change
in him was astonishing.  Instead of the confident and mature
sexual being he had been, secure in his ability to get anyone and
almost anything he wanted, he found himself totally at sea, and
floundering in a welter of doubts and difficulties that he had no
idea how to overcome.


          Things had
always come easily to him.  He had known exactly what, and
who, he wanted, had gone out and got them, and almost always they
had fallen into his hand without too much effort.  Every boy
that he ever wanted he had got sooner or later, and it had made him
complacent and a little blasé.  But this time the object of
his desire was, even to his own mind, unobtainable.  It was
one of his teachers.


          Jonathan
Melton was twenty-five, had recently completed his degree and
teacher training course, and this was his first teaching
post.  He had taught at Jimmy's school for half a term as a
student teacher during his training, and made such a good
impression that he was offered a job as soon as he qualified. 
He was just the sort of teacher the head was looking for. 
Young, so in spite of his degree his salary was comparatively low,
enthusiastic, a first class teacher who would be a formidable one
after a few years experience, and also a good Catholic who had
considered entering the priesthood at one time but realised,
regretfully, that he had no vocation.


          An only
child, after the death of his parents in a car accident when he was
in his early twenties, he had felt very lonely and turned to
teaching as a way of surrounding himself with children for whom he
had a genuine liking.  He had no need to work as his father
had been a highly successful stockbroker who left everything him,
but Jonathan had been brought up to believe that everyone had a
duty to give something to the community they lived in.


          He soon
discovered that he was a born teacher and had thrown himself into
his training as a way of easing his grief at the loss of his
parents, and also, to suppress certain feelings that had troubled
him since his adolescence and which he had no intention of ever
acknowledging.


          He hadn't
noticed Jimmy particularly during his teaching practice as he had
been assigned to a younger class, and if he saw him during his
stints of playground duty, Jimmy was merely one out of seven
hundred shouting, running, playing boys.  More attractive than
most, but there was no harm in thinking that, provided the thought
went no further.


          Because he
was very keen on sport, he was asked to help with the school
Badminton team when it became known that he had played at County
level as a teenager.  The sports master was rather scornful of
the game (which he had never played) being, as he told everyone at
the slightest excuse (or none at all), a football, cricket and
rugby man.  So he was glad to turn the badminton team over to
Jon.  After attending a session to assure himself that Jon
knew what he was doing, and Jon knew a great deal more about it
than he did as he freely admitted, he was able to go off with a
clear conscience to concentrate on the football team which was his
pride and joy.


          Jon was
determined to build up a good team, and recalling the pleasure he
had got out of it, made up his mind to take them into the
Inter-School and then the County championships if at all
possible.  As soon as he was left on his own, he paired the
boys off and had them play some short matches to test their
ability.  Once he had decided who the best player was, he took
him on himself and thrashed the astonished lad thoroughly in five
minutes flat without letting him score a single point.  He
could have done it in an even shorter time but didn't want to give
the boy too much of a complex.  All the boys, including his
opponent were in their own vernacular, completely gob smacked, and
when he turned to them with a grin, not even breathing hard, and
announced that he would teach them all to play like that if they
were prepared to do the work, his star was set and like puppies,
they fell over themselves to please him.


          For Jimmy it
was rather different.  Like the others he wanted to please Mr
Melton, but, he also wanted a lot more than that.  To achieve
the first, he realised that he would have to stand out from the
crowd if he was to get noticed, so he worked harder at his game
than he had ever worked at anything in his life, and with his
natural co-ordination and quick reflexes, it wasn't long before he
was one of the stars of the fledgling team.


          Regarding
the second, things were not so straight forward.  Apart from
his brief affair with the younger boy he had almost always been the
pursued and not the pursuer, and had no idea how to change
roles.  He would lie awake at night dreaming about what might
happen if Jon did this, or said that, but his logical mind knew
that this was fantasy and that if he really wanted to achieve his
aims, he would have to do something about it himself.  Nothing
was going to happen of it's own accord.  He knew that Jon
liked him.  But then Jon liked all of them, and played no
favourites.  The time he spent coaching Jimmy was sheer bliss,
but he spent no more time with him than he did with the other
members of the team, and whereas the touch of Jon's hand when
correcting his posture or grip was enough to trigger a new
masturbatory fantasy, Jimmy was forced to admit that it seemed to
have no effect on Jon himself.


          As the weeks
became months Jon's casual interest in him as a person didn't seem
to change but at the same time, his own slowly learned techniques
for attracting people were improving with time and practice. 
He certainly worked as hard at them as he did at badminton.


          Although he
seemed to be getting nowhere in his determined, if discreet
pursuit, it never crossed his mind that Jon might be interested in
women.  He was abundantly blessed with the instinct that many
gay people have, which allows them to recognise people of their own
persuasion instantlty, and he knew exactly what Jon was.  But
whether he himself was what Jon wanted, was an entirely different
kettle of fish.  He simply didn't know.  Then at practise
one day he sprained his ankle.


          He was tired
after a strenuous session, went for a difficult shot, misjudged it
badly and totally off balance, came down heavily on the side of his
foot.  It was agonising and he collapsed onto the floor. 
Within minutes, his ankle was twice the size it should have been
and the urgently summoned games master had sent the rest of the
team home and gratefully accepted a very worried Jonathan's offer
to drive Jimmy to the hospital to have it checked.


          They were
unable to get in touch with Jimmy's parents and it was out of the
question for him to go to the hospital on his own.  The games
master, with an important football match in the offing had no wish
to cancel his own training session, so after assuring Jimmy that
the school would contact his parents as soon as possible, he went
back to his team.


          Jon brought
his car round, put an arm around Jimmy to keep as much weight as
possible off his ankle, and helped him into it.  Under normal
circumstances Jimmy would have been in a seventh heaven of delight,
but he was in far too much pain to enjoy it.


          Luckily the
casualty department was not very busy and Jimmy was seen fairly
quickly.  Only the fact that Jon was with him and he would
rather have died than show himself up in front of him, stopped him
yelling when the nurse removed his trainer and sock.  The
young doctor who examined him took one look, called for a
wheelchair and sent him straight up to be x-rayed.


          Here they
were not so fortunate.  There were several people waiting and
the department seemed to be short staffed.  For the first
time, Jon really talked to him as a way of distracting Jimmy from
the pain in his ankle.  Before that there had been neither the
reason or the opportunity to talk on their own, and Jon found
himself enjoying the experience more than he would have thought
possible.  He found Jimmy's mind interesting and their talk
ranged over a wide variety of topics, mainly on the subject of
school of course, but they also discovered that many of their
interests coincided from music, to nature and ecology.  In
spite of being nine years older than he was, Jon had a youthfully
enthusiastic outlook on life and this coupled with Jimmy's
maturity, put them on an equal footing in a way that belied the
relationship of teacher and pupil.


          Jimmy,
relaxed and content to have the object of his desire completely to
himself, found himself talking more freely than he usually did and
Jon, who had not yet made many friends since taking up his teaching
post, found himself drawn to the boy.  They were deep in a
conversation about what the future might be like, when it was
Jimmy's turn to be seen.


          While he was
being x-rayed Jon took the opportunity to ring the school. 
They still hadn't been able to contact his parents, so he offered
to take Jimmy home and stay with him until they got there.  A
rather white faced Jimmy was returned to him, and there was another
long wait until they were called in to see the doctor again. 
This time Jon went in with him to be told that there was no sign of
a break and that as soon as Jimmy had been strapped up he could be
taken home.  A very relieved Jon, who had visions of the
school being sued if Jimmy had broken his ankle, noted down one or
two instructions and promised to pass them on to the boy's
parents.  Jimmy was lent a pair of crutches to get him to the
car park and made a rather dramatic exit with them, thoroughly
enjoying the attention and sympathy they evoked from the patients
still waiting to be seen.


          By the time
Jon had helped him into the car and returned the crutches it was
quite late so he bought fish and chips for them on the way. 
It had been a long time since lunch and Jimmy was starving. 
They ate companionably at the kitchen table still talking about
whatever came into their heads and soon after they finished Jimmy's
parents arrived, and after explaining what had happened and
receiving their thanks, Jon went home himself.


          Like most
boys, Jimmy would have been delighted to take a few days off school
on the strength of his injury, but nothing was going to keep him at
home now that fate had played so splendidly into his hands. 
Over his mother's objections he was back at school the following
day.  He couldn't face not seeing Jon, even if it was only for
a few minutes.  He also wanted to make sure that Jon didn't
forget about him, so after school he hobbled painfully down to the
gym to watch the badminton practise and was immediately roped in to
referee some of the matches while Jon coached team members
individually.


          He would
have preferred to watch Jon all the time, so did as short a stint
as possible then handed over to someone else, explaining that he
wanted to watch the coaching to improve his own game.  He
hauled himself onto the vaulting box and when Jon finished and
sprang up athletically to sit beside him and ask how his ankle was,
he was delighted.


          "I thought
the doctor said that you were to rest it for a day or two. 
Most people would have taken the chance to have a day or two off,
so why are you in school today?"


          Jimmy almost
replied, "To see you," but stopped himself in time and gave as an
excuse his approaching exams.


          Jon frowned
at him.  "You usually walk home don't you.  Is someone
picking you up?"


          "No," Jimmy
replied, "I can catch the bus.  My dad dropped me on his way
to work this morning, but he doesn't get home 'til after I do."


          "How far do
you have to walk?"


          "Well it's a
bit far at the other end but I'll be okay," Jimmy assured him,
pleased at having his attention.  He hadn't realised that Jon
knew that he walked home, and happily stored the fact in his
mind.


          "Look," Jon
told him, "As the doctor told you, you really shouldn't be walking
too much, otherwise you're going to find that it takes longer to
heal.  I go in your direction and I'll drop you home.  I
need you back in the team," he added and turned his attention to
the match in progress.


          While those
who wanted to had a quick shower Jon, who was careful to stay out
of the room while the boys were there, took down the nets and
tidied up, refusing Jimmy's offer to help on the grounds that if he
was taking Jimmy home to save him using his ankle, there was little
point in him prancing around on it beforehand.  Jimmy grinned
back at him and thought about his next move.  The intimacy
that they had shared at the hospital had done wonders for his
confidence and he determined to make a meal of going out to the car
in the hopes that Jon would feel that he needed some support
again.  As it happened, when he got down from the box, his
ankle had got stiff, and his wince as he put his weight on it and
began to limp to the door was only slightly exaggerated.


          Jon took his
bag saying rather curtly, "Here, lean on me."


          Jimmy
obeyed, feeling surprised and a little hurt at his tone.  A
few minutes before he had been smiling and joking with Jimmy and
the rest of the boys as they left noisily to go home.  But
now …  ?  Without speaking they walked to the car
park.  Unsure of himself again, Jimmy tried not to put too
much weight on Jon and even considered telling him that he could
manage on his own.  But the contact was too pleasant to give
up lightly, so he said nothing.


          If Jimmy had
known it, Jon had realised all at once that his offer to help had
been prompted as much by a wish to touch the boy as to save his
ankle, and he was worried about what anyone who saw them might
think.


          He drove to
the house in silence and Jimmy who had been planning to ask him if
he would like to come in for a cup of tea or coffee, could only
mutter his thanks as he got out of the car.


          Jon's short
"Can you manage?" did nothing at all for his self-confidence and he
simply nodded and went into the house, turning to give Jon a small
wave as he opened the door.


          Jon sat in
the car for a moment, his conscience pricking him.  It wasn't
the boy's fault he told himself, thinking of Jimmy's unhappy face,
so why did I take it out of him like that?  There didn't seem
to be an answer to this and he determined not to let himself get
into the same situation again.  After debating and rejecting
the idea of getting out of the car to speak to Jimmy, he drove
home.


          Meanwhile
Jimmy had gone straight upstairs and thrown himself on his bed
wondering what he had done wrong.  Going over what had
happened, he could see no reason for Jon's change of mood and his
misery suddenly overcoming him, started to cry into his
pillow.  Telling himself that he was far to old to cry didn't
help at all, but eventually he calmed down and by the time his
mother got home from work had washed his face and completed some of
his homework.  He was a bit silent and withdrawn which she put
it down to his ankle and reminded him that she'd told him not to go
to school that day, as she re-bandaged it to make him more
comfortable.  He didn't go to school the next day and decided
not to watch the badminton sessions after school when he did
return.


          Jon,
entirely against his will, found himself looking out for Jimmy the
following day and was vaguely worried when he didn't see him. 
There was no reason why he should have seen him of course, it was a
very big school after all.  But he made it his business to
talk to Jimmy's form tutor, using as an excuse the fact that he had
taken the boy to casualty.  He didn't mention that he had
given Jimmy a lift the previous day.  There was nothing at all
wrong in it, but he felt slightly uncomfortable and didn't want to
give the impression that he was too interested in the boy.


          Jimmy's
mother had phoned apparently to say that his ankle was quite
swollen and that he wouldn't be in that day.  "Not
surprising," the form master added.  "He shouldn't have come
in yesterday in the first place.  But he's an independent lad
and I don't suppose he listens much to what his mother says if he
doesn't want to."


          Relieved
that it was a physical problem and not his own attitude that had
caused the absence, Jon left it at that.  After all, apart
from the fact that Jimmy was one of his best players with a real
talent for the game, he meant no more to him than any of the
others.  But it would do no harm to make it up to him somehow,
he had no wish to lose him from the team which was shaping up
well.  Oblivious to the inconsistency in his thinking, he went
to his next class with an untroubled mind.  He caught the odd
glimpse of Jimmy from time to time over the next few days but
didn't get a chance to speak to him and told himself that he would
see the boy at the next practise session.  But Jimmy wasn't
there.


          In fact
Jimmy had planned to go and watch but had chickened out at the last
minute when he remembered how Jon had changed towards him.  He
went straight home after school instead and spent the entire
evening cursing himself for a missed opportunity.  His ankle
was healing rapidly and he knew that he wouldn't have the excuse to
get Jon to support him for very much longer.


          For his
part, Jon felt a surprising pang of disappointment when Jimmy
didn't appear.  He had been unconsciously looking forward to
talking to him, though he had decided that he definitely wouldn't
be offering any more lifts.  For the first time since starting
to train the team, his coaching was rather lacklustre and all in
all, it was a less than satisfactory session all round for
everyone.


          He called
Jimmy across to him the next day when he was on duty in the
playground to ask him why he hadn't come to watch the practise.


          "We missed
you," he said, "And I think that you can pick up some tips even if
you can't play at the moment."


          Jimmy was
pleased, going from depression to elation in one second flat and
agreed to come and watch in future.


          Before going
to the gym for the next session, he went into the toilets and
removed the crepe bandage supporting his ankle and put it on again
much too tightly.  By the end of the session he was genuinely
feeling uncomfortable and while Jon was tidying up, pulled up his
trouser leg and slowly unwound the bandage.


          "What's the
matter Jimmy?"


          "I put this
on too tightly," Jimmy answered. "I find it hard to get it just
right," he confided innocently.  "Sometimes it's too tight and
others times I get it too loose and it doesn't support me at
all.  It's even worse when my mother does it, she never gets
it right."


          Jon said
goodnight to the team and came over to him.  "You'd better let
me do it, I've had some first aid training."


          He took the
untidy bundle of crepe Jimmy handed him, rolled it up neatly and
carefully re-bandaged the ankle.


          "Okay?" he
asked.


          Jimmy was
tempted to say that it wasn't, so that he would have to take it off
and do it again, but thought better of it.


          "That's fine
sir, thanks.  Much better.  I'd better be getting home
then."


          Before he
could stop himself Jon said, "If you can hang on for a minute while
I fetch some books, I'll drop you off."


          "That would
be great, thank you.  My ankle's usually sore by the time I
get home and a lift would be nice," Jimmy answered.


          Wondering
what had come over him, Jon said, "Come on then," helped him up and
supported him out to the car, forgetting that Jimmy had walked to
the gym completely unaided earlier.


          When they
got to the house, Jimmy was prepared and asked Jon in, as a thank
you for bringing me home, as he told him.  Somewhat
reluctantly, Jon agreed and they spent the next hour discussing all
sorts of topics until Jon realised with a start how much time had
passed.  He left hurriedly leaving behind a happy, satisfied
boy who spent the remainder of the evening in a daze and got no
homework done at all.

 


          By the time
Jimmy was able to play again, the routine of being driven home was
so established that neither of them considered changing it. 
None of the other members of the team had thought it strange or
even worth remarking on.  Jon was well liked because although
firm, he was always fair and never withheld praise when they played
well or did something to please him, and Jimmy was not only admired
as one of the best players, he was popular in his own right.


          Something of
a hero in their eyes because of his supposed sexual exploits, he
had been wise when he spread the story of his seduction round the
playground.  If one of their number had suggested that he
might be queer it would have provoked incredulous laughter, so
convinced were they of his heterosexuality.  All this made a
very effective and efficient smoke screen for the growing intimacy
between master and pupil, unconscious on one side and actively
promoted on the other.


          Their
evening talks were a solace to them both, but particularly to Jon
who was still finding his feet in the school.  He knew that he
was a good teacher and was already achieving good results with his
classes, but he was very conscientious and continually strove for
better results.  He found talking to Jimmy relaxing and
stimulating, while giving him a useful insight into how his pupils
thought.  And for his part, Jimmy for the first time in his
life, was beginning to care very deeply for someone.  He
wanted Jon very much, day dreamed about him, the sort of impossible
day dreams that adolescent boys have of running away and living
romantically together, dreamed and wet-dreamed about him at night,
and concentrated all of his masturbatory fantasies on Jon's face
and body.  He was sure that Jon felt the same way about him as
well.  He had a way of occasionally dropping a hand on his
shoulder which thrilled Jimmy to the core, and it seemed to him
that these casual physical contacts were slowly becoming more
frequent.


          Once or
twice, when Jon wanted to show him something in one of his large
collection of books they went to his flat after practise, but he
always seemed more inhibited there, as if he felt guilty about
having Jimmy there at all.  Or possibly he was just more aware
of the dangers of the relationship at those times.


          Jimmy,
becoming more and more frustrated, determined to push things. 
He had been certain that he had seen Jon trying to disguise a
distinct bulge in his trousers on several occasions when they had
been together, and he felt secure enough to try something that he
had been contemplating for some weeks.


          During his
final practise match one afternoon he deliberately staged a stumble
and pretended that he had wrenched his ankle again.  He came
off the court saying that he would be all right in a moment and
watched with pride as Jon taking over from him, trounced his
opponent while at the same time making the boy feel that he had
played well.  Jimmy delayed in the shower until the others
were finished and dressed.  As he soaped and rinsed himself,
he heard them leaving and the sound of Jon putting things
away.  He knew that he and Jon were alone and the thought of
this combined with his nakedness had given him an aching
erection.  When he heard the door open he quickly turned the
water off and came out of the shower stall reaching for his
towel.  He saw Jon stop dead, heard his quick indrawn breath
and then the hasty movement as he turned to leave.


          Jimmy put
out a hand. "Don't," he said softly, "Please, Jon."  Neither
of them noticed his use of the name.


          "Jimmy… "
Jon said in a tight voice.  He felt he shouldn't look at the
large, stiff penis jutting out from Jimmy's groin, but couldn't
help himself.


          "It's all
right, I want you to," Jimmy said, correctly divining his
thoughts.


          Jon's eyes
went up to Jimmy's face, the serious grey eyes, then involuntarily
returned to the jaunty penis in it's nest of curly blonde hair and
the full, tight, sack beneath.  Even to save his life he
couldn't have moved as Jimmy towelled himself briefly then walked
towards  him.  As Jimmy dropped the damp towel
unheedingly on the floor and put his arms around him, the tension
suddenly left Jon's body, rushed into his own penis and filled it
to bursting.  He sagged against Jimmy who, though a couple of
inches shorter than himself, supported him firmly.


          "Jimmy," he
whispered, "We mustn't do this."


          "Shh," Jimmy
quieted him with a gentle hand against his lips, "We must." 
And putting both hands on Jon's shoulders, urged him down onto his
knees.  "Please, Jon."


          Jon had
never sucked anyone before, but the sight of Jimmy's eager young
organ standing so proudly before him was irresistible. 
Instinctively wetting his lips and curling them over his teeth to
protect the sensitive skin, he lowered his head.


          It was
miraculous.  Warm and firm, but so strange that at first he
was content just to enjoy the sensation of it in his mouth. 
It had a feeling of rightness about it and he suddenly knew it was
something he had always wanted to do, and was grateful to Jimmy for
giving him the opportunity.  He felt Jimmy's fingers come into
his hair and slid his own hands up the outside of the smoothly
muscled thighs to rest on Jimmy's hips.  Jimmy was beginning
to tremble and the teacher part of him thought, he'll catch cold,
then the sexual side realised that it was excitement, desire and
imminent orgasm.


          Tentatively
he sucked gently and rhythmically, almost as if he was kissing the
stiff tube while at the same time massaging with his tongue the
sensitive part where the head flared out.  He felt the boy
stiffen then thrust forward making a soft sound in the back of his
throat.  He had a brief moment to wonder what Jimmy's sperm
would taste like before he found out.  Jimmy came and came,
and before Jon could swallow, it was spilling out of his mouth,
running down his chin and dripping onto the floor.  His own
cock jerked in sympathy and he remained as he was, gently bringing
Jimmy down until the pressure of the boy's hands on his shoulders
made him realise that Jimmy had virtually collapsed and was only
keeping himself upright by leaning on him.  Slowly and
reluctantly he let the boy's penis slip out of his mouth and got to
his feet so that he could support Jimmy with one arm.  His
other hand couldn't resist taking hold of the wet and still hard
penis, with it's swollen, dark red head.  Jimmy jumped as he
touched it, and to Jon's fascination, more sperm oozed out of the
tiny slit.


          They stood
together for a few minutes before Jimmy's arms came round to hold
him tightly and he murmured quietly, "My turn," and urged him over
to the bench against the far wall.  Jon felt he should protest
but Jimmy was so masterful, and he himself in such a frenzy of
frustrated desire by then, that he just stood still as Jimmy slid
his track suit trousers down, then his underpants.  His own
penis sprang up, stiff and dripping.  The boy looked at it's
thick six inch length admiringly for a moment, then pushed him down
to sit on the bench and began to caress his balls.  At Jimmy's
touch, Jon's back arched and his stomach drew in sharply.  The
boy's fingers felt as if they were charged with electricity as they
moved over the crinkled skin then leaving their prize, the hands
moved up under the top of his track suit and gently explored his
nipples.  There was a half smile on Jimmy's face as his hands
moved slowly, caressingly, down again, brushing lightly through the
brown pubic hair.  Jon closed his eyes as he felt Jimmy's
tongue touch the slit, then gradually move in circles over the
head.  Then just when he felt he could bear it no longer, he
was grasped in a firm young fist.  Jimmy wasted no time. 
He knew that Jon's suppressed frustrations needed rapid, immediate,
relief.


          "Stand up,"
he said tugging Jon up gently by his penis. "I want to see you
squirt across the room."


          As he stood
up, Jimmy moved him until his back was against the wall.  It
was sharply cold against his naked buttocks but by then he was too
close coming to notice, and as Jimmy cupped his balls with his one
hand and began to masturbate him with the other it was too much for
his overcharged cock.  The feeling was incredible enough to
draw a gasp from him as his balls tightened and pulled up hard as
he started to come, his thick white sperm jetting out as if glad to
be released.   Like his young partner, he came much more
than he usually did, and also like his partner, found it drew the
day's tension out of him as efficiently as a top class
masseur.  He slumped down onto the bench, breathing hard and
hugging the naked boy standing between his open legs.


          They cleaned
up without speaking, both too full of what had happened to feel the
need for words.  It was only when he was driving Jimmy home
that Jon said quietly, "We'll have to be very careful… "


          Jimmy
nodded, thinking of his friends.  "I know," he replied.

 


          Over the
next few week, the affair blossomed although Jimmy, who had thought
that once the ice was broken everything would be plain sailing,
found he had to use every ounce of his considerable powers of
seduction to induce Jonathan to touch him again.  Once the
euphoria of that first episode had worn off, Jon became more and
more worried and guilty about it.  Knowing that Jimmy had been
the prime mover did nothing to ease his feelings.  He knew
that he should have resisted him and was under no illusions as to
what would happen if they were ever found out.  He made up his
mind that satisfying as it had been, they should never do it
again.  It was too dangerous.  He also had his religion
inspired guilt to cope with.


          As he had
moved from his excessively guilt ridden teens to maturity, Jon had
begun to wonder about this homophobia, and although it would have
been too much to say that he was seriously questioning the
principle of eternal damnation, it was beginning to seem a rather
excessive punishment for a few minutes of mental or physical
pleasure.  That bridge however, could be crossed when the time
came. What was more immediately to the point, was the fact that the
law in Britain was equally homophobic, even more medieval, and a
great deal more relevant to his present situation.  His blood
ran cold at the thought that anyone could have walked into the
showers.  Neither of them had given a thought to locking the
door, he didn't even know if there was a key.  And supposing
they had locked it and someone wanted to get in?  It would
have been just as bad!


          There had
been enough press reports of similar cases for him to know what he
would face if they were ever discovered, and the thought was not an
easy one to live with.


          None of this
troubled the insouciant Jimmy in the slightest.  He was in
love, had achieved what he had set out to do, thoroughly enjoyed
it, and expected as a matter of course that the affair would
continue as his affairs had always done, once the initial seduction
had taken place.  He had never been rejected and had been
fortunate enough to have relationships with boys who were as eager
as he was, once a certain amount of token reluctance had been
overcome.      Having as he thought, overcome
Jon's reluctance, he was completely taken aback after the next
practise session when he again delayed his shower until after the
others had left.  He would have had to do this anyway as the
thought of what was to come had left him with a painfully erect
penis, and knew only too well how the other boys would have taken
the mickey if they had seen it.  He came out of the shower
fully expecting Jon to be there but his coach didn't even come into
the room.  Baffled and disappointed, he dressed and went to
find Jon.  It had occurred to him that perhaps there was
someone else there which would explain it but Jon was alone. 
Jimmy went up to him.


          "I was
waiting for you," he said, frowning slightly, "Now you'll have to
undress me."


          Jon tried to
keep his face cold.  "I don't think we should do it again
Jimmy," he said.  "I could get into terrible trouble over
it.  I could even go to jail."


          "No-one will
ever know," Jimmy replied flatly, "Do you think I'd tell
anyone?"


          "Of course
not, but anyone could have walked in, then what would have
happened?"


          Jimmy
smiled.  "It would have been embarrassing, but we're not
ashamed of it, are we?"  When he saw the look on Jon's face,
his smile faded.  He came closer to Jon and grasped his upper
arms.


         
"Are you ashamed, Jon?  Because you shouldn't
be.  There was nothing wrong in what we did.  I wanted it
and you wanted it.  You can't say you didn't.  I
know you wanted me as badly as I wanted you, and what's
wrong with that?  Oh sure, it's against the law, but the law's
stupid and unfair.  I'm sixteen now and if I was a girl it
would be quite all right, quite legal, and nobody would care, not
even the law.  Nobody could say a thing against us."  He
stopped speaking, his face tense.


          Jon looked
at him sadly.  "I know that Jimmy," he said gently, "But
you're not a girl and whether the law is unfair or not, that's the
way it is.  You've got to understand that I'm the one who's at
risk.  They probably wouldn't do anything to you because
you're under twenty one.  But they'd hit me with everything
they've got and what they haven't got they'd find.  And enjoy
doing it!"


          Jimmy's grip
on his arms tightened.  "They have to catch us first," he
said.  "All right, I know we were stupid the other day, it's
just … well we couldn't wait, at least I couldn't.  We'll
just be more careful from now on."


          Jon shook
his head at him, not convinced but at the same time beginning to
wonder if there was a way that they could meet safely.


          "Nothing
will happen, it will be okay.  I know it will, and … "
Jimmy paused to add weight to his next words and spoke very softly,
"I don't just want you, I need you Jon.  I really need
you.  I need you so much."


          He had
spoken instinctively and as he often did, used exactly the right
words to fit the situation.  Had he said only that he wanted
Jon, it was quite likely that he would have got nowhere.  It
was his use of the word need that made the difference.  That
combined with the look on his face which went straight to Jon's
heart.  He put his arms around the boy and started to pull him
against himself but Jimmy resisted him.  Confused, Jon relaxed
his grip and waited.


          "You have to
tell me something first Jon," Jimmy said.  "You've got to tell
me the truth, okay?  No lies."  Jimmy straightened his
arms, pushing Jon away slightly so that he could look into his
eyes.  "Are you ashamed of what we did?" he asked in a flat,
uninflected tone.


          Jon knew
that his answer was important.  Not only to Jimmy, but to
himself, his own feelings and to his development as a person. 
It had come right out of the blue he thought, the one thing I've
never been prepared to think about because I was afraid of what the
answer would be.  Even as an adolescent he had not had many
episodes with other boys, and certainly nothing remotely resembling
an affair, so he didn't have much to go on.  But thinking back
to those quick, furtive fumblings, he realised that although he had
suffered tremendous guilt afterwards, he had never actually felt
ashamed of them.


          Casting his
mind forward to the episode with Jimmy when he had gone much
further than he had ever dreamed of going with anyone, he knew that
although guilt was there, though much less than in his earlier
days, there was no shame.  He had enjoyed looking at Jimmy
naked and had enjoyed Jimmy looking at him in the same state. 
What had been really worrying him had been the fear of getting
caught.  Of actual shame, there was none, none at all. 
The realisation so pleased him that his face broke into a broad
smile.


          "Damn it
Jimmy," he exclaimed.  "No! I'm not ashamed, not one little
bit!" and he pulled Jimmy against him and swung him round as if he
was a small child.  When he eventually put him down, Jimmy was
grinning as widely as he was.


          "Well, if
that's the way you feel," he said, tugging Jon towards the shower
room.  Jon stopped him.


          "Uh uh. No,
Jimmy.  Anyone could walk in here, the caretaker, one of the
cleaners, anyone.  We've got to find somewhere safer. 
Get your stuff and we'll talk in the car."


          He parked
outside Jimmy's house and they spent a frustrating half an hour
discussing and rejecting several plans.  Jonathan was adamant
that he wouldn't go into the house with Jimmy on a regular basis
because that was the one area in which he did feel guilty. 
Jimmy's parents trusted him as one of their son's teachers, and
somehow doing anything in their house seemed to be a betrayal of
that trust, and he was also aware of the danger of nosy neighbours
who could easily ask out of simple curiosity who the strange man
was who was visiting their son so often.  It was the only
reason he regretted he wasn't the same age as Jimmy.


          "Oh Christ,"
Jimmy groaned at length, "There must be somewhere we can go."


          "We can't
use the school, we can't use your house, and we can't use my
flat.  There isn't much left."


          "Why don't
we go to the common?" Jimmy asked.  "It's dark enough
now."


          Jon wasn't
very keen but by then he was as aroused as Jimmy was, so they drove
the few miles then walked into the wooded area.  It was not
very successful.  They did get some relief out of it but both
of them were nervous, and it was cold as well.  They were
rather silent as they drove back to the house.


          "It wasn't
very good, was it," Jon said as turned off the ignition.


          "No, but it
was better than nothing," Jimmy replied.  "I really like to
see though.  And I want to do it again already.  I don't
suppose we could go into the house, just this once could we?" he
asked wistfully.


          "No
Jimmy.  I really don't think we should," Jon replied. 
"But don't worry, we'll think of something.  We have to."


          Taking some
comfort from that, Jimmy waited until he had driven away then went
into the house and up to his bedroom where he used his hand to good
effect, thinking of Jon all the while.  But it was not the
same, by any means.


          He managed
to get a few words with Jon when he was on playground duty the next
day but Jon indicated discreetly that he hadn't been able to come
up with anything so far.  His flat which was on the top floor
of a converted house was far too public.  The other tenants,
being retired, were home most of the day and not having a great
deal to do, took a lot of interest in their neighbours.  To
take Jimmy there was impossible.  It was Jimmy who came up
with a partial solution when they were sitting in the car after the
next practise.  He suggested to Jon that he offer to give him
some extra tuition in English to help him with his exams.


          "I could do
with it and that way you'd be able to come to the house quite
openly," he told Jon triumphantly.  Although Jon still felt
awkward, he finally agreed and Jimmy told his parents about
it.  They were pleased and grateful when Jon refused any
payment on the grounds that Jimmy was a member of the badminton
team, did a lot for him and this was his way of paying it
back.  He didn't enjoy the interview at all, knowing that he
was seriously deceiving them, and made sure that he always left the
house before they got home on the days that he tutored Jimmy.


          Things
continued in this rather unsatisfactory manner until Jon got the
offer of a small house.  He went to see it one afternoon,
taking Jimmy and a couple of other members of the team with him for
camouflage.  The rent was quite high but with dividends from
his father's shrewd investments coming in regularly as well as his
salary and substantial inheritance, this was not really an
issue.  And the house was perfect.  It was set back from
the road with a high hedge around it and an attached garage reached
from a door in the kitchen making it extremely private.  It
was only a twenty minute walk from Jimmy's house so they decided
when they had a moment alone, that Jimmy could leave by the back
door, slip through the gate into one of those strange footpaths
that often run between London houses for no rhyme or reason, and
walk home.  Provided he was careful, no-one would know which
house he had come from.


          Jon was
relieved, Jimmy was delighted, and the move from his flat was
arranged for a Saturday, a project that the entire badminton team
took charge of with great good humour and much joking and
laughter.  Jimmy pretended to go home with the others when it
was done, then slipped back as soon as it was safe.  His
parents knew all about the move and he had explained that they
would probably finish quite late as they were all going to help
clean the place before they moved the furniture in.  He would
stay overnight with one of the team who lived close by and they
would make an early start in the morning and try to have everything
done by about six that evening.  Mr Melton, he had carefully
trained himself not to say Jon which would have shocked his
strait-laced parents, had promised to give them a picnic lunch in
the back garden if the weather held.


          As a matter
of fact the house was spotless, newly decorated, well furnished and
Jon's few possessions had taken, with the cheerful assistance of
the team, no more than a couple of hours to move.  Mr and Mrs
Evans were not to know this and were only too happy for Jimmy to
have the opportunity to pay back some of the kindness he received
from Mr Melton.


          As he
unlocked the back door with the spare key that was now his,
Jonathan opened it, dragged him in, picked him up, carried him into
the bedroom and dropped him onto the bed.  Smiling happily,
Jimmy was stripped in no time at all, and lay back with his arms
under his head as his lover got out of his own clothes in nothing
flat.  Looking approvingly at the engorged penis standing
straight out from Jon's body, he put out a gentle hand to fondle
the neat balls affectionately.  Then Jon was beside him on the
bed, kissing and caressing him.  Neither of them was in any
mood for much foreplay, and it wasn't long before Jimmy, who tended
to take the lead in their lovemaking, swivelled himself into the
sixty-nine position, slid an arm under Jon's waist and took the
yearning organ into his mouth while his own was being similarly
engulfed.  While most of their lovemaking up to date had
involved masturbation, they'd had enough practise by now to know
where the other was particularly sensitive and they were both close
to a climax in a very few minutes.


          Jimmy had
been putting a well thought out plan into operation for some days
and as he felt Jon getting close, gently began stroking his
buttocks, slowly moving his fingers between them, then spreading
them, and starting to stroke the orifice itself.  As he felt
Jon beginning to come, he worked a finger a little way into it,
wishing it was his cock.  The very thought, which he had
dreamed about for so long, was enough to bring on his own
shuddering orgasm and although the feeling was as overwhelming as
always, he retained enough detachment to feel how the ring
encircling his embedded finger tightened in time with Jon's
spurts.  They lay still for a few minutes, then Jimmy
reluctantly withdrew his finger and slid back up the bed.  It
had become something of a ritual for them to kiss deeply after
sixty-nining and share each others sperm, and they did so now then
lay still, touching gently.


          Jon knew
what Jimmy wanted but had been careful not to show him how much the
manipulation turned him on.  Jimmy's fingers had gradually got
bolder over the last few weeks but this was the first time that one
had actually gone inside him.  The next thing, inevitably, was
going to be his cock, and he wasn't small.  Jon had a feeling
that it was going to hurt but much more important, he felt that if
he allowed Jimmy to do this to him, it would turn him completely,
and without any possibility of doubt, into a homosexual, and at the
same time compromise his masculinity.  The sexual mores of the
Judeo/Christian ethic under which he had been brought up, stated
that only women got screwed, never men.  Even in Hellenic
times according to what he had read, it was the older man who
screwed his younger partner, never the other way round.  Yet
he had to admit to himself, he did want to try it at least
once.  Both ways.  Jimmy had turned him on and even now
was sliding his hand down his back and onto his buttocks
again.  That hand was not going to linger on the outer curves
for long, as he knew from experience.


          While he
stroked Jimmy's nipples which were especially sensitive, he loved
the way the tiny pimples hardened, he debated with himself. 
He loved Jimmy and his love was growing stronger every day. 
He thought that Jimmy loved him in return, but he wasn't completely
sure and until he was, he didn't feel that he could make this final
surrender.


          As if on
cue, Jimmy who had reached his target and was enjoying his reaction
said suddenly, "I do love you, you know."


          Jon became
very still.  Can he read my mind? he asked himself. 
Jimmy seemed to have a knack of answering his thoughts in a way
that was positively uncanny.


          "Don't say
that," he said rather roughly.


          "Why
shouldn't I?" Jimmy asked lazily, concentrating on his
explorations.


          "Don't say
it unless you mean it.  It's too important."


          Jimmy looked
at him appraisingly, his hands like Jon's, motionless.  He too
realised that this was a going to be a turning point in their
relationship.  Like on a journey by car, he must make sure
that they took the road he wanted them to.  He thought for a
while about how best to put it into words then having decided what
he wanted to say, opened his mouth and found his instincts taking
precedence over his carefully thought out speech.


          "I haven't
said this before because I thought you knew, but I fell in love
with you the very first time you were on playground duty.  It
was the first Wednesday of the term, and I watched you the whole
time wondering what was happening to me.  When people talked
to me, I suppose I talked back but I don't remember anything else
except you.  You were wearing that green tie and your shoes
were a bit dusty and I wanted to take out a tissue and clean them
but I couldn't move.  I just watched you, and I felt … I
don't know what I felt.  At least I do now, but I didn't
then.  I just knew I'd never felt that way before.  Then
that night, I dreamt of you and after the dream woke me up, I
knew.  I'd been with boys before Jon, but I
had never felt this way about any of them.  I thought I was
going to go mad I wanted you so badly.  I still do of
course."


          "Why didn't
you tell me?"


          "You didn't
ask, so I thought you knew," Jimmy replied matter of factly. 
"What I don't know is whether you love me."


          "You idiot,"
Jon said almost angrily.  "Do you think I'd be in bed with you
if I didn't?"


          Jimmy's arms
tightened.  The car seemed to have successfully negotiated the
traffic lights and to be running well.  All he had to do now
was steer it to the destination of his choice.  His hand began
to move down again.  He had reached the base of the Jon's
spine when Jon stopped him.


          "Do you
really want to do this to me?" he asked.


          "More than
anything in the world," Jimmy told him.  "I've wanted to ever
since I first saw you.  In fact," he continued with a wicked
grin, "Your bum was the first bit of you I did see.  You were
bending over one of the younger kids who had fallen and hurt
himself when I came up behind you.  I had to put my hands in
my pockets to hide my hard-on and when you turned round and I saw
your face I thought it was going to come bursting through the
zip."


          He paused
for a moment, the grin fading and said seriously, "I want to do it
very much, Jon, but I won't if you really don't want me to, though
I hope you will.  And afterwards," he said positively, "I want
you to do it to me so that we both know what it feels like."


          "I want to
do both too," Jon agreed, "But I've never done either before, so
you'll have to tell me if it's okay."


          "Jon. 
Dearest Jon," Jimmy said with a tiny chuckle his heart beating fast
from excitement, "I haven't either.  Nobody would ever let me,
so I can't help you."


          Jon started
to laugh as well as they put their arms around each other.


          "There are
plenty of books telling men and women how to do it, but I've never
come across one for people like us."


          "We'll be
able to write one when we're finished," Jimmy told him, "And I
think we should start by feeling and touching like I was doing to
you."


          Jon
nodded.  "I enjoyed what you were doing, but we're going to
need some sort of oil or something.  I wish I'd thought of
buying something from the chemist, though I would have been far too
embarrassed to ask for it I suppose."


          "Hold on,"
Jimmy said scrambling out of the bed and going to his shoulder
bag.  His stiff penis swaying enticingly as he moved. 
"You might have been embarrassed, but I wasn't.  Well not too
much at any rate."


          He turned
triumphantly, a half used blue and white coloured tube in his
hand.  "I bought this and some condoms ages ago for a bet with
my friends.  I've used a lot of it for wanking but there's
plenty left.  Enough for us at any rate."


          As Jimmy
jumped back into the bed and pressed up against him, Jon marvelled
at the boy's self possession.  He would have found it
difficult enough to buy the stuff as an adult, let alone when he
was sixteen.

 


          They saw
each other as often as they could do so reasonably
discreetly.  Jon tried to limit their meetings but as he fell
more and more deeply in love, he found that his desire for Jimmy
got stronger instead of weaker as he had half expected.  Jimmy
had reached his sexual peak, would stay there for several more
years, and needed sex several times a day, and when they were
together wanted to make up for the times they were apart. 
Although each session left him supremely satisfied for a while,
within an hour or so he was ready to start all over again, and Jon
wasn't far behind him.


          At weekends,
when Jimmy could make reasonable excuses to his parents, they spent
at least Saturday or Sunday together, though they could only
occasionally spend the night.  Even Jimmy realised that a
single telephone call, for whatever reason, from his parents to the
friend he was supposed to be staying with, would be a
disaster.  As his desire for Jon intensified he tried to
remember that it might land him in serious trouble, and told
himself that they should meet less often.  But his need was so
great, inevitably he began to take chances and would turn up at
Jon's house at odd times during the evening when his parents
thought that he was in his room studying.


          Jon was even
more apprehensive, especially of those late night visits but he was
quite literally putty in Jimmy's capable and demanding hands, and
had as well, become completely fatalistic over the months.  He
knew without any doubt that there was trouble ahead, but had long
ago decided that whatever happened, it was worth it.  He had
never been in love before and the novelty of the emotion bewitched
him.  He was filled with happiness, his teaching was inspired
and the only two clouds on his horizon were what Jimmy would have
to face when the inevitable happened, and a tiny suspicion which he
did his best to ignore, that Jimmy didn't love him quite as much as
he loved Jimmy.


          With the
first in mind, he went to visit a school friend of his who was a
partner in a legal firm and asked him to draft a will leaving
everything he owned in trust for Jimmy until he was eighteen. 
Until then, Jimmy would receive a regular income that would put him
through college if for some reason he wasn't around to see to this
himself.  Brian, his lawyer friend, agreed to act as his
executor but insisted that another mutual friend, Tim Lake who was
a doctor, be asked to act with him.


          The three of
them met one Saturday when Jimmy, to his disgust, had been hauled
off to visit relatives.  Jon who was now far less worried
about what other people thought of him than he used to be put his
cards on the table.  Whether the other two had ever suspected
him of being gay he didn't know, but he didn't expect them to
condemn him, and nor did they do so.


          They were
both however, extremely worried about the situation and discussing
it together after he left, came to the conclusion that however
deeply in love he was with this boy, and it was patently obvious
that it was the most important thing in his life, the risks
involved so far outweighed it as to be incalculable.  They
decided that they should meet Jimmy before finally agreeing to act
as executors of Jon's will.


          The result
of this was that Jon invited them to dinner one Saturday to meet
Jimmy, and included Tim's wife Marion in the invitation. 
Jimmy who had no idea of the reason behind the visit and was
pleased to be meeting some of Jon's friends, told his parents the
truth about where he would be for once, only refraining from
telling them precisely the type of work the two of them would be
doing before the meal.  This work, which was nothing of the
kind, became such an enjoyable tussle on the bed that they barely
had time for a shower before the guests arrived.  Jimmy had to
be forcibly ordered to keep his hands, and other parts of his
anatomy, to himself as they dried each other.  Fortunately
that they had prepared the food and everything else in advance.


          The evening
was a complete success.  Jimmy who had grown up a lot in the
last few months was radiant and in his best looks and this,
combined with his natural good manners and the fact that he
obviously thought the world of Jon, predisposed them in his
favour.  By the end of the meal he had charmed Brian, Tim and
Marion, first into accepting him, and then into liking him very
much.


          Jon who was
as proud of him as only a lover can be, stayed in the background
and left him in the limelight.  His faith in Jimmy's ability
to handle any social situation was completely justified and by the
end of the evening, during which Jimmy with his flair for mimicry
had amused them all with his exaggerated stories of school life,
the three visitors left, if not overjoyed about the affair, at
least resigned to it and agreeing that they had never seen the
rather too serious Jonathan so light-hearted.  If only Jimmy
had been a girl, they would have been delighted.


          As it was
Brian and Tim agreed to act as executors and trustees, and Jon
signed the will two weeks later.  He was barely in time. 
The world crashed down on them just three weeks after that, and it
was entirely Jimmy's fault.

 


          His
relations with his parents had become increasingly strained as he
grew away from them.  As they were in their middle forties
when he was born and most of their friend's children had already
grown up and left home by the time Jimmy reached his teens, they
had no experience of the traumas associated with adolescence, and
no one to turn to for advice.  They had expected Jimmy to grow
through his teenage years in exactly the same loving, obedient
fashion that he had always displayed, so it came as an unwelcome
shock to find their admirable and charming son, turning into a
fiercely independent young man with a mind of his own, and a strong
determination to get his own way.  He wanted to go out all the
time, treated the house, to which he contributed nothing, like a
hotel (the age old lament of all parents) and was never around when
he was needed.


          In fact they
were slightly unfair to him.  There was no doubt that in the
first throes of his passion for Jon he had neglected them, but with
the growing maturity that the affair engendered, he was rather more
tolerant of their staid existence than he might have been
otherwise.  But of course they were not to know this and in
addition, the careful, casual hints that he had dropped about girls
were beginning to work against him.  His mother in particular,
wondered resentfully why he never brought any of them to the house
to meet her.


          She had
known, without thinking about it very much, that he would get
married one day, and had seen herself quietly and discreetly
guiding him in his choice of a wife.  After all, she knew him
better than anyone and would make sure that his choice fell on
someone worthy of him.  Seemingly idle questions about the
girls he mentioned provoked an amused smile, and a brief comment to
the effect that he didn't have any particular girl in mind at the
moment.  In which case she asked herself, why was he spending
so much time in their company?


          She was sure
that something was going on, and as it could only be a girl, why
was he being so secretive?  Occasionally the thought crossed
her mind that he might be having a sexual relationship which
accounted for the change in him, but she immediately dismissed the
idea.  He was much too young to want anything like that and in
any case, she confidently expected him to remain a good catholic
virgin until he got married, sometime in the distant future.


          Of his
school work at least, they had nothing to complain about. 
Like Jonathan’s, his happiness had spilled over into other parts of
his life.  Encouraged by his lover he was working harder and
better than he had ever done, and this was reflected in his school
reports.  But at the same time, he was becoming difficult to
handle.  All in all, although still intensely proud of him,
they were beginning to find their adored son something of a trial,
and more and more irritating as time went on.  Things came to
a head one Sunday evening.


          The previous
day instead of leaving him at home as usual, his mother had
insisted that he accompany them on a visit to his aunt.  As he
and Jonathan hadn't been able to meet at all that week, he was
desperately frustrated, angry, and sulky enough during the visit to
draw adverse comments from his hostess.  His mother was not
particularly fond of her sister, who she visited more as a matter
of duty than affection, and was furious at his bad manners. 
It was bad enough for him to be sulky at home when he didn't get
his own way, but to show them up in front of her sister!  It
was intolerable.


          The entire
journey home was filled with her condemnation and complaints, and
if she had left it at that, it would in all probability have blown
over.  Unfortunately, when she came downstairs the next
morning, it was to find the kitchen full of smoke from some slices
of bread that Jimmy had just put under the grill when the phone
rang.  It was Jonathan calling and Jimmy had closed the door
of the sitting room for privacy, forgetting all about his
toast.  There was no damage but his mother insisted that the
house could have burnt down and nagged him about it all day.


          As he had
expected to be with Jon the previous day, he had promised to cut
the lawn and do various other jobs about the house and garden after
Mass, and in her vindictive mood, there was no way that she was
going to let him off the hook.  Then she invented several more
unnecessary jobs, designed to keep him busy all day.  The
final straw came after supper, when she marched into his bedroom
without knocking, and informed him with a martyred air that as he
had not bothered to tidy it as she had told him to, she was going
to do the job herself, right then and there.

Jimmy was no more untidy than other boys his
age, in fact his room was a good deal tidier than most, and he had
genuinely not had the time to do anything about it because she had
kept him so busy.  He was tired, resented her remarks and
remembered that he might have left the odd note from Jon somewhere
about the room.  His diary also had some fairly explicit
descriptions of what they'd been doing, and in her present mood, he
didn't trust her not to read it if she came across it.


          He had
managed to keep his anger in check all day, but this was the last
straw.  He lost his temper, she lost hers, and they both said
things that would have been far better left unsaid, or if voiced,
immediately forgotten.  When she finally left the room to talk
to his father, he slammed and locked the door then threw himself
onto the bed, barely able to contain his fury.  His parents
decided that he was probably best left alone, went to bed early and
worn out with all this emotion, were soon asleep.


          Jimmy on the
other hand had been getting more and more miserable as his anger
waned and finally he slipped quietly out of the house and went to
see Jon.  He was thinking too deeply and feeling too upset to
notice the police car parked around the corner from the path that
led to Jon's back garden.  He locked the door in the fence
behind him and let himself into the house unaware that one of the
constables had followed him.  Too late to see which garden
Jimmy had entered he returned to the car and thought little more
about it.  Obviously the lad was just returning home, though
why he should choose to do so via the dark alleyway was a bit
strange, so he filed the information away in the back of his
mind.  The patrol had been introduced recently because there
had been a series of burglaries in the area, and anything out of
the way might come in useful.  The boy might have noticed
something.


          Meanwhile
Jon who had heard his key in the lock met him in he kitchen and
taking one look at his face, put his arms around him.  To his
dismay, Jimmy burst into tears.  It was the first time Jon had
ever seen him cry and he urged him into the living room where he
sat him down and coaxed the whole story out of him, holding him
tightly all the while.  It didn't seem a very serious episode
and he set about calming Jimmy down and later, when his sobs had
stopped, made him a cup of coffee and let him talk it out of his
system.  Understanding that most of the tension had been due
to deprivation, he eventually took Jimmy upstairs where they made
love fiercely and when the edge had been taken off their passion,
again slowly and with tenderness on both sides.  Worn out,
they fell asleep in each other's arms, until the cold woke them
several hours later.


          In something
of a panic, they dressed quickly and left the house.  Jon
never drove Jimmy home at night because of the risk of being seen
and they usually parted at the door to the alley.  This time
however, because it was so late and he knew Jimmy was still upset,
he decided to walk him home.  They came out of the alley,
turned towards Jimmy's house and were caught in the full glare of
the headlights of the patrolling police car, and the nightmare
began.

 

 










Chapter 7
New Chapter


        
 The two constables recognised Jimmy instantly and
after an astonished glance at the dashboard clock which registered
after two in the morning got out of the car, approached Jimmy and
Jon and started to question them expecting to hear that they were
related in some fashion.  The minute they understood that Jon
was one of Jimmy's teachers, one of them got on to the patrol car
radio and was told to bring them down to the local police station
immediately.  Jon who had been expecting this for months,
found that the reality was no easier to endure just because he had
told himself it was going to happen one day.


          Jimmy was in
a state of shock and unable to think at all.  Nothing in his
experience had prepared him for this, and he had never really
believed in his heart of hearts that it would ever happen.  He
had been afraid before, on various occasions, but it was nothing
compared to the gut wrenching, numbing, panic, that gripped him
now.


          They were
not allowed to speak to each other and on arrival at the station
were separated, searched then taken to different interview rooms
for questioning.  From that point on, the nightmare for Jimmy
grew steadily worse until his horrified and extremely embittered
parents took him home at five o'clock in the morning.  By
then, the damage was done and he had, without realising it,
convicted Jon of a crime that carried the possibility of one of the
longest sentences that could be imposed under English law for any
crime, up to and including murder.


          It had been
done very skilfully.  When they first started to question him,
the two police officers involved had deliberately used a tone that
was by turns, bullying, disgusted, scornful, hectoring and
sneering.  Jimmy had never been spoken to like that in his
entire life, and certainly not by anyone who took care to give him
the impression that they had complete control over him.  He
kept his mouth shut but it was only with difficulty that he
prevented himself from crying as they trampled over his emotions,
sneered at his masculinity, assured him that they knew exactly what
he had been up to, and demanded the details in the crudest possible
terms.  Noting his white face and shaking hands, they decided
that he was sufficiently softened up, left him to stew on his own
for half an hour, and sent in two very different officers.


          The contrast
between these two and his previous tormentors was amazing. 
They brought him a cup of tea, talked to him quietly and
sympathetically and finally suggested discreetly, and quite
untruthfully, that although they knew all about the affair, they
didn't take it too seriously. They had quickly realised that he
wouldn't fall for the 'we know you were the innocent party so if
you admit it, it will be all right for you' ploy, and gently began
to suggest that if he simply told them what he and Jonathan Melton
had been doing, it could all be sorted out quickly and they would
both be able to go home.


          "It is a bit
more serious for your teacher," one of them told him with pretended
sincerity that Jimmy was too distraught to see through.  "But
I don't see why we can't sort it out once we have all the
facts.  In the long run it would be easier for him too,
because we wouldn't have to spend too much time or effort on the
case and this is bound to affect a judge's decision if it comes to
court.  Think about it Jimmy,"


          The first
pair had called him James, when they called him anything at
all.


          "It will
make it easier for everyone, including your mother and father when
they get here," he went on.


          In fact his
bewildered parents had arrived at the police station a good twenty
five minutes earlier but had been carefully taken into the Duty
Officer's room, 'for a little chat', solely to give pair as much
time as possible to work on him.


          Insensibly
his resolution began to waver and when he was asked sympathetically
if he loved Jonathan, he broke down completely.  Already
suffering an anguish of guilt, desperately hoping to avert at least
some of the consequences to Jon, with no experience and no-one to
advise him, he fell for it.  The whole story came out and as
soon as they had his signed statement, they sent his parents in to
him and went into conference.  It appeared to be an open and
shut case, but while waiting for the police surgeon to arrive, they
went to try their luck on Jonathan.


          He though,
with more knowledge of the law than Jimmy, refused to say anything
until his solicitor arrived.  Using the same technique that
they had used on Jimmy, they delayed calling Brian for as long as
they thought they could get away with, and confronted him with
Jimmy's statement.  It was at this point that Jon made a
damaging remark that would haunt him for the rest of his life and
lead ultimately to his death.


          "I may be
guilty," Jon told them, "But I'm not making a statement until my
solicitor is here."  And from this stand, they couldn't budge
him.


          When the
doctor arrived, both Jimmy and Jon had to endure one of the most
humiliating episodes either of them had ever encountered. 
Samples were taken from their genitals and  rears by a
physician who made no pretence of hiding his distaste, and to add
to their degradation, it was done in front of several policemen who
were acting as witnesses.


          For Jimmy's
parents, who had been told in clinical detail what the doctor would
be doing, this was the final crushing blow.  All their lives
they had been over-proud of their handsome son, and the thought of
his private parts being handled by a stranger and even worse, the
thought of what he had been doing with those same private parts,
left them in a state of disgust and anger that he had brought this
shame on them.  His mother was especially affected.  When
they were finally allowed to take him home, both of them directed a
storm of abuse and recrimination at him both during the journey and
after they entered the house.


          He made no
attempt to defend himself.  After the emotional traumas of the
day, he was so numb that he was unable to react any further during
the tirade.  In fact he was so worn out that he nearly fell
asleep in the middle of it, an act that his furious mother took as
a deliberate sign of defiance and contempt, and a personal insult
to both she and his father as well.  Shaking him roughly, she
told him to go to bed in the coldest voice she had ever used to
him.


          After he had
left the room they spent a fruitless hour before going to a
sleepless bed, going over every possible aspect of the situation
with the sole exception of the physical side.  That they
couldn't bring themselves to talk about.  Their chief concern
was if there would be any publicity when the case came up. 
They had been told that Jimmy's name could not be revealed, but it
hadn't taken them long to realise that the press would be on to the
case like a horde of scavengers as soon as Jonathan Melton was
charged.  It would not take long for two and two to be put
together when it was known at which school he had been teaching and
of course, they agreed bitterly, everyone at the school would know
instantly.


          Determined
to present an appearance of normality for as long as possible, his
mother got Jimmy up at the usual time in the morning and sent him
to school, though she was unable to face the thought of going to
work herself.


          Jimmy
virtually sleep walked through the day, looking so drawn and ill
that every teacher who saw him immediately asked him if he was all
right.  His replies were so contradictory and disjointed that
it was assumed that there was trouble of some sort at home until
the headmaster called a meeting after school was over to explain
the absence of Mr Melton, and to prepare them for the presence of
the police the following day.  Those who had noticed the close
relationship between Jimmy and the teacher without even thinking
about it, now discovered that they had known all along that
something was up, but were careful to keep this to themselves in
case they were blamed for not bringing it to somebody's
attention.


          Of the
entire staff, only two teachers felt any sympathy for Jimmy, and
only one of those had any for Jonathan.


          Had Jimmy
been in any state to notice, the attitude of his teachers to him
changed overnight.  Where he had been popular and felt to be a
good influence in the school, most now thought him to be a danger
to the others, and it was decided that he was to be carefully
watched during the remaining weeks of the term.  Fortunately,
he didn't notice this as he was missing Jon terribly, and was in
any case, far too wrapped up in his misery and guilt.


          Within three
days the story, battened onto by an ecstatic press, was all over
the school.  With some exceptions his school fellows were
generally indifferent, apart from a prurient interest in the
details natural to their age, so he was not given too hard a time
by them.  What he did find hard and it was one of the few
things that temporarily jolted him out of his depression, was to be
called into the headmaster's office and warned that he was to keep
his hands to himself.  The school would be watching him and if
he approached any of the boys, in or out of school, with sexual
intent, he would be expelled.


          He lost his
temper.


          "I don't
think, sir, that it's any of your business what I do or
who I do it with outside school," he said furiously, adding
sarcastically, "But I promise I won't screw anyone in school time
or on school premises."


          The head,
extremely angry at the adverse publicity the school was getting and
severely criticised by his Board of Governors, informed Jimmy icily
that apart from the times when he was actually writing exams, his
presence in the school was no longer required.


          His parents
were notified in a curt letter of the reason for his virtual
expulsion and after a meeting with the head, accepted that there
was nothing they could do about it.  There were only a few
weeks left of the term in any case, so they decided that his mother
would take time off work to keep an eye on him.  At least
Jonathan Melton had not been granted bail when he appeared in the
magistrates court, so there was no danger of the two of them
meeting, but neither parent trusted him any longer.


          When idols
are discovered to have feet of clay, the fall from the pedestal is
spectacular.  And irreversible.

 


          It was not a
happy arrangement.  Mrs Evans was coldly angry and bitterly
resentful at the position that Jimmy had put them in, particularly
after the humiliating interview with the head.  Jimmy was
sullen at their lack of understanding and his inability to make
them realise that he loved Jonathan.  They refused to believe
that his love was just as deep and genuine as that in any
heterosexual relationship, considered it to be a perversion of the
worst order, and of course, one of the most serious of mortal sins
in the eyes of the church.  From there it was a short step to
deciding that he had consciously and deliberately selected a
loathsome way of life, and one which included acts so depraved that
his soul was inevitably headed for perdition.  He had
perversely chosen to do evil, and after all their care of
him too!  The fact that he had not the slightest choice in the
matter of his sexual orientation, any more than someone disabled,
black or Chinese chooses to be born that way, was a conception that
was completely out of their range of experience or thought.


          Their one
attempt to get the parish priest to talk to him, was a
disaster.  As soon as the man walked into the house, Jimmy
swore at him, told him to get out and take his God with him, then
walked out of the house himself when the priest tried to reason
with him.  He didn't return until late that night.


          He did at
least manage to escape occasionally to Jon's house as he still had
his key.  He had always kept it on the same ring as his own
house keys, something that his parents had overlooked when they had
been returned to him.  It was one of the few things that he
had managed to keep from the police and everyone else, and it was
his only solace in the weeks that followed.  The first time he
went there, he found that after the police had searched it, they
had left it in a total mess.  Jon's possessions had been
shoved back any old how if at all, and he spent several hours
tidying it up as a labour of love.  It helped until he started
on Jon's clothing when completely overcome, he threw himself onto
the bed and cried as if his heart would break.  Facing the
inevitable inquisition when he got home, he said coldly that he had
been walking and thinking.  His mother was not satisfied with
this answer but was unable to pry anything further out of him.


          He wrote his
exams indifferently, though his first class memory and Jonathan's
excellent coaching served him in good stead, but wouldn't have
bothered with them at all had he not been forced into going to
school by his mother.  He arrived just before each session
started and left immediately it finished, knowing that he was under
observation the entire time and wondering cynically if he would be
escorted off the premises like a criminal.  But I am one he
thought later, and was slightly comforted at sharing even this
small thing with his lover, and went into a fantasy of them
sentenced to jail, and sharing a cell together for the rest of
their lives.  This had it's inevitable effect on him and he
received some small comfort from masturbating twice.  The
comfort was fleeting however, and he was soon back in a state of
profound depression.


          Then two
days before his last exam he received a phone call from Brian
Masters asking him to come and see him.  Brian gave him no
further information, but he knew that it could only be about Jon
and insensibly his heart lifted.  He'd had no news of him
since the report of his first court appearance.


          The call
came while his mother was shopping and he said nothing about it on
her return.  If both parents were still angry with him, he was
just as angry with them, and had already told them during one of
their daily arguments, complaints and recriminations, that as he
hadn't asked them to have him in the first place, they could bloody
well put up with him.  This hadn't gone down well and their
relationship was deteriorating at an ever increasing rate.


          In their
pettiness as he saw it, they had confiscated his Building Society
account book but he knew where it was and simply collected it
before going to school to write his final exam. 
Indifferently, he handed in his papers well before any of the
others had finished, then went to the Building Society and withdrew
everything except the small sum required to keep the account
open.  The young cashier was very helpful because she rather
fancied him, but he was too excited about the impending appointment
to notice.


          It was while
he was waiting for Brian to finish with a previous client that he
began to worry about what his attitude would be.  He knew that
Brian had been a close friend of Jon's since their school days, and
could well be blaming him for what had happened.  But as it
turned out, he was the first person to give Jimmy any sympathy
since Jon's arrest and Jimmy was so overcome that he burst into
tears.  He had been carrying a very heavy burden on his own
for far too long, and couldn't help himself.  Brian got him a
cup of coffee and let him cry himself out putting in a calm word
now and then as the story of the last few weeks came out.


          He had liked
Jimmy at their first meeting and even if Jon had not asked him to
keep an eye on him, his heart would have gone out to him at that
moment.  Though angry at the total lack of support from
Jimmy's parents, he felt it better not to say so and concentrated
on calming him down.  He did make a mental note however, that
if he had children of his own one day, no matter how they turned
out or what they did, he wouldn't treat them the same way.


          Once Jimmy
was calm enough to take it in, he gave him Jon's message of love
and reassurance and was glad to see his spirits lift a
little.  He thought Jimmy looked thin and ill and in a pause
in their conversation, rang Tim Lake and asked him to look him
over.  Tim told him to send Jimmy round when they had finished
and asked Brian to ring him as soon as Jimmy left the office to
bring him up to date.


          One of the
reasons that Jon had been refused bail, apart from an extra touch
of punishment by the magistrate, had been to make sure that he had
no contact with Jimmy, so it wasn't possible for Brian to carry any
letters between them.  But he had no qualms about passing on
any verbal messages and made a careful note of all that Jimmy
wanted him to tell Jon.  Basically it amounted to the fact
that Jimmy was desperately sorry for what had happened and loved
and missed him more than he could say.  This took rather a
long time but boiled down to a short note on Brian's pad.


          When Jimmy
had talked himself out, Brian asked him to go into details about
his questioning at the police station.  He felt that there
might be grounds here for having the case thrown out.  The
police had skated very near the edge of the law but he was well
aware that they were never over scrupulous in their treatment of
homosexuals, especially when a child was involved, and most judges
were the same.  However, he didn't want to raise Jimmy's hopes
unnecessarily and as he was fairly certain that Jon would receive a
prison sentence whatever transpired, kept his thoughts to
himself.  His estimation of Jimmy went up another notch when
Jimmy asked him if he could give evidence in court.


          "You see
Brian," he said, "I know that it was all my fault.  Not just
when I was questioned and gave everything away, but because Jon
would never have touched me if I hadn't made him.  I love
him," he added, his voice catching momentarily, "And I want to,
no … I have to do anything I can to help him now, to
make up for it.  Will it help do you think ?"


          "I don't
know Jimmy," Brian answered carefully.  "It might, but on the
other hand it could make things worse.  It would depend on who
the judge is."


          "What do you
mean?" Jimmy asked.  "The law is the law isn't it, what
difference does it make which judge it is?"


          "Judges are
human, Jimmy.  There are good ones and bad ones and many, I'm
sorry to say, have the same prejudices as ordinary people.  It
could make a considerable difference."


          "But that's
not fair," Jimmy burst out. "A judge is supposed to be … " he
hesitated, searching for the correct word, "Impartial.  And
what about the jury?"


          "There isn't
going to be a jury, Jimmy."


          Jimmy looked
at him.  "Why not, it's a big case isn't it?"


          "Yes it
is.  But Jon is going to plead guilty."


          Jimmy came
out of his chair with a rush. "No!" he said urgently, "No!  He
can't do that. You mustn't let him!"  He leant over the desk,
supporting himself with both hands.


          "There's no
other choice, Jimmy.  He confessed to it.  All we can do
is bring up any mitigating circumstances and try to get as short a
sentence as we can."  He looked sadly at the panting boy,
wishing that he had been able to prepare the ground in
advance.  "He's going to go to prison Jimmy, whatever
happens.  You have to accept that."


          Jimmy stood
completely still, unbelieving for a moment.  Then he brought
his hand up and hammered his fist against the wall, harder than he
had ever hit anything in his life.  Fortunately the
plasterboard partitioning absorbed most of the force.  He
stood there looking dazed.  Brian came round the desk rapidly
and held his arms for a moment.


          "Stop it,
Jimmy.  Calm down," he commanded in a voice that brooked no
argument.  "It's not going to help anyone if you put yourself
into hospital, and it's certainly not going to help Jon."


          Jimmy
relaxed suddenly and allowed himself to be pushed gently back into
the chair.  His hand was starting to hurt and he wondered
vaguely if he had broken anything.


          "I'm sorry,
Brian," he muttered, "I don't know what came over me."


          "It's all
right, don't worry about it."  He waited a moment then said,
"Do you understand what you would have to go through if we call you
as a witness?  We would ask you questions of course, but the
prosecutor and judge could also ask you for some very intimate
details, and you'd have to answer."  He stopped as he saw
Jimmy's lips tighten, then went on, "And from what you've told me I
don't think your parents would like it much."


          "Do you
think I care about that?" Jimmy asked.  "It's Jon who's
important, not them or me."


          "Are you
sure about it?"


          Jimmy
nodded, "Yes," he said with decision, "I'm sure."


          "Good,"
Brian said approvingly.  "If the barrister approves, we'll go
for it."


          He spent the
next hour going over things with Jimmy, made an appointment to see
him the following week, promised faithfully to pass his messages to
Jon, then sent him off to Tim Lake in a happier frame of mind than
he had been since his world fell apart.  He gave Jimmy his
home as well as his office number, made him promise to telephone if
he had any problems that he couldn't cope with, and also offered to
look after the remainder of his Building Society money.  Jimmy
had no faith in his ability to hide it from his mother, who was
increasingly walking unannounced into his bedroom simply, as he
told himself bitterly, to look for evidence of what he'd been
doing.


          Tim, brought
up to date by Brian, greeted him calmly and gave him a thorough
check over, including his hand which was sore and beginning to
swell.  Apart from bruising, there was nothing much wrong with
it though he would find it difficult to use for a couple of
days.  About Jimmy's emotional state he was less happy, but
there was little that he could do about it himself.  What the
boy needed was someone to talk to, but gentle and discreet probing
revealed that although he had been very popular, Jimmy had never
had any particularly close friends, and the one person who could
really have helped was not available.


          He too told
Jimmy to call him if he needed him, and told him to come and see
him after his next talk with Brian.  He was touched when Jimmy
offered to pay him for his services, but told him not to worry
about it, he was doing it as much for Jon as for Jimmy
himself.  Jimmy almost broke down again, but managed, by
clenching his teeth hard, to avoid anything more than suspiciously
shining eyes.  Tim gave him a hug, sent him home then rang
Brian and invited him to supper the next night and that evening had
a long talk to his wife, Marion.


          It was late
by the time Jimmy got home to face a barrage of questions from his
angry mother.  She appeared so convinced that he had been out
having sex somewhere, although she never actually put it into
words, that he was tempted to make up a story about being picked up
by a sailor and taken to a hotel.  Fortunately his talks with
Brian and Tim had done him so much good he was able to suppress the
impulse, and he fobbed her off with his usual story of just walking
and thinking.


          With no
further studying to do, he had a lot of time on his hands and
although he spent hours dreaming about Jon and thinking back over
their moments together, found himself becoming bored, and as the
relationship with his mother worsened, began to think seriously
about leaving home.  With this in mind, he got a part time job
in his small local supermarket, stacking shelves, and the relative
freedom this gave him did him a great deal of good.  He
quickly discovered however, that getting even the pokiest of
furnished rooms was well beyond his means, and had to resign
himself to the fact that he'd have to live at home for the
forseeable future.


          It was a
sign of his growing maturity that he tried to make peace with his
parents by offering them something towards his keep, but they would
have none of it.  He decided, quite correctly, that they felt
it gave them another hold over him, rather than a desire for him to
keep what he earned.  They still had hopes of leading him, a
repentant sinner, back into the arms of the Church.


          In the
meantime, Marion, Tim and Brian had got together and talked over
the entire situation.  On Brian's insistence, they had faced
the fact that Jonathan was not going to be with them for some years
to come and they concentrated, as he had asked them to, on what
best to do for Jimmy.  When Brian had seen Jon and passed on
Jimmy's messages, Jon had had tears in his eyes.  He loved
Jimmy deeply and having given up all hope for himself, his only
concern was to make sure that the boy suffered as little as
possible.  With this in mind he had given Brian his power of
attorney and begged him to do what he could for him.

Jon had been both surprised and upset by Mr and
Mrs Evans' attitude.  That they should hate and blame him he
could understand, but the way they seemed to be taking it out on
their son was beyond his comprehension.


          It was he
who came up with a solution to the most pressing of Jimmy's
problems.  Brian had been about to end the lease on the house
but Jon asked him he keep on paying the rent for the time being as
a bolt hole for Jimmy if he needed it.  Brian agreed and Jon
was returned to his cell happier than he had been since his arrest,
at even this second-hand contact with his boy.


          Of his own
situation, he deliberately refused to think.  He was already
experiencing the type of remarks that he supposed he would have to
get used to as best he could.  Although in a cell of his own,
there are no secrets in prison and there were plenty of
opportunities for homophobic remarks and taunts from those on both
sides of the cell doors.  Some of the muttered remarks from
the prisoners made his blood run cold, and he realised that it was
going to be far worse once he was sentenced, and in prison
properly.  To prepare himself, he had questioned Brian closely
about the possible length of his sentence and realised that he was
facing the possibility of five years.  In fact it would turn
out to be far worse than either of them had imagined.

 


          The case was
heard three weeks later by an elderly judge who considered that he
had a mission to clean up the cesspool (his own word) that Britain
had become.  The advent of an extreme right-wing government
some years previously under a cold-hearted woman who had never in
her life admitted that she was wrong, and had no intention of doing
so once she reached the pinnacle of power, had reinforced the
judge's belief.  He would never have admitted, even to
himself, that he was looking forward to the case, but as he made
his way to the courtroom, there was a certain spring in his step,
unusual in one normally so staid.  The clerk of the court who
noticed everything, remarked on it in his mind and privately pitied
the poor bastards who would be coming up for sentencing that
day.


          His
Lordship, poker faced, quickly set about dealing summarily with the
first offenders on his list.  Jon, waiting in a holding cell
for his turn fortunately did not see the look his barrister
exchanged with the clerk as three felons were swiftly despatched to
their fates.


          "Christ,"
the clerk whispered, "All the bugger needs is a black cap and a
gallows in the courtyard."


          Brian who
had been sitting with Jimmy in the witness room, going over the
procedure again, came in at that point and his heart sank.  He
knew the judge by reputation.


          Jon was
brought in, the case began and he pleaded guilty as charged in a
low voice.  The judge, ordered him to repeat it in a louder,
on the grounds that no one had been able to hear him the first
time.   It was to set the tone of the rest of the
case.


          Until then,
Jon had been able to remain fairly calm by simply not thinking
about it but his detachment deserted him as the prosecutor started
her submission.  She was young as prosecutors go,
exceptionally ambitious and this was a very important case. 
She was determined to make the most of it.  In this she was
ably, if subtly, aided and abetted by his Lordship.  As Jon
had pleaded guilty, she had no need to do anything other than state
the bare facts and let them speak for themselves.  But the
press were present in force and her immediate superior was in the
body of the court to see how well she did, so although the
conviction was secure she went all out for the most severe sentence
possible in order to make her mark.  Her name was Martha
Jackson.


          As she went
into the details she used language that intentionally turned
something that had been tender and loving between Jon and Jimmy,
into a sordid sexual romp of an older person who should have known
better, cynically taking advantage of and seducing a boy hardly
into his teens.  That, this older man had done it once was bad
enough, but to continue the affair, culminating in him offering
himself to the teenager for anal intercourse over a period of
months, proved him to be a pervert in a guise that she had never
before come across.  She spoke fluently and extremely well, as
she painted a picture of Jon as a ravening sexual monster.  So
skilled was her drawing of the scenes that 'this older man' had
indulged in with the boy, that those in the public gallery gazed at
Jon with a sort of fascinated, though prurient, horror, and
muttered among themselves until curbed sternly by the judge. 
When she finally sat down, the judge though outwardly impartial,
inwardly agreed with her every word.  The case seemed clear
cut to him.  The verdict was of course a foregone conclusion,
but he waited with interest to see what the defence would have to
say.


          Jon's
barrister took his time before he called Jimmy, his first and only
witness.  The public who had been hoping that they would see
him, gave a gratified sigh at the sight of his blonde good looks,
and many of them, male and female alike, wondered exactly what
secrets were hidden under his neat clothes.  Jimmy had eyes
for no-one but Jon, and stumbled slightly while entering the
witness box because of it.


          The first
sensation came when he refused to take the oath, telling the judge
in his clear, attractive voice that he had no belief in God, and
therefore would not consider it binding.  This was not the
first time it had occured in his Lordship's court, but it was
certainly the first time that one so young had defied the normal
procedure.  It did Jimmy no good at all in his eyes.  He
allowed him to make an affirmation instead, but warned him severely
of the consequences of perjury.


          "I want you
to understand very clearly what will happen if you do not tell the
exact truth," he said in cold, measured tones.


          Jimmy looked
at him for a moment, seeing with the clear sight of youth, someone
who enjoyed his power.


          "I know what
truth is and I know what it means," he said quietly.  "I'm not
ashamed of saying it here."


          The judge
nodded gravely, confirmed in his belief that modern youth was
exactly what he thought it was, impertinent and badly in need of
discipline.  It was a pity that national service had been
abolished, that took the stuffing out of them quickly enough (he
had not, for medical reasons, done it himself).  Jimmy had
turned back to Jon as soon as he had finished speaking, trying to
signal with his eyes, don't worry, I know what I'm doing.


          Neither
Brian nor Michael Swain, Jon's barrister, had indicated what line
of questioning they had planned to take, feeling that it was better
if it came as a surprise to Jimmy.  "We don't want to give the
impression that we have set this up," the barrister had said in one
of their early discussions.


          "Jimmy," the
barrister said in a conversational tone, "You appear to be a very
independent minded young man.  Is this true would you
say?"


          Jimmy turned
reluctantly away from Jon, thinking about it.  "I suppose I
am, I never really thought about it."


          "But you
have obviously thought enough to know that you don't believe in
God?"


          "Yes sir,
that's true."


          "Were you
brought up to believe in God and religion generally?"


          "Oh yes,"
Jimmy replied.  "Both my parents are very religious and I
always went to Mass on Sundays."


          "How long is
it since you stopped believing?"


          "Since I was
about twelve.  I started thinking about it when … " he
broke off.


          "Since when
Jimmy?"


          Jimmy looked
at him worriedly.  "I'm not sure if I want to say this out
loud," he said quietly.


          "Is it
something you are ashamed of?"


          "Oh
no.  But it's private.  About me," he added.


          "Yes I
understand," the barrister said equally quietly.  "But I would
appreciate it if you would tell us all the same."


          Again Jimmy
looked at him, wondering what point he was trying to make.  He
wished they had warned him about this, he would have been more
careful what he said.  But looking at the imposing figure in
wig and gown in front of him he thought, well he's on our side, so
he must know what he's doing.


          "Well," he
said slowly, "It is private but I'll tell
you."  His tone excluded everyone else in the
courtroom.  He took a deep breath.  "It was when my voice
broke and I found out about wan … I mean masturbating," he
corrected himself hurriedly.  He coloured slightly as he added
softly, "I did tell you it was private."


          "Thank you
Jimmy, I know that this is hard for you, but you did promise to
tell the truth.  You're not ashamed of it?"


          "Of course
not," Jimmy said rather scornfully.  "Everyone does it. 
Even all the people in this room.  Though maybe not for a long
time," he added thoughtfully, to the amusement of the reporters,
one of whom whispered to a colleague,


          "Probably
the best remark of the day and we can't print a word of it!"


          "Why in
particular did this start you thinking about the Church?"


          "Well it all
seemed so stupid.  What they said, I mean.  So, so
illogical.  They kept telling me it was wrong even to think
about it let alone do it and why?  Just because some book
written thousands of years ago told a story about a man who spilled
his, his stuff on the ground and suddenly it's a sin for everyone
forever.  I mean, it doesn't make sense.  The guys who
wrote the book, who's to say they even got the story right? 
There was a man who said in about 1900 I think, that something
heavier than air would never be able to fly.  If he had
written that in the bible two thousand years ago, it still
wouldn't be true, would it?  Even if he had written it ten
thousand years ago."


          "Just answer
the question, please," the judge said coldly.


          "Yes sir,"
Jimmy said, then turned back to Michael Swain thinking, I'll say
what I like if it helps Jon, just try to stop me.


          "I would
like to ask you another personal question Jimmy," the barrister
smiled at him.


          Jimmy braced
himself, but the question when it came was an easy one.


           "Are
you homosexual?"


          "Oh yes,
sir," Jimmy answered casually.


          "How long
have you known this?"


          Jimmy smiled
slightly, "Since I was, oh … about six or seven I
suppose."


          "Six or
seven years old?" interposed the judge sharply.


          Jimmy turned
to him.  "Not in a … in a sex way," he replied
thoughtfully, "But I knew that I was different from other boys,
even if I really didn't know why."


          "When did
you find out, in a sexual sense?" the barrister asked.


          "That was
when I started wan … er, masturbating.  I used to think
about boys I liked.  Not girls.  That's when I really
knew."


          "And you
were about twelve at the time?"


          "About that
I think, because I had only just started my second term in
secondary school."


          "Have you
ever slept with a girl or a woman?"


          For the
first time, Jimmy looked uncomfortable  "Yes, I have. 
Once," he replied, second guessing the next question.


          This boy is
even sharper than I anticipated, the barrister thought, as he
framed his next question, "How old were you at the time?"


          "I was
fifteen."


          "Did you
enjoy it?"


          Jimmy
shrugged.  "It was okay."


          There was a
stir in the public gallery which he ignored.


          "Why just
'okay', Jimmy?  Most boys your age would have been delighted
if it had happened to them."


          "Yes sir, I
know.  But for me it was … well, she was sort of
flabby.  Not like a boy at all.  When I did it to her, it
was okay, but not as good as when I was with another boy. 
That was much better."


          "So before
you met Jonathan Melton, you had had sex with other boys?"


          Jimmy
nodded.


          "Answer the
question out loud," the judge said sternly then after Jimmy’s 'yes
sir' turned to the barrister and said in an impatient voice, "Mr
Swain, is all this necessary to your defence?"


          "It is your
Lordship.  I am trying to show how the relationship came
about."


          "Very well,
you may carry on."


          The
barrister said quietly, "Thank you," then turned again to
Jimmy.  "I will come back to that question again in a minute,
but I want to go back to the episode with the woman.  How did
it happen?  What I mean is, did you initiate it?"


          "Oh no
sir.  I hadn't even thought about it," then added in a burst
of candour, "I was watching another boy and thinking that he was
really good looking and, and wanting him when I looked up suddenly
and saw her looking at me.  Looking at my trousers.  I
was embarrassed because I had a … " he broke off for a minute,
his face red, then continued, "Well anyway, she came over to talk
to me, it was at a wedding you see.  And we went out into the
garden, it was big and rather wild and … and then it
happened," he finished with a slight shrug.


          "How did it
start Jimmy, did you start to kiss her, or touch her first?"


          "Oh no
sir.  She did all that.  She started kissing me, then she
put one of my hands on her tit, I mean breast, and it just went on
from there."


          "Did you
enjoy being kissed?"


          "Not very
much.  Her lipstick was greasy and I didn't want it on my
face.  Also I didn't like her tongue in my mouth."


          "What
happened after that?


          "Then
she … well, she touched me."


          "Where
exactly?"


          Jimmy
gulped.  "Here sir," he said, putting his hand on his
crotch.


          "On your
genitals?" the barrister asked quickly, forestalling the judge
before he could order Jimmy to speak out loud.


          "Yes sir,"
Jimmy replied, relieved that he wasn't going to have to say, 'on my
cock'.


          "I
see.  Now, I want you to think about this next question very
carefully and to answer it absolutely truthfully.  I know it
might be embarrassing for you, but it is important."


          Jimmy looked
at him seriously, "You can ask me anything sir.  I'll tell you
the truth."


          "Right
Jimmy, thank you.  Now, you said that after kissing you, the
woman put her hand on you."  He paused to make sure that he
had everyone's attention then said, "When she did that, did you
have an erection?"


          Jimmy went
scarlet.  Oh Christ, he thought, I can't answer this, not in
front of all these people.  Then he thought of Jon, of Jon
depending on him, and looked up, unconsciously squaring his
shoulders.  "No sir, er, not then."


          The
delighted people in the public gallery stirred and whispered. 
His face still bright red, Jimmy ignored them, looking only at the
barrister.


          "But you
achieved one later didn't you?"


          "After she
had, er, taken it out and played with it.  I couldn't have
done it to her otherwise," he added, thinking defiantly, 'Fuck you,
you pricks', at the people in the gallery.


          "Thank you
Jimmy," said the barrister, giving him an approving nod and taking
a sip of water to give Jimmy time to recover his composure.


          "Now you
told us earlier that you had had sex with other boys before the
episode with the woman and before you met Jonathan Melton.  Is
that correct?"


          "Yes
sir."


          "How many
boys?"


          "Jeeze sir,
I don't keep count.  Maybe six or seven."


          "And how old
were you the first time?"


          "I was
twelve."


          "Why do you
remember that?"


          "Well it was
before my voice broke, so I must have been twelve."


          "Did you
take the lead?"


          "No sir, I
didn't know what it was all about then."


          "But you let
him touch you?"


          "Yes
sir.  He was older than me and I liked him very much.  I
also wanted to see what his … I mean what he looked like."


          "He brought
you to a climax?"


          "Yes
sir."


          "Did you
enjoy it?"


          "It was the
greatest thing that had ever happened to me," Jimmy said
sincerely.


          "Did you go
looking for boys to have sex with after that?"


          "Well
sometimes they came to me, but mostly I was the one who started
it."


          "Did you
enjoy it each time?"


          "Yes
sir.  In a way, each time seemed better than the one
before.  I, I loved it."


          "What did
you do with these boys Jimmy?  What I mean is," he went on
when he saw Jimmy's slightly puzzled frown, "What type of sexual
acts did you do?"


          Jimmy's face
cleared.  "It was just masturbation," he said with no trace of
embarrassment.


          "Was it
mutual?"


          "Yes,
sir.  Only one of the boys didn't like doing it to me. 
He liked it a lot though when I did it to him."


          "Did you
enjoy touching him?"


          "I loved
it," Jimmy said firmly.


          "Did you
ever do anything other than mutual masturbation?"


          "No
sir.  I wanted to try, other things, but none of the boys I
went with would let me."


          "Did you try
to persuade them?"


          "Not after
they said no," Jimmy answered, shaking his head.  "I wouldn't
make anyone do something they didn't want to."


          "Thank you
Jimmy, you have been very honest with us.  Now I would like to
get this absolutely clear.  Since you were twelve, you have
had sex with six or seven boys and with one woman.  You
enjoyed it tremendously with the boys, but not very much with the
woman.  Is that correct?"


          "Yes
sir."


          The
barrister walked towards his table and pretended to consult with
Brian to allow time for this to sink in.  What he actually
said was, "This boy is very bright, he's saying exactly what I
wanted him to."


          "I knew he
would Michael, or I would have advised against calling him," Brian
replied.


          The
barrister smiled faintly and walked back to Jimmy who had taken the
opportunity to turn to Jonathan and smile at him.


          "Jimmy, when
you were with those six or seven boys, how long did it last. 
Did you have sex with each of them only once?"


          "No sir, it
was lots of times.  I didn't count."


          "So these
affairs lasted for more than a day or two?"


          "Yes. 
The longest one was about, four months maybe."


          "And the
shortest one?"


          "About four
weeks I suppose,"  Jimmy answered after a moment of
thought.


          "And your
affair with the woman, she was older than you I imagine ?"


          "Yes sir,
she must have been at least twenty seven," Jimmy replied in the
tone of one speaking of a female Methuselah.


          "How long
did the act take?"


          "I don't
know," Jimmy replied uncomfortably.  "Maybe ten minutes,
perhaps fifteen altogether."


          "Would you
agree then that your affairs with other boys lasted for several
months over a period of about three years, and your affair with the
woman lasted about fifteen minutes?"


          Jimmy gave
it some thought. "Yes sir, that seems about right."


          "Tell me one
more thing Jimmy.  Apart from the sex with the woman that you
have told us about, have you had opportunities to have sex with
other women or girls?"


          "Yes
sir.  A few times."


          "But you
didn't actually do it?"


          "No
sir."


          "Why
not?"


          "I didn't
want to."


          "Why didn't
you want to, Jimmy?  Most boys would."


          "I thought I
explained that.  I'm gay," Jimmy said in a slightly puzzled
tone.


          "How do you
know you're gay?"  Swain said sharply.


          Jimmy looked
at him rather helplessly.  "Well, it's because I like boys and
I want to have sex with them.  I like girls too but only as
friends, and I don't want to have sex with them.  When I look
at a girl nothing happens to me like it does to most of my
friends.  But when I look at a boy then I get, that is, you
know, things happen to me like it does to them."


          Jimmy are
you absolutely sure that you're gay?"


          "I'm sure,"
Jimmy answered positively.


          "Do you
think you will always be that way?"


          "Yes sir,"
he said, even more positively.  "I don't want to, to sleep
with a, female ever again.  Once was enough."


          "Thank you
Jimmy.  I want to move on now to the time you met my
client."


          Having laid
the groundwork, he took Jimmy rapidly through his school career, up
to the point where Jonathan joined the school, took on the
badminton team and their growing friendship.


          "Did you
like Jonathan Melton right from the beginning?"


          "Yes
sir.  He seemed," he hesitated for a few seconds, searching
for the right phrase, "He seemed almost like a, a dream to
me.  He was kind, and fair with the team and I know all his
classes liked him.  Also," he added a little shyly, "I thought
he was the most beautiful person in the whole world.  It's
funny because I know that he's not, really.  I just thought so
then, and I still do," he finished quietly, smiling lovingly at
Jon.


          "Did you
want him, sexually?"


          "Christ
yes," Jimmy said in a heartfelt tone. "I wanted him so much I
couldn't think straight.  I dreamt about him at night and I
made up stupid ideas about how we would go away together and just
live on a desert island somewhere with no people except us. 
It nearly drove me mad."


          "Did you
love him straight away?"


          "I think so,
yes," the boy replied soberly, thinking back.  "I think the
very first time I saw him, I knew.  I'd thought I'd been in
love once before, but this was different.  The other was
really just, just wanting sex.  It was exciting and great, but
it wasn't love, I knew that when I met Jon.  When I was with
him, I felt as if I would be able to do anything I'd ever wanted to
do.  And when I wasn't with him, I was never completely
happy.  Not sad, but as if, as if a part of me wasn't working
properly. Like a car only firing on a few of it's cylinders. 
It didn't feel right and all the time I knew it was because of
him."


          He stood
absolutely motionless for a moment then shook his head slightly
bringing himself back to the present.  "Yes sir, I loved
him.  I loved him then, and I love him now," he turned and
looked directly at Jonathan in the dock and said,  "More than
I ever told him."


          The
barrister stood still allowing Jimmy's quiet words to drift through
the court room.  Only when he felt that the Judge was about to
intervene did he speak.


          "Jimmy," he
said very quietly, "Did he ever make any sexual advances to
you?"


          Jimmy turned
slowly away from Jon and said with deep sincerity and total
honesty. "Never sir.  I was the one who did it.  I loved
him and I wanted him and I thought about it and planned how I would
bring it about.  I was determined to have him and I just never
gave up, even when I thought that he wasn't interested in me. 
It was one of the hardest things I ever did, but I knew somehow
that he loved me too, and that made me more determined than
ever.  So I kept on and on, not letting up because I knew that
my happiness, our happiness depended on it.  If I had
left it to him, it wouldn't have happened because he would never
have started anything.  It was me all the time and I've felt
so bad about it ever since.  Not because of loving him and
what we did together but because if it hadn't been for me, he would
never have been in this trouble.  It's all my fault and I'm
desperately sorry about it." His voice broke, and tears spangled
his long eyelashes as he turned to Jonathan.  "I'm so sorry
Jon, so terribly sorry."


          Jonathan
looked at him and mouthed, don't worry love, it's all right. 
He didn't trust himself to speak which was fortunate, because the
judge would have pulled him up sharply had he done so.


          As it was
the judge broke the spell by telling Jimmy in an irritated voice
that he was here to answer questions, not to make speeches. 
Jimmy took out a tissue, blew his nose hard and glared at the
judge, but limited himself to an angry "Yes, sir," before turning
back to his questioner.


          "Jimmy,"
Michael Swain went on, "We have heard the prosecutor describe the
progress of your affair in rather blunt terms and I have no
intention of asking you about the actual details.  What I do
want to ask you is how you felt at the time.  You have told us
that you initiated the first sexual contact which took place in the
shower room of the gymnasium.  When you made that first move,
did you love Jonathan?"


          Jimmy looked
at him slightly puzzled.  "Yes  sir, I did. I've already
told you that I did."


          "I want us
all to be very clear about this.  You were in love
with him at the time?"


          "Yes
sir.  I had been in love with him for ages."


          "Are you
quite sure that it wasn't just sexual desire?"


          Jimmy looked
down at his hands for a moment, thinking back, then raised his eyes
to Michael Swain's.  "I'm sure." he said slowly.  "Of
course there was desire as you said, but that's part of love isn't
it?  At least that's what everyone says and I don't see why I
should be any different.  I did love him, that's what made it
so good.  For both of us."


          "You had a
relationship for five months.  Did you ever stop loving him in
that time?"


          "No,
sir.  Never."


          "You didn't
get tired of him or want to go with someone else, another boy for
instance?"


          "No," he
shook his head and said wonderingly.  "That's what was so
strange and so great.  Once I had met him, I didn't want
anyone else.  I didn't want sex with anyone else, I didn't
even want to be with anyone else.  Only with
him.  That's what I felt then and, and it's what I feel
now."


          "You love
him still?"


          "More than
ever," he almost whispered, "And whatever happens to him or to
me."  He turned to Jonathan and said in a voice that echoed
through the courtroom, "I love you Jon.  You're the best thing
that ever happened to me.  I'm proud of loving you.  And
I don't care who knows it!"


          "Thank you
Jimmy." Michael Swain said and nodded to the prosecutor.

 


          Martha
Jackson stood up slowly.  She was sure of her conviction but
the brazen attitude of the witness had infuriated her.  The
facts of the case had been bad enough but to have this boy
defiantly describing unspeakable acts and glorying in them, really
deserved punishment.  Originally it had not been her intention
to question him at all, feeling that as he had been victimised by
the accused there was no need to humiliate him further.  But
as the questioning had continued, she had been become more and more
angry, and by the time she faced him she was enraged. 
However, she was far too astute to let any trace of this appear in
either her face or her voice.  Nevertheless, she was
determined to make him regret what he had said.


          "I would
like to ask you just one question James," she began.


          Jimmy who
was seldom called by his full name stared at her and looked
impossibly insolent.  She decided to plunge straight in
instead of building up to her point gradually as she'd planned.


          "Did you
know when you indulged in those, practices, that they were
wrong, and that you were both breaking the law?" she snapped.


          If she had
hoped to intimidate him, she missed her mark.


          "I didn't
believe that they were wrong then, and I don't believe
they were wrong now," he replied, then went on before she
could speak.  "As for your second question," there
was a titter from the public gallery which inflamed her further,
making her flush slightly.  "As for your second
question," he repeated, enjoying it, "It's the law that's
wrong.  Not what Jon and I did."


          Martha noted
the judge's reaction to this out of the corner of her eye and
determined to pin him down.  "Will you repeat that
please?"


          "I said that
it's the law that's wrong," Jimmy said in a clear, carrying
voice.


          "Have you
studied law?" she asked in a cold voice.


          "No, of
course I haven't.  But I don't have to have to be a lawyer
like you to know hypocrites when I see them."


          Martha saw
at once where this was heading, but she knew her judge, and knew he
would come down heavily on the side of the law, so she decided to
pursue it.  Michael Swain would certainly do so if she left it
now she thought, regretting that her anger had betrayed her into
questioning the boy in the first place.  She had
underestimated him considerably, but might still be able to trap
him into some damaging admissions if she were careful.


         
"Nevertheless in spite of what you think you know," she said with a
trace of sarcasm, "Will you please answer my second
question which I will repeat.  Did you know that you were both
breaking the law when you indulged in your so called affair? 
Please answer yes or no."


          "Yes, I
knew.  But as I said the law is wrong."


          "Young man,"
the judge said sternly, "I am aware of your youth but I warn you I
will not tolerate any impertinence from you.  This is a court
of justice, not a school debating society."


          Jimmy looked
at him and said politely, "Sir, if this place is supposed to be for
justice, why can't I say what I think about it?"


          "You, are a
witness in this case.  You are not on trial.  Carry on
Mrs Jackson."


          "I have
nothing further to ask the witness," she replied, returning to her
seat.  Jimmy grinned.  He felt euphoric.  For the
first time since the nightmare began he felt that he was fighting
back and he considered that the prosecutor had come off worst.


          "Mr
Swain?"


          "Thank
you.  Jimmy, will you tell us why you think the law is wrong
please."


          "Mr Swain,"
the judge said ominously, "I have been extremely indulgent with you
in your handling of this case because of the youth of your witness
and because of the seriousness of the offence.  Do not try my
patience too far.  I can see no reason for you to pursue this
line of questioning.  The witness's views of the validity or
not of the laws pertaining to the case are of no relevance to this
court."


          "With
respect My Lord, I take the view that they are of the utmost
importance.  On his own admission the witness was the prime
mover in this affair and he has admitted that he knew that he was
breaking the law.  It seems to me that it would be of interest
to the cause of justice to allow him to tell us why he feels as he
does."


          The judge
was silent for a moment then said reluctantly, "Very well, Mr
Swain, you may continue."


          "Thank you
My Lord.  Now Jimmy, please tell us why you feel the law is
wrong."


          "It
discriminates against me because I'm a boy.  I'm sixteen and I
was sixteen when I fell in love with Jon.  If I was a girl, I
could have an affair with anyone I liked and no-one could say
anything about it, or do anything about it.  And if I had sex
with a girl, provided she was sixteen too, it would be the
same.  But because I'm a boy, I have to wait five
years before I can have sex with who I want to.  It
is unfair, and it is hypocritical, and it is
not right, and it is not just!  I don't
think that any other group of people is discriminated against like
this because of the way they are born.  People like me don't
choose to be the way we are, it just happens.  And for people
to be persecuted for the way they are born is the sort of thing
that happened hundreds of years ago.  I think it's time it was
stopped.  That's why I think the law is wrong."


          "Is there
anything else you would like to add?"


          "Just one
thing, sir," he said ignoring the judge's irritated movement. 
"I was doing a project on the second world war at school last term
and I found out that boys just a year older than me were called up
to fight and I realised that if we had a war again, I could be sent
to fight and probably killed in a few months time when I turned
seventeen.  The government that makes the laws can send boys
to fight knowing that lots of them will die while they sit safely
in parliament, not doing any of the fighting and not taking any
chances themselves.   I would be old enough to be killed
according to the law, but I would not be old enough to choose what
sort of sex I can have.  I can vote when I'm eighteen, but I
can't choose what sort of sex I have.  I'm responsible enough
to drive a car when I'm seventeen which can kill lots of innocent
people if I'm not careful, but I can't choose to go to bed with a
boy or a man.  A type of sex that does no harm to anyone,
is more important than dying for my country or killing people
on the roads!  If that isn't wrong and if that isn't
hypocritical, I don't know what is."


          There was
silence for a minute when he finished.  He was panting
slightly and a lock of his dark blonde hair had fallen over his
forehead.  Jonathan felt his heart turn over with love, and
marvelled at how much he had grown up in the months that they had
known each other.


          Michael
Swain, looking at him with admiration, thought that Jimmy's plea
might have been better put, but could not have been more
heartfelt.  It remained to be seen whether the judge had been
moved by it.


          "Thank you
Jimmy," he said gently.  "I have nothing more to ask you."


          "Mrs
Jackson?" queried the judge.


          "Nothing
further my Lord."


          "You may
leave the stand," he said coldly.


          Jimmy,
reaction setting in, found himself shaking as he made his way to
the seat set aside for him just behind Brian Masters and next to
Tim Lake who gave his arm a squeeze.  I've done my best, he
thought.  Thank God that's over.


          "Do you plan
to call any more witnesses, Mr Swain?" the judge asked.


          "No My
Lord." the barrister replied, standing up.  He had agreed with
Brian that he would decide this at the last moment, depending on
how things had gone with Jimmy, and had come to the conclusion that
after the boy's astonishing and deeply moving statement, that
anything further would be an anticlimax.  It was a pity that
it was going to have so small an effect on the outcome.


           The
judge nodded to the prosecutor, "Mrs Jackson."


          Martha rose
from her seat still smarting from her encounter with Jimmy.


          Her own
performance in it's way was as good as his had been.  She had
taken careful notes to which she referred continually, and with
considerable skill managed to reinforce her portrait of Jonathan as
a conniving and conscienceless seducer of innocent youth, betraying
the trust that society, the parents and the school had placed in
him.  At the same time she managed to imply that Jimmy's
defence of him was attributable to nothing more than misplaced
loyalty.  Jimmy's avowals of love she dismissed scornfully as
juvenile fantasy.  What, she remarked, could a sixteen year
old know of love?  It appeared to her, on the boy's own
admission, to be nothing more than adolescent lust and that of a
perverted and unclean type at that.


          As for his
claim to be the instigator of the entire sordid affair, that hardly
stood up in the light of the age difference between them.  No
man of twenty five would have been so easily influenced by a person
so much younger than himself, or submitted so easily to the pleas
the boy claimed to have made.  The story did not hold water
and while recognising his loyalty to someone who had no doubt, been
kind to him, on the surface at anyrate, the boy had been too
inexperienced to recognise that it was simply a means to an
end.  That end being his own seduction.  Even if the
victim in this case was as self possessed and adult as he appeared
to be, she did not believe that any sixteen year old would be so
brazen as to attempt the seduction of one of his own teachers.


          In fact,
despite the foregoing and In spite of the boy's rather puerile
views on justice, to which she made a contemptuous acknowledgement
in passing as 'interesting', this was an extremely simple case and
there had been no need for the defence to drag it out as they had,
and certainly no justification for putting the victim through the
traumatic experience that had taken place earlier.  The crux
of the case she said forcefully, rested on one simple
question.  Had the law which forbade any sexual contact with
or between males under the age of twenty one been broken, or
not.  Every other issue was immaterial.  And the facts of
the case were that the defendant had admitted that he had indulged
in repeated acts of a homosexual nature with an underage boy. 
This was something which the defence had not disputed.  In
fact, the defendant himself had pleaded guilty to the crime at the
start of the case.  It followed therefore that the law had
been broken, and there had been no need to bring forward further
evidence of this.  The prosecution, bearing in mind the
welfare of the boy concerned, had not wanted to exacerbate an
already unpleasant situation for him.


          Even if the
boy had been so depraved and vicious as to have been the instigator
of this distasteful affair, it made no difference to either the
facts of the case or the outcome.  The law stated clearly that
no-one under the age of twenty one could indulge in any type of
homosexual practice whatsoever.  The defendant had admitted
the crime in his first statement to the police and had pleaded
guilty to it in this court.  It only remained to establish if
there were any extenuating circumstances.


          She could
find none, in fact just the opposite.  Jonathan Melton
although well over the age of twenty one himself had indulged in
the ultimate of unnatural practices with a boy of sixteen, five
years below the age at which he could legally give his consent, and
a boy moreover, who as a pupil of his, had been entrusted to his
care and protection.  Which protection, she continued, he had
grossly and cynically abused.


          His guilt
was an established fact, and in view of he youth of the boy he had
so viciously introduced to vile acts that filled all normal people
with disgust, she asked for the most harsh penalty the law could
apply.


          She sat
down, conscious of a job well done and glancing at Jimmy's white
face a slight smile crossed her lips and she nodded infinitesimally
as if to say, 'well boy, how did you enjoy being on the receiving
end this time?'


          And in that
instant, Jimmy's aversion to her changed to pure, unadulterated
hatred.

 


          When Michael
Swain stood up to make his final plea, he knew that the case was
already lost and that all he could do was to try to limit the
damage.  In contrast to Martha who had become rather loud and
dramatic towards the end of her discourse, he spoke easily, and
quietly enough to make sure that he had everyone's attention.


          He sketched
Jonathan's schooling, university career and teacher training course
and cited his excellent record as a teacher.  As soon as he
felt that he had set the scene, he moved on to Jon's affair with
Jimmy.  He kept it brief, not wanting to try the Judge's
patience even further than his lengthy questioning of the boy had
done earlier, but he emphasised over and over again in an extremely
subtle and skilful fashion, that it was Jimmy, a boy of sixteen
certainly, but very assured and at ease with his homosexuality, a
boy moreover who had had no compunction admitting that fact in this
very courtroom, who had led the way in every moment of their
relationship.  He acknowledged that his client should have
resisted his advances but how many heterosexual men in the same
position would not have been tempted and given way to temptation in
a similar fashion?  And if that had happened, there would have
been no crime, no case to answer, and no prosecution could have
been brought.  The only difference was the fact that Jimmy
Evans had the bad luck to be a boy and not a girl.  This was a
case of clear discrimination and this fact should be taken into
account.  Because a law was on the statute books did not
necessarily make it a just law and as there was no fixed penalty in
this case, any sentence imposed was at the discretion of the
court.  He asked the judge to take this into account.


          The other
point that he expanded on, was that this was a crime with no
victim.  No physical harm had been done to the boy, and
certainly no mental harm.  The boy had on his own admission,
welcomed every act between them and his only regret was that
through those acts he had brought trouble, pain and suffering to
the person he loved.  If there was no victim, could there be a
crime?


          He had shown
in his questioning the deep love between them, he reminded the
court and no need say no more.  It had been amply demonstrated
as had the boy's own maturity, which was astonishing in a person of
his age.  Anyone who felt that here was a youth incapable of
making up his own mind and sticking to it, would be deceiving
themselves.  His self possession would be unusual in a man
twice his age.  Bearing all this in mind, he finished quietly,
he asked for the lightest sentence possible for his client.


          The judge,
who during his plea, had not looked at Michael Swain once,
adjourned the court for ten minutes and during the break, the
barrister spoke quietly to Jon.


          "Don't
expect too much," he warned, "That boy did his very best for you
and did it extremely well, but I don't think you should get your
hopes up too high."


          Jon looked
at him steadily.  " How long do you think?"


          "I think you
should expect at least three years, it might be less, but I doubt
it," he replied sadly.  "But whatever happens," he went on,
"You should be very proud of Jimmy.  It took a lot of courage
to say what he did, but he did it for you.  It is a compliment
that very few people get in this life, and even fewer have someone
who loves them deeply enough to do something like it for them."


          Jon's face
softened.  "I know," he said softly, "And I love him for it
more than ever.  Will you tell him so for me please?  I
don't suppose I will be able to?"


          Michael
shook his head.  "I'll tell him," he said and gripped Jon's
hand briefly as the clerk signalled the judge's return.


          Jon looked
sadly at Jimmy, trying to memorise his features so that he would
have a clear picture of him in the years ahead, and his heart
turned over as Jimmy mouthed silently 'I love you', and he formed
the words 'me too' before standing to face the Judge.


          "Jonathan
Melton.  You have admitted to committing a crime at which
ordinary people feel the utmost horror and disgust.  Your
attorney has suggested to me that it is not a crime and
that the law discriminates against you because your victim was a
boy and not a girl.  I disagree.  In my opinion there is
no comparison between the two and this is borne out by the fact
that parliament, representing the people of this country, which
frames the laws has not seen fit to treat boys and girls in the
same fashion.  You deliberately indulged in perverted acts of
lust with a person many years younger than yourself, and one
moreover, who would not be able to give his consent to such acts
for another five years.  As for your attorney's claim that the
victim himself incited and welcomed those acts, even if this had
been true, you as the older person and moreover, the person
entrusted with the boy's care and welfare, had both a moral and a
legal duty to resist his blandishments and report his behaviour to
the appropriate authorities.  However, I am not convinced that
a child of his age could, or would, act in the way he has described
and therefore I do not intend to take it into account."


          He stopped
to take a sip of water then continued, "I can find no extenuating
circumstances whatsoever in this case and therefore it is my
intention to make an example of you to discourage other men who
might be tempted to commit similar crimes.  You will go to
prison for twelve years, this being the maximum sentence that I can
impose."


          For a
moment, there was a stunned silence.  Jonathan gripped the
rail in front of him, while Michael and Brian stood beside him
unbelievingly.  Even Martha seemed shocked before she smiled
slightly and nodded her head.  Before Tim Lake realised what
was happening, Jimmy had jumped to his feet, his face white with
rage.


          "You fucking
bastard!" he yelled, his clear voice ringing shockingly through the
silent courtroom. "Have you got a hard-on now after saying that,
like that Judge Jeffries used to get when he sentenced people to
death?  You fucking prick!"


          Tim stood
and grabbed him by the arm before he could hurl himself at the
judge as he seemed on the verge of doing.  Jimmy didn't even
to see him.  Tim was simply an obstruction holding him back
from attacking.


          "Jimmy, stop
it!"  Michael Swain came hurriedly round to assist. 
"You're not helping anyone by doing this.  Keep quiet. 
Now!" he commanded.


          Jimmy
struggled briefly then the authority in Michael's voice got through
to him.  With an effort of will that was quite visible, he
controlled himself but the look he fixed on the Judge was not a
pleasant thing to see.  He shrugged off their hands and said
in a low clear voice that was such a contrast to his previous yell
that the people who had begun to talk and whisper were silent.


          "Don't think
that I'll forget this, and don't you ever think that you're going
to get away with it.  I'll make you sorry even if I have to
kill you," he said to the Judge in a voice that held such venom
that it reached every corner of the room.  "And that goes for
you too, you bitch," he said, turning to Martha Jackson.  His
voice carried complete conviction.


          "Mr Swain,
if you do not get that boy under control and out of my sight this
instant, you will both regret it," the judge interposed in a
furious voice.  "This court is adjourned."


          During the
confusion, Jonathan had been hustled out, down the steps and into a
small room with Brian.


          "Jonathan,
we don't have much time but don't worry about this.  That
sentence was outrageous and I am going to lodge an immediate
appeal.  Do you understand me?"


          Jonathan who
had not said a single word nodded wordlessly.


          "You must
hold on in there.  Don't give up and don't let it get you
down.  I'll be able to see you very soon so just hang on,
understand?  Hang on, no matter what happens.  Jimmy
loves you.  He loves you, Jon.  Hold on to that and never
forget it, even for a minute.  That boy loves you."


          Jonathan
clenched his teeth for a moment then relaxed slightly.  "Tell
him I love him, please," then walked to the waiting escort. 
He didn't look back.

 


          By the time
Brian joined Michael Swain in the hallway outside the courtroom
most of the participants had dispersed.  He spoke briefly to
the press, telling them that there would be an appeal but refused
to be drawn any further.  Eventually they managed to get away
and went into a quiet pub a few streets away.


          "How is he?"
Michael asked Brian as he led the way to a table.


          "In
shock.  Not taking anything in."


          Michael
nodded. "The best way for him to be at the moment.  I hope it
lasts, but it won't."


          "And
Jimmy?"


          "Much the
same.  After he threatened the Judge and that damned woman, he
virtually collapsed.  Tim has taken him home and he and Marion
are going to keep him with them for a couple of days.  There's
no point in him going home to his parents, the bloody people didn't
even bother to come with him today.  You know Brian," he said
after a pause, "He's a very intelligent boy, and he frightens
me.  The way he spoke to the Judge at the end, well it worries
me whenever I think of it.  The words and the threat were
childish.  But the tone of voice he used!  It carried
absolute conviction."


          "I was too
busy with Jon to hear what he said.  What was it?"


          Michael told
him and added, "What's going to happen to him, now?"


          "Jon has
made provision for him.  He can go to College or University if
he wants to and can acquire the entrance qualifications, but I'm
much more worried about Jon himself at the moment.  Christ
Michael, that sentence was monstrous.  He can't get away with
it!"


          "The climate
isn't good at the moment, but if we come up before a better judge,
we have a good chance of getting it reduced."


          "We could
hardly come up against a worse one," Brian said bitterly. 
"You know Michael, I have a feeling that Jimmy was right."


          "About what,
the hard-on?  It wouldn't surprise me at all.  If the
fucking bastard, to use Jimmy's words, had had a black cap, he'd
have put it on.  And enjoyed it."


          "He'll
certainly sleep well tonight," Brian agreed.  He shook his
head admiringly, "That kid!  Imagine asking, at the top of his
voice too, a senior judge if passing sentence had given him a
hard-on!"


          For the
first time that day, Michael Swain smiled.  "With a bit of
luck it will stick, and for the rest of his career he'll be known
as Mr Justice Hard-on.  Our Jimmy might have a better revenge
than he ever dreamt of!"

 

 










Chapter 8
New Chapter


          It was
a week before Jonathan began to come out of his state of shock and
realise that he was in deep trouble.  He could cope with
everything, however humiliating or unpleasant by keeping the image
of Jimmy and his love for him in the forefront of his mind, except
for one thing, and that was the attitude of the other
prisoners.  He was in a cell by himself, something for which
he had been thankful at first, but as he became more aware of what
was going on around him, it dawned on him that this was for his own
protection and not because of any sympathy for him on the part of
the prison officers.  If anything, they disliked even him more
than the prisoners did, hating his accent, the way he spoke, and
everything about him.  It hadn't taken long for the reason for
his incarceration to permeate the entire prison population and from
that point, life was not only a misery, but frankly terrifying.


          Although
separated from the others most of the time, during meals and the
short daily exercise period in the yard he was forced to mingle
with the hardened lags who formed the bulk of the population. 
He quickly learned to stay near the guards, but they would become
surprisingly deaf and blind at times and he was soon beginning to
show bruises, some of which he received right under the warders'
eyes.  Then after two weeks of steadily rising insults,
threats and physical abuse, it all stopped.  And that in a
way, after his first feeling of relief, was even more
frightening.


          Jonathan was
not a coward but some of the things hissed at him had made his
blood run cold, and he started to wonder how long he would be able
to survive, and if he did, whether it would be worth it.  As
soon as he was more himself, he had tried to come to terms with a
twelve year sentence.  It represented the length of time he
had lived since he was thirteen years old!  And he didn't
think that he could take it.  He would be thirty seven when he
came out, Jimmy would be twenty eight and it was unreasonable to
expect an attractive boy like him to wait that long.  He tried
to tell himself that as long as Jimmy was happy, even with someone
else, it would be alright.  But it wasn't much help and he
cried himself to sleep as quietly as he could manage.  From
then on, he simply would not allow himself to think about it, and
reverted to thinking of Jimmy and dreaming about him as the only
way to keep himself sane.


          Brian
visited him after he had been in prison a week and was shocked at
the change in him already.  He had lost weight, and looked
ill.  Brian did his best and several loving messages from
Jimmy raised his spirits for a little while, but as soon as the
short visit was over and he was back in his cell, black depression
came down on him once again.


          But he was
young and fit, and eventually he started to take rather more
interest in his surroundings and even investigated his cell more
closely.  It had obviously been occupied by a long term
prisoner before him, and boredom forced him to indulge in the most
minute inspection of it as a way of passing the time.  This
netted him a few objects that had been so cunningly hidden that he
would never have found them had not the shear tedium of his
existence driven him to it.  The miscellany of small artefacts
kept him amused for a time, but they were not very inspiring in
themselves, and their interest value soon declined.


          Though still
a long way away, he had begun to look forward to Brian's next visit
when the shower day for his block came round as it did once a
week.  The showers themselves were extremely primitive and
barely warm.  Each prisoner was supplied with a minute piece
of soap and a miserably small and thin towel with which to dry
themselves.


          His first
shower, much to his relief, had been taken on his own because of
his separation from the other prisoners.  Even so with only
one guard to watch him it had been embarrassing in the long block
with no partitions, simply a row of shower heads and a communal
drain that ran against the back wall.  Even in his misery he
had felt the guard's eyes on him, with what he felt was salacious
interest and had finished and dressed as quickly as he could.


          This time
when he was escorted to the shower block, he found that it was full
of men and he was the last to arrive.  He had never got used
to dressing and undressing in front of other people except Jimmy,
and he went scarlet as he slowly got out of his prison clothes, the
cynosure of fifteen pairs of eyes.  He was handed his soap,
towel and clean set of faded clothes which he had to hang on the
hook on the facing wall, then he walked as quickly as he could to
the only vacant shower rose.  All this took place in a
deafening silence and his embarrassment began to be replaced by
fear.


          There was a
feeling of menace and something else in the air, and much as he
tried to tell himself that it was not aimed at him, he knew without
doubt that it was.  As he soaped himself, aware that the men
on each side of him were observing him with absorbed if silent
interest, he suddenly identified the vibration that intermingled
with the menace in the air.  It was lust.  And he was the
object.


          In an almost
total panic he rinsed himself off rapidly walked to the hook,
grabbed the inadequate towel and started to dry himself with his
back to the shower stalls.  He was about to climb, still damp,
into his clothes when he saw that the guard had disappeared. 
At that moment, a hand clamped over his mouth, another on his
shoulder turned him round and he saw them surrounding him.


          Many already
had erections.  Wherever his frightened gaze fell there seemed
to be another vicious hard-on, and to his fear driven mind they all
seemed huge although in actual fact, only two of them were bigger
than Jimmy's.  It was the biggest of them that took him
first.


          One of them
leant against the wall and cupping his hands into his armpits,
pulled Jon's damp head into his belly so that his back was parallel
to the floor.  Hands dragged his legs apart, someone rubbed a
wet cake of soap between his cheeks and then he felt a soapy finger
going in, lubricating him.


          "Okay Billy,
" a voice said, "He's all yours.  Open him up for us."


          There was no
reply, just a grunt and then hands pulled his buttocks apart and
for an instance there was a cold breeze where the finger had
been.  And then he felt it.  It seemed huge, and it was
certainly large, but fortunately Billy, though a very big and
powerful man, was a gentle character at heart except when in a
homicidal rage, which was the reason he was here in the first
place.  He took his time, savouring each inch of penetration
to the full.  Even so, it was agonising.  Jon had
accommodated Jimmy out of love and eventually come to enjoy it, but
Jimmy had instinctively withdrawn then pushed and repeated this
until Jon was used to him and comfortable.  But this was rape
and Billy was thicker and longer than Jimmy had been.


          "Christ,
he's tight," Billy said in a soft Birmingham accent and began to
drive into him unmercifully.  Tears of pain dripped out of
Jon's squeezed shut eyes as he felt Billy's huge hands on his hips
pulling him back so that he was impaled deeper than ever on that
thrusting tube.  He had no idea how long it was before the
strokes lengthened and quickened and then there was a groan, five
or six convulsive grunts and a heavy weight collapsed onto his
back, panting.  Then there was blessed relief for a moment,
before the next one came in.


          Billy, when
eventually persuaded to withdraw, good-naturedly came round and
despatched the one who had been holding Jon to the end of the line
to wait his turn.  He was powerful enough to grip Jon by the
neck with one hand while the other hand gagged him.  John was
as helpless as if he was been held by two of them.


          "Now," Billy
said, giving Jon's neck an admonitory squeeze that had him gasping
in pain, "If I take my hand off your mouth, you won't shout will
you?  Or scream if one of the lads is a mite rough," he
added.  "That's a good boy.  You see," he said
confidentially, "You're the prettiest thing I've seen since I got
here, and I want to run my fingers over this soft skin of
yours."


         
Jon, his face almost pressed onto the still erect penis drew a deep
breath, as he felt the hand move with surprising gentleness down
his throat and onto his chest.  It lingered over his breasts,
gently massaging the nipples in turn, before moving down to
investigate his belly button.  At that moment the second
prisoner finished and the next took over and this was the other big
one.  Billy must have felt him tense as it started up him,
because he moved his hand down and grabbed Jon's shrunken penis
saying gently, "Relax.  If you managed me, he's easy this
one.  Smaller than me."  The last was said a trifle
boastfully.


          It didn't
feel much smaller to Jon, but perhaps the words helped or maybe it
was the hand gently squeezing his cock, because he felt less pain,
and anyway the man, carried away by the sight of Jon's smooth skin,
came in about ten strokes.


          As they came
into him, one after another, Jon found he was getting an erection,
slowly and tentatively and then it happened.  Although he had
long ago lost count, it was the last of the fifteen who did
it.  That one had long ago lost both his patience and his load
from excitement, and when his turn came, although still hard, it
took him a long time to come.  He was also more adventurous
than the others and putting a hand on Jon's chest pulled him
upright away from Billy.  Jon looked up to see Billy gazing
with great enjoyment at his cock and this combined with the massage
his prostate was receiving  accelerated his it to a rapid and
throbbingly hard erection.  He put his hand down to wank
himself but Billy, with a reproving shake of his head, caught both
his wrists and stretched Jon's arms out from the shoulders. 
The man screwing him was holding his hips and suddenly Jon knew he
was going to come.  Without anyone touching his cock, he was
going to come and he was going to squirt all over the
place. 


          Billy looked
at his face and nodded.  "Go on, it's your turn," and moved to
one side.


          As he felt
the man determinedly drilling his rear end, he began to feel the
sweetness start gently in his cock.  With each thrust up his
rear, his prostrate released more lubricant which hung in a long
string from the tip of his cock which began to tingle and
throb.  His cock wanted to come desperately, but his mind said
no, I can't come from this, I'm being raped, I won't come. 
But the climax was inexorable  it came closer and closer,
creeping up on him in spite of everything he tried, until overcome,
his cock stiffened and the beautiful feeling powered into his cock,
on and on until unable to contain it, it pulsed once, twice,
three  times, more, across the floor, thick, white and creamy,
decorating the wall and floor in abstract swirls and pools.


          When it was
finally over and the smirking guard had returned to marshal them
back to their cells, he was sore, bleeding and ashamed.  Not
because of being raped, he was sensible enough to realise that
these things, in spite of the hysterical denials of the
heterosexual world, happened all the time when non gay men were
deprived of their usual outlets, but because he had come himself as
a direct result.  He felt that he had betrayed Jimmy and their
love because he had reached his own climax.  He spent a
miserable night, unable to sleep because of the pain in his rear
and wracked by guilt.  To his horror he found he needed more
sex and while he was masturbating caught himself thinking of the
scene in the shower room and had to force his mind on to Jimmy as
he climaxed.  This had never happened to him before and by the
morning, he was totally dazed and exhausted.


          During the
exercise period, the taunts and jeers were worse than ever. 
The news had got around and it soon penetrated his mind, that mixed
up in the insults were more than a few lustful looks and quiet
voiced suggestions as to what the speaker wanted to do to him.


          It was then
that he made his decision.  All that was needed was the
planning to carry it out and the patience to choose the right
moment.  He knew that he would get only one chance.  From
that point onwards everything seemed to fall into place with a
precision that looked as if it had been pre-ordained.


          He looked up
to find the large man, Billy, in front of him.


          "You
okay?"


          Jon looked
at him dully as Billy fell into step beside him too miserable even
to wonder what he wanted.


          "I ain't
going to say sorry about yesterday," Billy said, "Because it was
the best I've had for a long time, but I'm sorry that all the
others did it to you too.  Look kid," he went on when Jon
didn't reply, "They're going to do it again and they won't be easy
on you if I'm not there to stop them."


          Jon glanced
up at him, trying to force his frightened brain to take in what
Billy meant.


          "What do you
mean?" he asked.


          Billy sighed
at this innocence.  "Jonathan, some of them are already
planning to fuck you again and they might not wait until the next
shower day either.  There are ways you know, and you're young
and pretty.  They all want you.  And this."  
He put a hand on Jon's buttocks and spoke with an air of
finality.


          Jon winced
at his touch.  They walked on in silence for a few
minutes.


          "What can I
do?" he asked without much hope.


          "There're a
few things.  I could help you, if you want."


          Jonathan was
quiet for a long moment.  This wasn't being offered out of
kindness.


          "What would
you want in return?" he asked slowly, though he was fairly certain
that he knew.


          "You," came
the blunt reply.


          Jonathan
stood still.  "And if I say no?"


          "I'll have
you anyway.  I'll be first in the queue while someone else
holds you," Billy said brutally.  "And I won't bother to spoil
everyone else's fun neither, I'll let them do what they want to
you.  I'm going to be out of here in a few week's time and
then you'll have no-one to look out for you at all.  This way,
when I get out I pass you on to someone else.  You'll be
looked after."


          Jon resumed
walking, thinking hard.  He could see the advantages. 
Already the fact that Billy was walking with him had ensured that
no-one else was near.  It made him realise that Billy must
have considerable power, possibly because of his size.  He was
big, strong, and Jon suspected, very, very tough.  He didn't
seem to have much choice in the matter.  Billy would be a more
than adequate protector, and it seemed as if he would probably be a
very bad enemy if he was turned down.


          "You hurt
me," he said in a low voice, trying to assess if he had any power
over the man.


          "I'm going
to hurt you a lot more if you don't do what I say Jonathan," Billy
said indifferently.  "I'll be nice with you if you're nice
with me.  I saw what happened to you last night so don't try
to make out you don't like being fucked.  And we all know what
you're in here for.  The only reason you didn't come when I
was up you was because you're not used to how big I am.  We'll
take care of that.  When I've been up you a few times, you'll
be stretched enough so it won't hurt no more."


          He stopped
and with a hand on his shoulder pulled Jon around to face
him.  "Fuck all this talk.  Make up you mind now kid, or
I'll go off to me mates."


          Jon's
shoulders sagged in pretend defeat.  Billy fitted into his
plans, but he needed to find out one more thing.  "How long is
it until you get out?"


          "Three
weeks, kid," Billy replied.  "Enough time to set you up okay
before I go.  You're going to be in here a long time, might as
well make the best of it."


          Jonathan
thought for a minute.  This would probably be his best
chance.  I'm sorry it has to be like this Jimmy, he said in
his mind, but there's no other way.


          "Alright,"
he said quietly.


          Billy
nodded.  There was no look of triumph or achievement in his
face.  He had known Jon's agreement was a forgone
conclusion.  He turned Jon around and walked him on, one heavy
arm draped across his shoulders.  Jon stiffened and made as if
to shrug it off, not wanting such an open display in the
yard.  Billy's hand gripped his shoulder tightly enough to
hurt.


          "Don't do
that Jonny,  You do what I want now, and it's a warning to
everyone."


          Jon walked
beside him in silence, looking at the ground.  Apart from the
fact that he was sure that everyone in the yard was looking at him
and probably sniggering, it was rather comforting to feel Billy's
arm protectively across his shoulders.  He'd had little enough
physical contact since the night of his arrest, and what he had
received had been anything but affectionate.


          At the end
of the exercise period, Billy left him with a small slap on his
behind, as if I was a little kid being sent to bed, Jonathan
thought.


          "Leave it to
me, kid.  If anyone says anything to you, say you'll tell
me.  They'll get the message."


          Three days
later he was moved into Billy's cell.

 


          His life
started to improve, but as far as his feelings about Jimmy were
concerned, things were no better.  In fact they were steadily
getting worse.  Every day that passed made him more sure that
if he ever got out, Jimmy wouldn't be there waiting for him. 
It was unreasonable to expect a sixteen year old to remain
constant, or even in love, for that length of time and there had
been occasions before his arrest when it had crossed his mind that
the love Jimmy undoubtedly felt for him, powerful though it was,
might not survive indefinitely.  In the present circumstances,
given the boy's passionate nature, virility and powerful sex drive,
it seemed even more likely that he would meet someone else
eventually, and probably sooner rather than later.  No-one
could live in a vacuum for twelve years, especially a sex driven
teenager.  Jonathan faced and resigned himself to the
fact.


          His own case
was different.  Jimmy had been his first love but he had not
been a passionate teenager when they met.  And although he had
come to the relationship sexually innocent, he had realised as
their bond strengthened that Jimmy would the one and only love of
his life.  Maybe his love would survive the long years of
separation because there was nothing to take it's place, but when
he was finally released if Jimmy's love for him had ended, the
intervening years didn't seem worth living.


          There was
the question too of the incident in the showers.  Knowing he
was in love with Jimmy and knowing that he was being raped, hadn't
stopped him from having an orgasm, and he wasn't sure if he could
live with himself if it happened every time.  What he was
going to do with Billy was purely self protection, there was no
love involved and nor would there ever be, but he could see how he
might come to enjoy it, maybe even solicit it, given time. 
And where did that leave his love for Jimmy?  Brought up from
earliest childhood to believe that the only true and good sex was
that within a loving married relationship, it had come as a shock
to discover that he could feel simple lust.


          He knew too
that when he came out of prison, he would be a marked man for the
rest of his life as far as the police were concerned. 
Snatches of overheard conversation had made him realise the
difficulties facing any prisoner on his release, and in his case,
it would be a hundred times worse.  The police would be
looking for any excuse to put him back inside, the public knew his
name, and the press would undoubtedly broadcast the fact of his
discharge and where he lived.  He didn't feel that he could
face that as well.


          His first
night in the cell with Billy was as bad in it's way as he had
feared.  Not that Billy was rough or unkind, in fact having
achieved what he wanted he was in his way, quite gentle.  But
he was big, and Jon found him hard to accommodate in spite
of his casual consideration.  He was a passionate man who
wanted, and took Jon more than once that night, each time leaving
him more sore.  That was bad enough, but it was his own
reactions that really upset him.  As soon as he had got
reasonably used to Billy inside him, Jon found himself getting as
ferocious an erection as he had ever had with Jimmy, and under
Billy's somewhat rough and ready manipulation, came almost as often
as his partner did.


          Lying in his
own bunk afterwards when Billy had finally had enough, he found
himself crying quietly for what he had lost.  He missed Jimmy
terribly, missed having his arms around him and felt appallingly
lonely.  He turned over onto his stomach, which was the most
comfortable position for him anyway after what Billy had done,
stifled his sobs in the hard pillow and eventually cried himself to
sleep.


          In the
morning before the prison came awake, Billy wanted him again, but
after one look at his rear, thankfully left him alone.  Jon
was so grateful for this forbearance that he offered to masturbate
him and brought Billy to two climaxes in rapid succession.  He
hoped that when Billy inevitably wanted him that night, he would
have recovered from the pounding and would be able to cope with
him.


          Billy took
him to the washrooms and by his proprietorial air, made it clear to
all and sundry whose property he was, and that he was off limits to
everyone else.  It was while Billy was shaving, with a blunt
razor, that the final elements of Jon's plan fell into shape.


          He had been
trying to work out a way of acquiring a blade of his own, when he
saw Billy discreetly slip one into the pocket of his shirt. 
He had heard that some prisoners did this, using the blades to
slice pipe tobacco into small enough pieces to be used in
hand-rolled  cigarettes.  When they got back to the cell,
without seeming to notice he took careful note of where Billy hid
it in a fine crack in the wall.  He had no idea how Billy
would react if he felt he was being spied on, and he didn't he
wanted to take any chances.


          Over the
next few weeks he did his best to build up a relationship with
Billy.  They had little in common but Jon had always been a
good listener, it was one of the things that had made him such a
fine teacher, and he encouraged Billy to talk about himself and in
return, began to see some signs of affection in him.  Although
he became more tender and considerate in his lovemaking, Billy had
been wrong when he had told Jon that he would soon get used to
him.


          Jon was
careful never to refuse him if he could help it, but there were
times when he simply couldn't manage another session.  It was
too painful.  On those occasions he offered Billy other
services and became adept, with practice, in all the acts that
Jimmy had introduced him to.  Billy, though he loved
penetrating Jon above everything else, was reasonably satisfied and
there were even times when he spent hours stripping and admiring
Jon's body.


          "You've got
a lovely bum," he told Jon once, touching and caressing it,
"Everyone in the place wants to get into it like me!"  And he
suited the action to the words.


          He also
enjoyed watching Jon come, and would never let Jon do it himself
but insisted on masturbating him because he said he liked holding
Jon's cock.  Several times he took it into his mouth but
always stopped before the climax so that he could finish Jon off by
hand and watch him ejaculate.  He reminded Jon irresistibly of
Jimmy at those times, for Jimmy too, had been turned on by watching
him come.


          Two days
before Billy was due to be released, Jon waited until he had spent
himself several times and then wriggled round on the narrow bunk to
face him.  Billy had got into the habit of holding him after
sex, claiming that if he wanted another go Jon would be there,
convenient, ready and waiting.


         
"Billy,"  Jon said quietly,  "Would you do something for
me when you go out?"


          "What. 
Take you with me?  I wish I could kid, I'm going to miss you,"
he replied sleepily.


          Jon shook
his head, "No, not that.  Even you couldn't get me
out of here.  No, all I want is for you to take a letter and
post it for me."


          "Who to,
that boy of yours?"  He sat up suddenly and said
seriously.  "Listen to me kid,  forget him.  He's
not going to be around when you get out, and you're not going to
make it here if you keep thinking about him all the time." He felt
Jon's movement of denial and pulled him close.  "I know what
I'm talking about kid.  I don't have brains like you, but I
know about living in this place.  I've done it longer than
you.  For now, this is your life, in this cell, in this place,
with these people.  You've got to forget everything
else.  Outside isn't there anymore.  You're here and here
you stay, and they'll keep you even longer if you give them half a
chance.  You say you love him and he loves you, but it's not
going to last for twelve years, even for eight if they give you
parole, which they won't.  It won't last, it can't when people
are separated for so long.  For fuck's sake Jonny, he's not
even going to be able to visit you for five years!  Not even a
proper marriage would survive that.  He's a randy kid and he's
going to be meeting other randy kids, other randy men.  Even
if you don't forget him, he sure as fuck is going to forget
you."


          He stopped
talking, and surprisingly gently, wiped the tears off Jon's cheeks
with his hand.  "You're a good kid, Jonny.  I've seen how
you let me screw you even when it hurt and I shouldn't have done it
but you're so fucking pretty, I couldn't stop.  You've got a
sort of power over me and it'd nearly be worth staying in just to
be with you, 'cos I don't want to leave you.  But I've got to
go kid, and you've got stay.  So face it and forget. 
Forget him right now, because it's finished between
you.  Think about Andy instead.  He wants you as much as
I do and he'll look after you when I'm gone.  Just say the
word and I'll sort it, though I'm not letting him have you 'til I'm
outside those gates," he added, with a sort of rough comfort.


          "Andy's
okay," Jon sniffed, " He's, well he's okay.  You really want
me to go with him?"


          "If I can't
have you, I'd rather he did.  He's a mate of mine and I like
to think of him screwing your bum.  And like I said, if
someone don't look after you, you're going to be in dead trouble,
or maybe just dead.  There're some right villains in
here."


          "All right,
he can have me.  But on two conditions,"  Jonathan said
after a minute.


          "Kid, with
me you don't  make no conditions.  You take it or leave
it."


          "I'll say
yes," Jon said slowly, "But only if you take my letter and post
it."


          "Jesus
Christ, Jonathan.  Haven't you listened to me?  Do I have
to beat your head in to get through to you?"


          "Billy," Jon
slipped with difficulty out of his grasp and started to get off the
bunk, "If you don't agree to post it for me, that's it."


          Billy sighed
theatrically, "What's the other thing?"


          "That I only
go to Andy the day after you leave.  I want at least one night
on my own.  To recover from you."


          Billy leant
back on the hard pillow and looked at him.  Slowly he began to
smile, feeling complimented, "I've let you get out of hand," he
said.  "What makes you think I can't handle a puny little rat
like you with one hand tied behind my back?"


          "You could
handle me with both hands behind your back.  But as far as I'm
concerned that's what you have to do.  If not, you'll have to
rape me Billy, because I won't come to you willingly if you don't
agree."


          "Come on
Jonny, you know I wouldn't do that."


          Jon looked
at him.  "Oh no?  It seems to me you did something very
like it once before."


          "You know
that was different.  I didn't know you then.  Come back
here."  He pushed back the thin blanket to show his erecting
penis.


          "You still
don't know me if you think I'm bluffing," Jon told him went to his
own bunk and climbed in.


          The sight of
his naked body had it's usual effect.   Billy's cock
powered out from his body at a rate of knots.  He got up and
stalked over to Jon, effortlessly plucked him out of his bunk and
dropped him onto his own bunk.  Jon went limp and turned his
head away.  Billy forced his legs apart and knelt between them
then gripped Jon's face and kissed him squarely on the lips.


          "Are you
satisfied now?" he growled.  "That's the first time I've ever
done that to a man."


          Jon closed
his eyes but made no other response.  Angry now, Billy lifted
Jon's legs onto his shoulders and stabbed at the tender hole with
his cock.  As soon as he was on target, he pushed so hard that
Jon slid up the bunk until his head hit the wall.  Billy got
all the way in and started to thrust.  He looked at Jon's
face.  Tears were beginning to squeeze through his closed
eyelids.


          "Oh for
Christ's sake," he said viciously, and as suddenly as he had
entered him, pulled out.  "I'll take your fucking letter you
little prick!  Now fuck off to your own bunk."


          He lay down
between Jon and the wall and stretched out with his back to
Jon.  Jon lay still for a minute then put a hand on his
shoulder and tried to pull him round to face him.  He might as
well have tried to move a London bus.  He waited for a moment
then clambered over Billy and forced himself between him and the
cold wall.


          "Thanks
Billy.  Kiss me again, get on top of me and fuck me silly," he
said, knowing it would turn Billy on.


          Billy smiled
at him and shook his head.  "Little bastard."


          And taking
him at his word, kissed him, lifted up his legs, and fucked him
silly.

 


          Jon spent
the next day writing two letters, one to Jimmy and the second to
Brian, Tim and Michael Swain.  Reluctantly Billy got him two
envelopes and a stamp.

          “They cost me an arm and
a leg,” he informed Jon as he handed them over, “It’s lucky I’m not
staying here, you’d make me bankrupt.”

          With limited supplies of
paper, the letter to Jimmy had to stand as it was, written just as
the thoughts had come into his head.  He didn't re-read it,
knowing that he would want to write the whole thing again if he
did, but sealed it and wrote Jimmy's name on the envelope. 
The letter to Brian was easier and when it was finished he put it,
along with the letter to Jimmy, in the second envelope, stamped and
addressed it.

          That night, he was as
sexy as he was able to be with Billy, and more relaxed than he had
been since his arrest.  It was with genuine regret that Billy
kissed him goodbye the following day and even turned to wave to him
as he left the yard.  Andy came over and spoke to him and
confirmed that he would move into the cell the following day as
Billy had arranged.

 


          It was a
strange afternoon.  Jon felt relaxed and in control of his
destiny again, but totally detached from life.  He lay on his
bunk thinking of Jimmy, going over the times they had spent
together and remembering what they had said to each other.  It
was as if the weeks since his arrest had been wiped out of
existence.  What had happened in the showers, the episodes
with Billy afterwards, the crude life he had lived since his
arrival at the prison, were erased from his mind as if they were
something that had happened to someone else, and he had read about
them in a book.  Thinking about Jimmy and their first time in
the gymnasium showers he masturbated slowly and gently.  It
felt almost as if Jimmy himself was with him, loving him, caressing
him, wanking him the way he used to.  He spoke to no-one at
the evening meal, except to Andy who made a point of walking him
back to the cell almost as if he was escorting a girlfriend
home.  Jon smiled at him but was glad when he left, and he
could lie down on his bunk to wait for lights out.


          When the
building was quiet and he knew he wouldn't be disturbed until the
morning, he got up and pulled out the razor blade he had seen Billy
hide in the crack in the wall.  He lay down again, afraid of
the pain, but not afraid of oblivion, fixed Jimmy's face in his
mind, and with one sure, firm stroke, cut his throat.

 

 










Chapter 9
New Chapter


          True to
his word, Billy posted Jon's letter, avoiding the box near the
prison gates in case he was being watched.  It was on Brian's
desk when he reached his office and he recognised Jon's familiar
handwriting instantly.  Wondering why Jon had been permitted
to write to him so soon and worried about it, he opened it
immediately, and was even more surprised to see the enclosed
envelope with Jimmy's name on it.  He unfolded the letter and
after a brief glance at the date began to read.

 

Dear Brian, Tim and Michael

This is being posted for me by someone who
was released today and should reach you tomorrow.  Please
forgive me if this is brief and formal, I don't have much
paper.  Thank you for everything all of you have done for me.
I can't write to Tim and Michael separately so please pass this on
to them.  You will know by now what I have done and I want you
to know that I don't regret it.  There is no life for me here
and there would be none when I am released.  For the rest of
my life I would be hounded by the police, the law and the media.
There would never be a moment when I could feel safe and I don't
think it's worth it.  Also something has happened here that
has made me think seriously about myself.  I can't say more
than that.

What I want to ask you is to look after
Jimmy for me.  I don't know if his parents have forgiven him
and love him again but I have a feeling they might not.  You
have my power of attorney and are also my executors so please do
what you can for him but above all, and I am hoping so much that
all three of you will help with this, please, please don't let him
feel guilty.  What I did and what I'm going to do was and is
my own choice.  If anything, I am the one who should feel
guilty because in a way I'm deserting him.

Please give my best love to Marion, and
love to you and Tim and Michael, I won't say God Bless because I
don't have much feeling for God at the moment, but will just say
thank you again.  With much love to you all

Jon. 

 


          The
telephone on his desk had begun to ring as he reached the end of
the letter and he sat for a moment, his eyes wet, knowing who it
would be and mentally listing the things that would have to be
done.  He was curt with the prison governor and as soon as he
was off the line asked his secretary to check the newspapers. 
He didn't want Jimmy to hear the news from anyone other than
himself.  Fortunately, there was nothing and he rang Michael
and Tim respectively and told them.  Michael was due in court
that morning but promised to come and see him as soon as he was
free and Tim said he would collect Jimmy and bring him to the
office straight away.  Then he spoke to Mrs Evans, who
reluctantly called Jimmy to the phone.  Brian told him only
that Tim was coming to pick him up.


          He had
expected Jimmy to question him closely, but the boy was still in a
mood of such black depression that he listlessly accepted Brian's
instructions without thinking about them, and after greeting Tim,
was silent during the journey, staring out of the window but seeing
nothing.


          Since he had
returned home after staying with Tim and Marion, his moods had
fluctuated between black anger at the judge and prosecutor, he knew
from Brian and Michael's conversations that Martha Jackson had gone
all out to get a long sentence and had not needed to push the case
so hard, and a no less black mood of depression that was quite
alien to his sunny nature.  Tim, noting that he had lost more
weight, determined to give him a complete physical check up, and
wondered if he should suggest that Jimmy see a psychiatrist.


          The scene
when Brian gently told him that Jon was dead, brought both he and
Tim to the brink of tears themselves as Jimmy collapsed completely
and sobbed his heart out in huge gut-wrenching spasms of
grief.  They let him cry himself out then Brian gave him Jon's
letter and and waited while he read it, not sure what Jon had said
or what Jimmy's reaction would be.  At first it seemed to have
a calming effect and Jimmy began to recover his composure but it
wasn't long before his grief turned to anger and by the time he had
finished reading his eyes were blazing.


          "Is it
alright if I don't show you this?" he asked in a tight voice.


          "Not only is
that all right Jimmy, but I would prefer not to see it at
all.  In fact ,as far as I'm concerned, it doesn't
exist.  I don't want to have to produce it to the coroner,"
Brian told him.


          Jimmy
nodded, mechanically refolded the letter, returned it to the
envelope and put it into his pocket.  "No-one like that is
ever going to see it," he said in a hard and very adult voice.


          "Jimmy,"
Brian said, "There are some things that we need to sort out. 
You knew didn't you that Jon had no relatives?"


          Jimmy
dragged his eyes back from the window where he had been gazing
unseeingly and nodded. "Yes, he told me."


          "It will be
up to us to arrange his funeral.  Did he ever say anything to
you about what he would like?"


          "No, he
never said anything.  I don't suppose that he thought it would
happen so soon.  I know that he was Catholic, but I don't
think he believed much.  Like me."


          "He said in
his will that he wanted to be cremated.  We could arrange a
simple ceremony without a priest if you would like that, just you,
his friends and some music.  How do you feel about it?"


          Jimmy
thought for a minute.  "Is it up to me?" he asked doubtfully,
"Shouldn't you decide what … " he broke off.


          "We were his
friends Jimmy," Tim said quietly, "But you were the one he
loved.  I think he would have liked it if you decided. 
You were closer to him than any of us."


          Jimmy sat
absolutely still for a moment, his jaw clenched.  Tim's words
had almost caused him to break down again.  When he was able
to speak he said with decision, "Yes.  That's what I want
please.  No prayers or priests.  Could we play the 'Four
Last Songs' by Richard Strauss?  He loved them, and so do
I."


          Brian made a
note on his pad.  "That should be fine, they last about twenty
minutes don't they?"


          "Yes I think
so."


          "Right,"
Brian said, "I'll arrange it."


          "When will
it be?"


          "We have to
wait until the coroner releases his body … " he saw Jimmy
wince, and broke off for a moment, looking rather helplessly at
Tim.


          "I'm sorry
Jimmy, but there is always an inquest in a case of suicide," Tim
told him.  "I don't like the thought of it any more than you
do, but it is the law."


          "They just
can't leave him alone can they," Jimmy said in a bitter voice,
"Even after he's dead!"


          Although
privately agreeing with him, Brian changed the subject.


          "There's
another thing I need to tell you, Jimmy.  Jon made a will a
few weeks ago and he left everything he had to you.  You don't
actually inherit it outright until you turn eighteen but Tim and I
are his executors and we can let you have any money that you need
until then.  He also wanted you to go to College or
University, and had made provision for it."


          "College? "
Jimmy said, looking rather surprised.


          "He was very
proud of you Jimmy," Tim said, "And he wanted you to have every
opportunity to do whatever you want to do.  Have you thought
about college at all?"


          For a moment
Jimmy said nothing, tears had come into his eyes again.


          "I haven't
really thought," he said when he had got himself under control
again, "And I'm finding it too hard at the moment.  Just the
thought of never seeing him again has made me go sort of brain
dead," he said in a thickened voice.


          "Yes, I
understand that, I feel that way myself," Brian told him. 
"There's plenty of time for you to make up your mind what you want
to do.  Is there anything that you particularly need at the
moment?  As I told you we can let you have some money now even
though we won't get probate for some time."


          "I don't
know.  I just … " he choked back a sob.  "I'm
sorry.  It's just that I never knew how much I really loved
him until … and all this is my fault.  He would never
have done it if it hadn't been for me."


          "Don't ever
say that Jimmy," Tim interrupted in such an angry tone that Jimmy
stared at him.  "Don't even think it.  It is
not your fault, none of it.  Jon was an adult and he
knew what he was doing.  He went into it with his eyes wide
open and he did what he wanted to do.  Do you seriously think
that you would have been able to get so close to him if he hadn't
wanted you to?  You're talking nonsense and deep down you know
it," he said forcefully. "He loved you very much and nothing would
have made him regret that."


          "Then why
did he kill himself?" Jimmy yelled through his sobs. "Tell me
that.  Why did he do it?  What happened in there to make
him do it?"


          Tim stood up
came behind his chair and put his hands on his shoulders
soothingly.  After a tense minute, Jimmy relaxed.


          "Oh Christ
Tim," he said more quietly, his tears falling into his lap, and
sounding like a small child asking for reassurance, "Can't you tell
me.  Why did he do it, what happened in there?  What did
they do to him?"


          "I don't
know, Jimmy," Tim said sadly, "And I don't suppose we'll ever know
the real reason.  I think myself that he just felt that he'd
had enough.  He didn't do it on the spur of the moment you
know, he must have thought about it and planned it for some time,
otherwise he wouldn't have been able to write to us as he
did.  Whatever his reasons, they were good ones you can be
sure, and we have to respect them, even if we don't know what they
were."


          Jimmy nodded
but was not convinced.  He felt awful because in spite of what
Tim said, he knew that basically he was to blame.  If he
hadn't seduced Jon this wouldn't have happened.  He would not
have gone to prison and would be alive now.  Twelve years he
thought miserably, maybe that was it.  It was such a long
time, only four years less than he had lived.  He tried to
think back to when he had been four, but it was too long ago. 
He'd been a child, not much more than a baby.


          "How are
things at home Jimmy?" Tim asked gently, "Any better now?"


          "No," he
replied.  "They're both sure I'm going to end up in hell and
if only I'd go to confession and communion everything would be
alright again.  As if hell could be as bad as what's happening
now.  I don't think they even like me any more," he continued
after a pause.  "It's funny.  They seem to think I've
changed, but I haven't really.  I haven't changed at
all.  I've always been like this only they didn't know, or
maybe they didn't want to know.  I haven't really changed," he
said again as if he needed to convince them.  "They're the
ones who've changed, ever since they found out about me.  But
they don't see it that way.  I don't understand it."


          Both Tim and
Brian were relieved that he seemed to be thinking again.  He
was a continual surprise and they could understand what had
attracted Jon to him so strongly.


          "Would you
like to come and stay with Marion and me for a bit?" Tim asked,
thinking that it would give both sides a rest from each other.


          Jimmy looked
up and gave him a watery smile.


          "I'd like to
very much if I wouldn't be in the way," he said gratefully. 
"There's no-one to talk to at home."


          "Good. 
You won't be in the way and we will both be glad to have you. 
Brian, will you phone his mother and fix it?  Meanwhile, I'm
going to take Jimmy out for some breakfast.  He needs it."


          "Yes I'll do
that," Brian said.  "You can pick up some clothes for him on
your way home.  Leave it to me."


          After they
left he phoned Jimmy's mother and gave her the news.  While
seeming to be shocked on the surface, he could tell that underneath
it she was glad.  He was firm with her about Jimmy staying
with the Marian and Tim again.  She was not at all happy about
it, for no particular reason that he could discover, and he
wondered again about both parent's feelings for their son. 
Their change in a matter of minutes from idolatry to what appeared
to be active dislike, seemed irrational.  It was quite obvious
that they were not giving him any love or support whatsoever, and
he suspected that the family relationship had been damaged past
repair.


          Mrs Evans
seemed to feel that now that Jon was out of the way 'for good' as
she put it, it would only be a matter of time before Jimmy would be
the same person he was before.  Unfortunately for her and her
husband, Jimmy had never been the boy they thought he was, and
there was not the remotest possibility that he was going to conform
to their old fashioned standards and ideas any longer.  Not
after what he had been through.  He had tasted a fair amount
of independence with Jon, and there was no way that he was going to
give any of it up.  If it hadn't been for their treatment of
him, Brian might have felt sorry for them, but given their attitude
he found it hard to feel any sympathy at all.  Jimmy would, in
all probability, be better away from them.  Permanently.


          He put the
thought aside to pursue later and asked her whether she and her
husband would be coming with Jimmy to the funeral.  She
bristled immediately.  There was no reason to and Jimmy
wouldn’t be there either she told him.  It was over and done
with and the sooner he forgot about that man, the better.


          "I think
you'll find that Jimmy wants to be there Mrs Evans," he said
quietly, suppressing his anger.  "In fact he and I have just
been arranging the details."


          "Well I
don't know what gave you the right to involve him at all," she
snapped.  "That man has a lot to answer for.  He's ruined
Jimmy's life completely.  He hasn't been the same boy since he
got mixed up with him.  I'm glad that it's finished now and
it's time Jimmy came to his senses and forgot all about it. 
Hasn't there been enough trouble already?"


          "Mrs Evans,"
Brian tried to speak calmly, "Jonathan had no relatives and he left
everything he had to Jimmy.  I think that gives him the right
to be involved, and he also needs to take some responsibility for
what happened.  After all," he went on, his annoyance
overcoming his caution, "Jimmy was far closer to Jon than anyone
else."


          There was an
icy silence at the other end of the line for a moment, then she
said furiously, "How dare you say that to me!"


          "It's the
simple truth.  It came out very clearly in court. as you would
know if you had been there.  Jimmy and Jonathan loved each
other, whether you accept that or not.  And if you
love Jimmy, you need to show him that you do, and not oppose him
over this just because you didn't like the relationship.  He
needs you, both of you.  You're his parents.  He's going
through a dreadful time, and he needs all the love you can give
him, if he's not to be even more deeply hurt than he is at
present.  Surely you don't want to make things harder for him
than they are already?"


          "It's not a
question of making things hard for him.  What he did, what
that man encouraged him to do was wrong, and he knows
it.  Neither his father nor I will let him have anything more
to do with it and get himself even deeper into sin.  We
brought him up to know right from wrong and if the reason for his
appalling behaviour has been taken away," and not before time her
tone implied, "We are not going to let him make a spectacle of
himself by attending a Godless ceremony.  The man committed
suicide which is a sin in itself, and he can't be buried
in sanctified ground.  As for Jimmy, he is our son and he will
do what he's told."


          Brian gave
it up.  Having got her to agree to Jimmy staying  with
the Lakes was probably as much as he was going to achieve at the
moment.  Apparently she didn't understand that legally, Jimmy
could do almost anything he liked now, and there was no way she
could keep him at home, or even stop him attending the
funeral.  It was unlikely, even in his peculiar circumstances
that any judge (with the possible exception of Mr Justice Hard-on),
would make an order forcing him to remain in his parent's custody
if he was adamant that he didn't want to.  As he was
financially independent now, any such order would be impossible to
enforce in any case.


          Cynically,
he wondered if Jimmy's parents would change their tune when they
realised just how much money he'd inherited.

 


          Jimmy's stay
with Marion and Tim for the ten days before the funeral did both he
and his parents good.  Marion insisted that he telephoned his
mother at least three times a week and took him home several times
to collect clothes and other things that he needed.  It wrung
her heart to see him so desperately unhappy, and made it easier for
her to be patient on the occasions when he was short
tempered.  This was due, as she knew, to his misery. 
There were times when he simply had to lash out at something, and
she was usually the handiest object.  Because she was becoming
very attached of him, she took it in her stride and would give him
a hug and a cuddle when he came to apologise, with eyes red from
weeping.


          She
encouraged him to talk about anything he wanted to, and did a far
better job with him than his parents could have done.  She was
not all that far away from him in age anyway.  She, her
husband, Brian and Michael had started doing what they could for
him for Jonathan's sake, but as they got to know him better, became
fond of him on his own account.


          Tim, true to
his promise to himself, gave him a thorough physical check up,
forced him to take a tonic and generally refused to let him
mope.  Under his and Marion’s affectionate care, he slowly
began to recover his equilibrium, but it was sad to see him so
changed from the happy, radiant boy they'd met that first
evening.


          There was
also an underlying sense of suppressed anger about him that worried
Tim and Brian, particularly as Jimmy denied that it existed, and
refused to talk about it under any circumstances.


          Marion
gradually drew him out and got him to talk about Jon, and as she
gained a better understanding of the depth of feeling involved,
Jimmy's sore heart was eased by simply having a sympathetic ear
listening to him.  His talks with her clarified a lot of the
confusion in his mind and without going into details of their sex
life, one day poured out his heart in a sort of cathartic
rush.  She was hard put not to cry openly herself and
comforted him as best she could with sensible and non-patronising
advice.  Jimmy who had liked her from the start, began to look
on her almost as an older sister which was good for him, cut off as
he was from his contemporaries.


          He made only
one attempt to speak to a classmate, a boy with whom he'd had an
early sexual liaison.  It was the day that the funeral
arrangements had been finalised and he was feeling particularly
low.


          It didn't
cross his mind that it might be awkward for the boy.  He had
always remained on good terms with his ex-partners and it was only
afterwards that he realised that the boy was probably terrified
that his parents might suspect something.  Their conversation
was stilted, awkward, and cut short by the boy's father, who
wrested the receiver from his son and informed Jimmy that he had
better not speak to his son again if he didn't want to find himself
in trouble with the police.  The implication was plain and a
scarlet faced Jimmy slammed the receiver down almost hard enough to
break it, then to his chagrin burst into tears.  On the way to
his temporary bedroom, he was intercepted by Marion who got the
story out of him, and was so angry herself that he had to calm
her down, forgetting his own anger and embarrassment in
the process.  Which was exactly her intention.

 


          The funeral
went as Jimmy had planned it, with one exception.  His parents
attended the crematorium reluctantly and obviously expected him to
sit with them at the back.  Jimmy having informed them that as
Jon's closest relative 'we were almost married you know', at which
both parents glowered,  sat in the front row between Tim and
Marion with Jon's closest friends.


          There were
very few people there as Jon had no relatives, but the press having
got wind of it in spite of Brian's attempts to keep the details
quiet, were there in force though keeping their distance. 
Brian, Tim and Michael did their best to shield Jimmy from their
view while they waited outside the building for the hearse, but
there was little that they could do although Brian had taken
certain precautions.


          A handful of
Jonathan's school friends had come and surprisingly, the sports
master from Jimmy's ex school.  They were all touched at his
attendance and while waiting outside the building for the coffin to
arrive, Jimmy detached himself from Marion who had put her arm
around his waist, and rather diffidently went across to thank him
for coming.  To his surprise he was greeted with a rather
piercing look and a firm handshake.


          "You don't
look well, lad," he rumbled, "Not surprised.  I'm very sorry
about this, he was a very good teacher and a good man as
well.  That's why I came.  I also wanted to tell you that
I think he was shamefully treated.  You too," he added
gruffly, as Jimmy felt tears come to his eyes.  It was so
completely unexpected.


          "Thank you
sir," he said with difficulty, "I really appreciate it.  Could
I take you to meet friends of his?"


          The teacher
looked at him for a moment.


          "Your
friends too I think?  Ay lad, I'd like that."


          Jimmy took
him over and introduced him.  He had never thought that this
particular teacher had even noticed him, and found himself so moved
that he nerved himself to ask him something.


          "Sir," he
said quietly, "We are just going to have some music, no ceremony or
anything.  But I've been wondering would you, would you like
to say a few words?  I was going to do it but I think I'll
start crying, and I thought, if you don't mind that is," he said
quickly, "That, as you knew him too, maybe, if you, you'd like to,
that is … " he broke off, in hopeless confusion.


          The master
looked down at him.  The coffin had just arrived and he saw
how Jimmy braced himself, his fists clenched, tears beginning to
fill his eyes as it was taken out of the hearse.


          "Bear up
lad," he said gruffly, "I'll say something for you."  He
turned Jimmy to face him and looked into his eyes, "Gladly."


          "Thank you,"
Jimmy said with real gratitude, then resolutely followed the coffin
into the building.


          Brian had
arranged a translation of the words of one of Richard Strauss's
final works and he and Marion handed copies out to the
mourners.  The first three songs were played then Jimmy turned
a tearful face to his ex sports master, who left his seat and went
to stand by the coffin.  He spoke in a quiet voice that
carried clearly to the back of the small building.


          "I did not
expect to speak here today," he began, "So I have prepared nothing
and I will just say what I think.  Jonathan was a fine
teacher.  He was liked and will be remembered gratefully by
all his pupils because of it.  But more important, he was a
good man.  He was kind and caring, and this is more important
because it means that however his life ended, he did good in the
world while he was in it.  There are not many of us who can
say that with truth at the end of our lives.  We know what led
up to this tragedy but I don't suppose that he regretted it and I
don't think that any of us are in any position to judge him. 
The people who loved him are here and those who liked him are also
here.  And," here he looked challengingly at the reporters at
the back of the building, "Here today are also those who sold a lot
of newspapers and thereby had their salaries paid by him. 
Those people should be grateful to him.  I would like to think
that their presence here was a token of gratitude and sorrow, but I
know that they are here for what they can get out of it and as a
means of selling even more newspapers.  To you people, I can
say nothing more.  But to you who loved him," and here he
looked directly at Jimmy, "I say this, remember him.  Remember
him in life, remember him happy, and remember him with love. 
He is gone now, and you have to accept this and build a life
without him, but never forget him.  You could not have a
better example to model yourself on."


          He walked to
the back of the building and said to the reporters, "Out. 
This is a private thing and not for you."  And such was his
presence that after only slight hesitation they left, to cluster
outside and wonder if they could get away with printing the
pictures they had taken of Jimmy.  But Brian had already taken
this into account and had obtained an injunction forbidding
publication, which was even then being served on their editors.


          In the
crematorium, the teacher had seated himself behind Jimmy again,
squeezed his shoulder and given him a nod.  Jimmy whispered
his thanks, his eyes blurred and as the final song, 'On Going to
Sleep' started, stood up and went to the coffin.  Jon's face,
with it's closed eyes looked calm and peaceful.  He bent over
and gently kissed the cold lips.  He was about to wipe away
the tears that had dropped onto Jon's face but changed his mind and
left them.  He placed a small spray of flowers on Jon's chest
then stood back.  As the soprano sang the final words 'can
this perhaps, be death?' he put his hand on the coffin and kept it
there until it slid away from him.

          At that moment, he knew
that Jon was really gone.

 

 










Chapter 10
New Chapter


 

          A week
off school would normally have delighted Martin, but the reason for
his enforced absence was still so fresh in his mind he couldn't
settle down to do anything, and with nothing to divert his
thoughts, found himself going over and over it continually. 
The physical pain when he'd been dropped onto the base of his spine
had been bad enough, but it was the events leading up to it that
had left him both desperately ashamed, and terrified of the
consequences.  He'd invented a tale about slipping when
getting out of the bath rather than describe the circumstances to
the hospital staff and his GP, and stuck to it in the face of their
unconcealed scepticism.  But that wouldn't work at school,
where already the truth would have been spread gleefully around the
playground by his enemies.


          It had been
his own fault.  He had been caught in what an adult would have
called a compromising situation, and of course it had been Ross and
two of his cronies who had done it.  It hadn't occurred to him
that Ross might deliberately follow him into the school toilets,
and it certainly didn't occur to him as it would have done to Jimmy
for instance, that Ross might have done so out of anything other
than dislike of him.


          Alan was a
year younger than he was.  Quite attractive, he too was
something of a loner and had smiled at Martin several times when
they came across each other in the playground.  Martin was
physically attracted but would never have made the first move, but
Alan was one of those people who know what they want and have no
qualms about setting out to get it.  He had been standing at
the urinals, when Martin came in before going home.

          Martin preferred to use
one of the cubicles, but most of the toilets were blocked and the
stench was overpowering, so he went to the urinals, standing as far
away from Alan as he could.  As Alan had positioned himself in
the middle of the group of five, this wasn't very far.  Alan
smiled at him as he unzipped but said nothing.


          Because he
was self-conscious his disobedient bladder refused to co-operate at
first, and he had to stand there longer than he would normally have
done before it condescended to obey him.  Alan must have taken
this as an expression of interest because when he finished, he saw
that the boy had moved to the urinal next to his and was looking
down at him quite openly.  It was not the first time that
someone had done that of course, but usually one lingering glance
was enough to satisfy their curiosity and that was the end of
it.  He had never had the courage to reciprocate and would not
have done so now, except that Alan said softly, "How big does it
get when it's hard?  As big as mine?"


          Martin was
so taken aback that he looked down to see Alan gently massaging a
very erect penis.  He felt himself starting to blush but
couldn't drag his eyes away.


          "Lets
compare," Alan said, turning slightly towards him and taking his
hand away so that Martin would get the full benefit.  He had
undone his trousers, pushed his underpants down and was completely
exposed.  In spite of himself, Martin felt his own penis
starting to lengthen as excitement took hold.


          Unlike him,
Alan's penis was uncircumcised and he watched with interest as the
younger boy began to manipulate it, drawing the foreskin back to
expose the swollen pink tip slightly, then releasing it so that it
slid back of it's own accord.  Martin wondered if it felt as
good to do that as it looked.  He moved his own hand to try
but he didn't have enough loose skin.


          Alan sidled
closer to see better.  "Let it go so I can see it all," he
whispered urgently.


          By this time
Martin's penis had accelerated to it's normal forty five degree
ready to fire angle, and needed no supporting hand so he did as he
was told.  But Alan still wasn't satisfied.


          "Undo your
pants like me," he commanded, "Then play with it until it's really
big and hard."


          Martin felt
that it was already as big and hard as it was ever likely to get,
and was worried about undoing the top hook of his trousers. 
But helpless in the grip of sexual excitement he obeyed, looking
nervously over his shoulder at the door.


          "Don't
worry," Alan told him confidently, "No one will come in. 
Everyone's gone home."


          Martin had
stopped thinking by then and took this at face value.  He had
to hold his loose fitting trousers with his left hand to stop them
falling to his ankles.


          In spite of
himself, he felt a thrill of pride as Alan said with a touch of
envy, "It's a lot bigger than mine.  But you're older. 
Do it with me Martin."


          He stepped
back from the urinal and turned to face Martin, urging him to do
the same.


          Martin
turned reluctantly.  He wanted to do it as badly as Alan did
but was still worried that someone, the caretaker or maybe one of
the cleaners, would come in.  Resolutely he took hold of
himself and began to imitate Alan's movements.  I hope he
turns away when it happens he thought, I don't want his stuff all
over my clothes.


          Alan's own
movement stopped and he used both hands to pull Martin
closer.  Although he was younger than Martin, he had long legs
and Martin was so short their two organs touched, tip to tip.


          "Nice, "
Alan said making Martin jump as he held them together with one
hand, the other still on Martin's buttock.


          It was at
that moment that Ross walked into the room.


          Both boys
froze.


          "Look at the
two fucking poofs," Ross sneered.


          It wouldn't
occur to Martin until weeks later that Ross seemed to be looking at
his erection with as much interest and enjoyment as Alan had a few
minutes earlier.  Ross, after one contemptuous look at the
younger boy's rapidly detumescing organ, concentrated his venom on
the white faced Martin.


          Martin had
often come across characters in books who wished that the ground
would open up and swallow them.  He discovered now that the
description was based on absolute truth.  If he could have
done it by sheer force of will, he would have disappeared from
sight instantly.


          "It's lucky
we come in when we did," Ross said, "Or they'd have been fucking
each other up the arse, the way they were feeling their bums."


          As he walked
towards them, Martin had an instant before he became really
frightened to resent the remark.  It was typical that he was
being made to take some of the blame.  It was Alan who had
started it and it was Alan who had been touching him, not he
touching Alan.  Then shame overcame him.  That it should
be Ross, of all people, to catch them was the worst.


          Ross
strolled closer, followed by his delighted mates.  "Look at
Jackson," he said pointing, "He's like a fucking elephant. 
He'd have split this bugger's bum pushing that thing in the little
bastard"


          Alan started
to cry and Martin coming out of his shocked trance was about to
pull up his trousers when on a signal from Ross, the larger of his
companions quickly came behind him and held him by the arms while
the other grasped the frightened, sobbing, Alan.


          Ross looked
at Alan with contempt for a long moment.  "Let him go. 
We'll sort him out another time. Fuck off out of here, you little
queer."


          Without a
word Alan pulled up his trousers and shamefacedly left the toilet
as quickly as he could.  He didn't look at Martin.


          While
understanding his action, Martin felt deserted and betrayed. 
It had been better when there were two of them.  Now he was on
his own and it seemed as if he was going to do the all suffering as
usual.  He felt more vulnerable with his trousers down than he
had ever felt in his life, and would have gladly traded ten years
of that same life just to pull them up and hide his deflating
erection from Ross's sight.


          After Alan
left, Ross walked up and stood in front of him.  "You dirty
bumboy," he said viciously, "I'll teach you to leave little boys
alone."  The injustice of this was overwhelmed by pain as he
flicked Martin's balls with his finger using the same action he
would have used to flick a marble.   Martin yelped and
doubled over.  The unexpected pain was so bad he almost pulled
himself out of the grip of the boy holding him.  He was
wrenched up by Ross who pushed him back against the boy's chest and
with a muttered," Hold him," jammed one hand against his mouth and
unexpectedly backhanded his still fairly stiff penis with the
other.


          Unable to
bend forward this time, Martin's knees came up to his chest with
such force that the boy holding him was unbalanced by the extra
weight and dropped him.  He landed heavily, right on the point
of his spine, and after one searing, agonising flash of pain,
fainted.


          "I told you
to hold 'im, you cunt!" Ross shouted angrily, but with a touch of
fear in his voice as looked down at the unconscious boy.


          "Christ
Ross," the second boy said worriedly, "You shouldn't 'ave 'it him
like that.  Look at 'is dick, it's bleeding."


          The ring
Ross wore had scraped across the sensitive skin of Martin's penis
and left a deep scratch.


          " I don't
care if the fucking queer's dick bleeds him to death.  Next
time I'll cut the fucking thing off," Ross said in defensive
anger.


          "C'mon Ross,
we'd better get out of here.  Suppose 'e tells."


          "He's too
fucking chicken to tell.  He knows what I'd do to him.


          "Yeah, but
suppose 'e has to go to the doctor or casualty?"


          "For
Christ's sake, will you shut the fuck up!  He don't need to go
to casualty it's only a fucking scratch.  He's not bloody
dying is he?  Look at him."


          Martin was
beginning to stir slightly.


          Ross stared
down at him.  Martin had lost his erection but was still
surprisingly large.    "Fucking donkey," Ross muttered
then walked out, followed by his friends.


          As he came
round, all Martin could feel was pain.  It was severe enough
to prevent him remembering how he had got it.  He had a vague
thought that he must have been hit by a car but it was odd that he
was inside and not lying in the road.  It was the cold
striking up from the tiled floor against his bare buttocks that
finally triggered his memory and he looked round, petrified that
Ross might still be there.  There was no sign of him but the
relief was quickly submerged in another wave of pain.  His
balls ached and his cock hurt, but the worst pain was at the base
of his spine.


          Deciding
that he could only deal with one thing at a time he looked down at
himself.  His penis was still bleeding slightly and looked
worse than it actually was.  A small amount of blood had
pooled into his navel mixed with the pre-orgasmic fluid that had
leaked from the deflating organ.  He sat up slowly, then
managed to get to his feet.  The pain in his spine increased
with movement and to distract himself from it, he took a couple of
tissues out of his pocket and cleaned himself up as best he
could.  But when he bent over to pull up his trousers, the
pain was so fierce he thought for a minute he was going to faint
again.


           He
never really knew how he managed to get home.  His brain must
have directed his feet by autopilot as he concentrated on walking
in a way that didn't hurt too much, and to stop himself yelling
when an unexpected unevenness of the neglected pavements jarred
him.


          When he
reached the house he still had to face the stairs.  But at
least there was no-one to see him now, as he cried from pain and
shock.  While running a hot bath, he undressed slowly,
immersed his bloodstained underpants in cold water in the basin,
then climbed painfully into the tub.  He felt a little better
after a long soak and after he had dried himself got the Detol out
of the medicine cabinet to disinfect the scratch.  He hadn't
expected the diluted solution to sting quite so much and was glad
no-one was home to ask him why he'd cried out.


          He had
decided to tell his mother that he'd slipped while getting out of
the bath, but when she got home she was not in a good mood and
didn't notice that he was limping, so there was no need.


          He woke
several times during the night feeling more and more uncomfortable
and was horrified when he dragged himself out of bed in the morning
to see a large dark bruise at the base of his spine.  He was
barely able to walk and to add to it, was developing a severe
headache.  The only comfort in the situation was the fact that
it was Saturday and he didn't have to go to school.


          His mother
hurried out early and he was too wrapped up in his misery to
enquire where she was going.  The pain got worse as the
morning wore on and he began to wonder if he should go to the
doctor by himself.  Unable to make up his mind, he delayed so
long that the emergency surgery hours were over before he realised
that he was definitely going to have to do something about it, and
all he could do was to go back to bed with a hot water bottle,
hoping that his aches and pains, including the headache, would go
away.


          By the time
his mother came home and came up to his bedroom in the late
afternoon, the headache had turned into a migraine and he hadn't
been able to keep anything down for several hours.  Going to
the bathroom when he had to throw up was agony and made him feel
even worse.


          Martha after
hearing about his troubles had the grace to feel slightly guilty
that she hadn't been at home with him, but pointed out that he
should have had told her about it before she went out.  As it
was, if he was no better the next day she would take him to the
hospital.  Again, he spent a miserable night, only managing to
snatch a few minutes sleep at a time before he was woken by pain or
the need to go to the toilet to throw up again.  Not that
there was anything to get rid of by then.


          Fortunately
by the morning his headache was beginning to ease and he was able
to keep down some paracetamol tablets which helped ease his spine
but it was still bad enough for Martha to take him to casualty.


          Here they
were lucky and only waited for an hour before he was examined and
sent up to the x-ray department.  The various positions he had
to assume while the photographs were being taken hurt him badly,
but fortunately they showed only severe bruising of the bone,
nothing cracked or broken.  The doctor told him he should stay
off school for a week and to be very careful not to bump the
himself.  Armed with painkillers they returned home and he
went back to bed, and slept right through until the next
morning,


          He woke up
feeling well enough for his mother to go back to work.  She
dropped him at the surgery where he was examined by their GP, and
the week off school confirmed.  The doctor, whom he disliked,
asked him some searching questions about how he had hurt himself
but he stuck strictly to his story.  Eventually he was given a
tonic, and a stronger prescription for his headaches and
dismissed.


          He was
totally bored by the end of the day.  Day time television was
uninteresting and after non-stop watching he was sick of it. 
He was not allowed to watch very much tv in the evenings because
his mother didn't approve of it and seldom watched more than the
news herself, so he had taken the opportunity while he was alone in
the house to view enough programmes to make him cross eyed. 
He did this at the start of every holiday and each time, he told
himself that he was never going to do it again.  But he always
did.


          His school
work was as sloppily up to date as it ever was, another bone of
contention with his parent, and he had started several stories,
none of which he had been able to complete.  Re-reading them,
he came to the gloomy conclusion that none of them had the
slightest spark of inspiration and had torn them up, not at all
surprised that no ending presented itself to any of them. 
They were so bad that he couldn't even bring himself to type them,
a task he usually enjoyed.


          He loved
using a typewriter.  There was something about the crisp black
letters appearing as if by magic on the white paper that satisfied
him, but only if what he was typing was any good.  And what he
had torn up so scornfully was very, very, bad.  The truth was
that he was suffering from a complete lack of mental
stimulation.  Although he hated school and was delighted not
to be there, at least there was some interest to be had in his
English classes, the only ones he enjoyed or took any interest
in.


          He had
listened to music, his own choice rather than his mother's, but
there was a limit to how much he could absorb and he wandered
listlessly from room to room wondering what on earth was the matter
with him.  He didn't want to be back at school, but he was
bored at home as well, and didn't have the money to go anywhere
even if he had been able to raise the energy.


          The
following day was no better and the ringing of the doorbell halfway
through the morning came as a welcome relief.  Not that he was
expecting anyone except possibly the postman, but even that would
break the monotony.  He opened the door to be faced by a tall
stranger, a young man a few years older than himself.  Looking
enquiringly up at him, he saw a slightly freckled face topped by a
neat crown of darkish blonde hair.  Whoever he was, he was
definitely not the postman.


          "Hi. 
I'm sorry to trouble you but do you think I could have some water
please?"


          "Er, yes of
course," Martin replied, slightly taken aback and wondering if he
should offer fruit juice or perhaps a coke instead.  No, not
coke, he had only been allowed a couple because he hadn't been well
and had drunk them both already.  "Umn, please come in."


          "Thanks,"
the blonde said with a smile as he followed Martin inside. 
"You see, the fan belt of my car broke and though I've replaced
it," he looked ruefully at his hands, "Some of the water in the
radiator has boiled away and I have to fill it before I can start
the engine."


          Martin
looked at the hands.  They didn't seem to be particularly
dirty to him, but then he knew nothing about cars, only vaguely
knew what a fan belt was, and would have been hard put to find it
if he'd needed to.


          "Would you
like to wash your hands?" he asked shyly.


          "Yes please,
if it's no trouble."


          "The
bathroom's this way," he said, leading the way, still rather
slowly, up the stairs.  "I'll get you something to dry
with."


          He was so
frequently in trouble because he left marks on his mother's
delicately coloured towels, that in exasperation she had bought him
his own dark brown ones.  It didn't make much sense to
him.  After all they regained their pristine looks after he
had put them through the washing machine, but life was easier when
she had less things to complain about.  He hated to think what
one of her towels would look like after the blonde boy had finished
with it.  He collected a brown one from the linen cupboard and
handed it over, making a mental note that he had better clean the
basin as well before his mother got home.  There was no point
in asking for trouble.


          "Is it okay
if I use the toilet?"


          "Er,
yeah.  Please do,"


          He felt
himself starting to colour up as the boy with no sign of
embarrassment, moved to the bowl, lifted the lid and seat and
unzipped his well fitting jeans.  He was about to leave the
room because he was always too shy to do it in front of other
people himself but before he reached the door, the blonde boy
turned his head and spoke over his shoulder.


          "I didn't
really expect anyone to be at home at this time.  Shouldn't
you be at school?"


          The sound of
the liquid splashing into the toilet seemed very loud, and Martin
wondered if he sounded just as loud to other people.


          "I hurt
myself," he explained, "And the doctor said I shouldn't go back
until next week." He hoped that he wouldn't be asked for the
details.


          "What
happened?"


          "I, er, I
slipped getting out of the bath," he replied, indicating it. 
He had repeated the story so often now it almost seemed true.


          "That's
nasty.  Are you okay?"


          "I'm better,
but it still hurts."


          "Well if it
kept you away from school, that's something.  Or do you like
school?"


          "Not much,"
Martin replied.  Somewhat to his relief, the splashing had
stopped and the blonde was shaking the last drops off.  Then
he turned to Martin and undid the waist band of his jeans.


          "That's
better," he said cheerfully.  Martin suddenly felt
overpoweringly shy, but at the same time couldn't stop himself
looking as the boy slid his jeans then the front of underpants down
to tuck himself away comfortably.  For a moment, everything
was in view before he rearranged himself and zipped up. 
Martin who had only just recovered his colour, immediately went
scarlet again and forced himself, regretfully, to look at the boy's
face.  He seldom actually saw anyone else and would have liked
to have caught more than just the brief glimpse of what seemed to
be something rather large nestling in a tangle of blonde
hair.  The boy smiled, it didn't seem to worry him that Martin
had been looking.  "Thanks.  I really needed
that.   Could I have the water now please?"


          Martin
nodded and led the way down the stairs to the kitchen, feeling
rather out of breath as he went over the scene in his mind. 
He wondered how the blonde boy had the courage to do it.  He
couldn't have done it himself if his life had depended on it!


          "How much
water do you need?" he managed to get out, his face still
pink.

          "About, I
don't know, four litres maybe," he answered as Martin bent down to
get a large jug out of the cupboard, "I really appreciate
this."


          "It's okay,
you're welcome," Martin replied as he began filling the jug.


          They went
out to the car, the boy taking the container as Martin picked up
his key from the shelf by the front door.  He had forgotten it
once when he was younger and been forced to wait outside in the
cold until his mother came home three hours later, because he
hadn't dared to phone her about it.  It had taught him a
lesson.


          When they
reached a bright red mini standing with it's bonnet open, the boy
glanced briefly at the engine and said, "It's still too hot. 
We'll have to wait until it cools otherwise the block might
crack.  Hop in."


          Pleased,
because he had expected him to pour the water in and drive off
leaving him to his boring solitude, Martin got into the car,
wondering which part of the engine the block was.


          "My name's
Jimmy by the way," the blonde said, offering his hand.  "It's
really James, but nobody ever calls me that."


          Martin shyly
took the hand which clasped his firmly.  It had a pleasant,
warm feel to it.  "I'm Martin.  Martin Jackson."


          Jimmy almost
said, yes I know, but stopped himself in time.  "Full name,
Jimmy Evans.  How do you do, Martin Jackson."


          He was still
holding Martin's hand, who wasn't sure if he liked it or not. 
It made him feel rather shy, but on balance it was rather a nice
feeling.  Jimmy gave his hand a slight squeeze then let it
go.


          For the next
half hour they sat and talked.  Or rather, Jimmy talked. 
He had an easy flow of conversation and didn't seem to notice, or
mind, that Martin was too diffident to contribute much.  He
did manage to draw Martin out a little about his school, enough to
confirm that he had problems there.


          About his
home life he would not be drawn at all but Jimmy was content to
have made a start.  There was plenty of time.  He changed
the subject to cars in general and his mini in particular, of which
he spoke affectionately but with resignation for the vehicle's many
foibles.  He was amusing enough to draw several small smiles
from Martin, smiles which changed his expression from something
rather sullen to one that was boyishly attractive.  Watching
him without seeming to, Jimmy thought that even when his face was
solemn he was an attractive person, and when he smiled he became
almost beautiful.  It would be some time before Martin would
give him the benefit of his smile at full power, and when it
happened Jimmy would find the experience rather unnerving.


          By the time
Jimmy decided that the engine, and it's mysterious block, were cool
enough to fill the radiator, they were becoming friends and after
the car started, rather reluctantly, Jimmy suggested they take it
for a drive to make sure it was okay.  And also to charge the
battery which, or so he claimed, was rather flat.


          Happily
Martin returned the jug to the kitchen, double locked the front
door as per standing orders and got back into the car.  It was
almost the first time since his father had left home that anyone
had bothered to talk to him, and Jimmy's tactful interest had the
effect of making him feel at ease in his company.


          Having made
sure that no-one was going to miss him, Jimmy drove to a local
supermarket and over Martin's gruff protests, because he had no
money, bought various things for lunch, then took them out of
London down the A3 to Ockham Common, where they had a picnic meal
by the small lake.  Martin felt himself relaxing more than he
had for months and it showed in his face as Jimmy plied him with
food and drink, doubly delicious because they were items that his
mother disapproved of and seldom allowed him to have.


          Trying to do
it without being too obvious he studied Jimmy carefully, liking his
looks and in particular, his blonde hair and grey eyes.  He
had always wanted to be blonde himself but would never have thought
of bleaching his hair.  In fact his own pitch black colour
suited him and contrasted nicely with his pale skin.  Leaning
comfortably against a tree, though being careful of his bruise, he
allowed his gaze to follow the contours of Jimmy's body from his
face downwards, ready to look away immediately if Jimmy looked back
at him.


          Conscious
that he was being observed and to give the boy a chance to gaze his
fill, Jimmy kept his eyes on a bunch of extremely inefficient wind
surfers who seemed to spend far more time floundering about in the
water than they did scudding nonchalantly before the breeze. 
He had taken note of Martin's quick, shy glance at him when he'd
engineered the scene in the bathroom, and was more than satisfied
with the boy's reaction.  It confirmed what his instincts,
coupled with his observation of the boy over several weeks, already
knew.


          Martin would
have been astonished if he had known how much Jimmy already knew
about him, and would almost certainly have gone back into his shell
if he had discovered it.  Life had not so far encouraged him
to be particularly trusting, and he would have wondered, quite
correctly as it happened, what it was that Jimmy wanted from
him.  He had so little self-confidence he found it hard to
understand why anyone, let alone this attractive blonde boy, seemed
interested in him, but was so desperate for someone to talk to that
he opened himself up to Jimmy in a way that surprised him when he
thought about it afterwards.


          When Jimmy
finally turned to face him, taking his time so that Martin had the
opportunity to look away, his enquiring gaze had inventoried Jimmy
from his head to his feet and returned to the swell of his
groin.  Remembering what he had seen earlier he felt a
stirring in his own region, and was relieved to be distracted
before it became too noticeable when Jimmy suggested a walk.


          Jimmy talked
companionably and when they crossed the tiny stream that emptied
into the lake, put out a hand to steady him.  That there was
not the least need, the stream being only about a metre wide at
that point, didn't detract from Martin's pleasure in the small
courtesy.  He liked it too, when Jimmy held back branches as
they forced their way along the narrow paths that ran through the
thicker parts of the woods.  In early spring the rhododendrons
were coming into bloom, the beauty of flowers against the dark
green leaves a pleasure that made him glad to be alive.


          After a
final drink of coke by the lake, Jimmy drove him home in the late
afternoon and stopped outside the house where they talked for a few
more minutes.  Martin thanked him in the gruff voice he always
used when feeling shy or tongue-tied, but Jimmy laughed it off.


          "I really
enjoyed it," he said, "It was nice having you with me.  We can
do it again if you'd like."


          Martin who
had been wondering if he had the courage to ask if they could meet
again, and how to put it said, "Yes, please," adding, "Very much,"
in case it sounded too abrupt, and gave Jimmy his small smile.


          Jimmy
grinned at him.  "Give me your phone number then, and I'll
give you mine."


          He wrote
both numbers into his diary, tore out the page on which he had
written his own and handed it to Martin.


          "You're
looking a bit tired, I shouldn't have kept you out so long when
you're not well.  Go in and have a lie down."


          Martin shook
his head.  He was tired and quite sore as well, but would
happily have stayed with Jimmy much longer.


          "Go in
Martin," Jimmy said, putting a hand on his leg and giving it a
squeeze, "I'll see you soon, okay."


          Martin
tensed slightly under Jimmy's hand, the firm muscles of his leg
rippling, then relaxed as the hand was removed. "I'll phone you,"
he muttered, getting out of the car and giving Jimmy a token wave
as he drove away, before letting himself into the house.  He
needed to take a leak badly (all that coke!) and went straight into
the bathroom.


          With his
immediate needs satisfied he looked down at himself, thinking again
of Jimmy and wondering how he compared.  It wasn't easy to
forget what Ross had said about him so he deliberately forced
himself to think about Jimmy again.  His penis was beginning
to swell and still wondering about size, he went into his bedroom
and stood looking at himself in the full length mirror on the
wardrobe door.


          By that time
of course he was far too aroused for a proper comparison with Jimmy
who had been soft when he had seen him.  Gazing at his
reflection he began to masturbate, still thinking about Jimmy and
wondering what he looked like when he was hard.  His
excitement and pleasure was such that it wasn't until after an
intensely satisfying climax that he remembered to feel guilty about
committing the mortal sin.  Yet again!


          Then for the
first time in his life, he said aloud in a determined voice, "I
don't give a fuck,"  and had to smile when he recalled that he
hadn't ever, didn't know how, didn't want to, and probably never
would, given what he was.  Physically relieved, he zipped
himself up with difficulty, wiped the mirror then threw himself
onto the bed on his stomach, still wearing his trainers.  He
was asleep within minutes.


          His mother
looked in on him as soon as she got home and was annoyed about the
trainers, even though they didn't seem to have left a mark on the
bedcover.  It was so like him she thought irritated, but she
let him have his sleep out while she went downstairs to start
supper.  The dirty basin and his unwashed breakfast things in
the sink, which he had totally forgotten about in the pleasure of
the day, didn't improve her mood and she was smouldering by the
time he woke up and came downstairs.


          All through
the meal she complained about his thoughtlessness.  After all,
she didn't ask him to do very much.  Just almost all of the
housework Martin thought resentfully, though not strictly
accurately.  However, most of what she said went in one ear
and out the other as he was too busy thinking about the day he just
spent.  Instead of feeling put down and inadequate as he
usually did when she went on like this, he was paying so little
attention that her remarks barely registered.  He told her
nothing about meeting Jimmy and went to bed early to daydream over
a book, of which he absorbed not a single word.


          Although
Jimmy's looks and physical attributes made up the greater part of
his thoughts with the inevitable effect on his body, he found
himself dwelling, as soon as it was over, on the fact that someone
had actually talked to him and seemed interested in what he had to
say.  He fell asleep hoping that Jimmy would call as he knew
he wouldn't have the courage to do it himself.


          When Jimmy
phoned the following morning just after his mother had left for
work (with a tart reminder not to forget the washing up this time)
he was so pleased that he even managed to make a small joke about
her displeasure.  He hadn't dared to hope that the older boy
would call so soon, and although he went to meet Jimmy with the
usual rather shut in expression on his face, inside he was
glowing.


          "Did you do
the washing up?" Jimmy asked him with a rueful smile, "I don't want
you getting into trouble again.  I'm really sorry about
that."


          "I did,
and I used the vacuum cleaner," Martin told him with an
equally wry though much smaller smile.  He had delayed Jimmy's
arrival to give himself time to get it all done.


          The older
boy's quiet, unforced sympathy loosened his tongue a little and as
they drove, he told him enough about his relationship with his
mother to make Jimmy feel quite angry, although he was careful to
keep his tone casual.  He wanted to know Martin a lot better
before he committed himself one way or the other, so after learning
what he could, he changed the subject and asked him about his
father.


          The response
was not much better.  Martin hadn't seen him for five years
apparently, had little affection for him and Jimmy detected a
certain amount of hostility in his voice.  He probed tactfully
but as this soon made the boy uptight, he again casually changed
the subject by asking him what he wanted to do.


          Martin had
no ideas, apart from certain unmentionable ones that made him
colour up when he thought about them, so they went to a shopping
centre and wandered around happily then had a snack lunch at a
cafe.  Martin insisted on paying for his share and ordered
almost nothing, claiming not to be hungry.  Jimmy was fairly
certain that the real reason was that he didn't have much money and
managed to talk him into accepting a pastry and something to drink,
but got nowhere when he suggested they go to a film.  Martin
was acutely embarrassed by the parlous state of his finances and
determined not to give way, leaving Jimmy surprised at a streak of
obstinacy quite at odds with his usual demeanour.  On
reflection, he thought that perhaps it was this facet of his
personality that had enabled him to survive his mother's
domineering attitude.


          When Jimmy
suggested they go to Wimbledon Common, Martin was so relieved that
he made no objections when Jimmy stopped on the way to buy some
cold cokes.


          They parked
the mini, admired the windmill and then Jimmy, who knew the common
well, took him on a long walk past the golf course and into the
wilder and less managed section.  There they found a little
clearing and sat and talked.  Or rather Jimmy sat and Martin
who's spine was feeling uncomfortable, lay on the grass on his
stomach, occasionally leaning up when they spoke of anything that
particularly engaged his attention.


          As he
gradually became more at ease with Jimmy, he found himself telling
the older boy rather more about himself than he had ever told
anyone.  Starved for someone to talk to since his father left,
he even hesitantly confessed his ambitions to be a writer. 
Jimmy not only listened with interest but was positively
encouraging when he heard this and demanded details of what he had
written so far.  Fired by his enthusiasm, Martin launched into
speech almost forgetting his shyness, his face becoming really
animated for the first time in Jimmy's company.  Watching his
eager countenance Jimmy thought it a pity that so few people seemed
to have seen this side of him.  His conscience stirred
uneasily for a moment but he ignored it in the interest of what
Martin was telling him.


          By the time
he dropped him home, refusing to come in because he had no
intention of coming face to face with Martha Jackson yet, he had
learnt a great deal more about Martin than the boy realised and was
developing a distinct admiration for the way he faced up to his
problems.  Wanting time to think about this and working on the
principle that absence makes the heart grow fonder, he arranged to
meet him on the Sunday before he returned to school.  Three
days would be about right, he calculated, for the boy to start
missing his sympathetic ear.  Accepting with apparent
equanimity Martin's remark that his mother would be out that day so
it would be all right, he said goodbye and drove home, thinking
deeply about his next move.


          As soon as
he was in his bedroom, Martin moved the chair from his desk to his
tall old-fashioned wardrobe, stood on it and groped around until he
could reach the holdall that was pushed back against the
wall.  It wasn't a very good hiding place for his important
stuff, but the best he could do.  He scrabbled around and took
out a couple of his many notebooks to find something to show
Jimmy.  Having chosen three of what he considered to be his
best stories, he set up his mother's typewriter on the dining-room
table and typed two of them from his rather cramped
semi-shorthand.  He had learnt long ago to save time and
writers cramp by truncating the more common words when he was
writing.  The third story, which he considered was the was the
best thing he had ever written, was already typed.


          His mother
didn't like him using her typewriter even though he was quite a
good, if slow typist, but he had plenty of time to finish before
she got home.  It didn't take him long to produce acceptable
copies with the aid of some correcting fluid.  He put the
machine away exactly as he'd found it then started the supper
preparations, hoping to keep his mother in a good mood.


          He was
disappointed.  Martha was having problems with a case she was
prosecuting in front of a rather liberal judge, and was to remain
ill tempered for the next few days in spite of his best
endeavours.  Fortunately he didn't see too much of her as she
vanished into her office (she refused to call it a study) as soon
as supper was eaten, and he was left in peace to think about his
new (and only) friend, and to start work on a story that was
forming in his head.


          By the time
Sunday morning arrived he was in exactly the state that Jimmy
wanted.  He barely managed to contain his impatience during
Mass and the obligatory words with the parish priest, whom he
disliked intensely, afterwards.  Then he had to wait while his
mother spoke to several acquaintances before driving away. 
She didn't offer to take him home.


          As soon as
he got home he rushed to the phone to tell Jimmy that he was ready
to be picked up.  Jimmy hesitated before replying and Martin's
heart plummeted.  He had spent the previous three days
swinging, pendulum like, between looking forward to seeing Jimmy
again, and a gloomy conviction that something would go wrong, as
usual, at the last minute.  Life had not so far given him much
faith in people's promises, and he thought immediately that he had
been right all along, while waiting miserably for Jimmy to tell him
he wouldn't be able to see him after all.


          When Jimmy
said, "Fine Martin, I'll be there in about a quarter of an hour,"
his unruly heart did a somersault into his throat and stuck there
making it hard for him to speak.


          Jimmy's
pause, in point of fact, had been caused by the diffidence in
Martin's voice.  For a brief instant he had felt a wave of
pity wash over him and thought, poor little brat, totally unaware
of the effect his momentary hesitation had had on Martin's fragile
hopes.  Although he felt he was coming to know how the boy's
mind worked, he hadn't yet realised the true extent of his lack of
confidence.


          On a wave of
pure happiness Martin floated up the stairs to his bedroom and
packed his carefully typed work into his shoulder bag.  For
the last three days he had been putting it in then changing his
mind and taking it out, putting it back then removing it once more,
as his confidence waxed and waned.  Assured now that they
were going to meet after all, he told himself that he
wouldn't offer to show Jimmy the stories, but if he
asked …

 


          Since he had
last seen Martin, Jimmy had done a considerable amount of detective
work and was certain that he had tracked down his father.  He
hadn't taken the man into account when he made his original plans,
but a remark of Martin's quickly cut short, about the scene when
his father left home had decided him to do some
investigating.  Martin hadn't said very much, it was obvious
that the episode had been traumatic, however he had
mentioned the name 'Stevie'.


          Jimmy's
quick intelligence told him it was unlikely that a casual
acquaintance would have been present at what seemed to have been a
very nasty confrontation, and had felt it would be worth finding
out something about this Stevie.  If he was still
around.  His sympathetic manner had elicited a vague address
from Martin and he had spent the last couple of days checking it
out.


          When his
patience was finally rewarded, the resemblance was
unmistakable.  A somewhat coarsened version of Martin's
delicate features, taller and more heavily built than Martin would
be at his age, but Jimmy saw at once who the boy had got his looks
from.  This was still a very handsome man, if beginning to go
to seed slightly.  He was accompanied by a younger man whom he
addressed affectionately as 'Stevie'.  It would be too much of
a coincidence if he was not Martin's father Jimmy decided
confidently.


          He followed
the pair into a local pub and ordered a pint, which he disliked,
but it was not the sort of place to ask for anything else if you
wanted to be inconspicuous.  The clientele was predominantly
Irish, and the man and his companion were obviously well
known.  Satisfied that he would be able to make contact if he
needed to, Jimmy left most of his beer and went back along the
street to double check the building they had come out of.


          He drove
home thinking hard.  His instincts seldom let him down and the
way the two men had linked arms as they went into the pub pointed
to a far more intimate relationship than mere friendship and one
moreover, which was known and accepted by the drinkers in the
bar.  The pub on the whole did not have overtly gay overtones,
but he was aware that he had been rapidly, if discreetly, appraised
by one or two of the patrons when he went in.  And there
hadn't been a woman in the place.


          But if the
man was that way inclined as Jimmy was pretty much convinced, what
was he doing married to Martha?  And even more important, how
on earth had he fathered Martin?  Unless he was bisexual of
course, which would account for it.  Jimmy's one and only
heterosexual encounter had been more than enough for him, and he
found it difficult to understand how anyone could go both ways, but
it was the only answer that seemed to fit the facts.  And if
it is the case he thought pleased, there might be a lever there
that I can use if I need to.  He filed the fact away in his
mind for future reference, while trying to imagine the man in bed
with Martha and producing Martin as a result, but gave up.  It
seemed too incongruous.

          Martin having come into
his mind, refused to leave it and he spent a pleasant half hour
thinking about him.  Is it just me, or do others see him the
same way? he pondered.  He really liked the boy's looks, was
convinced that he had a nice body under the ill fitting and frankly
awful clothes he wore, and made up his mind to take him swimming
one day to see what he really looked like.


          Martin was
waiting on the pavement when he arrived and gave him a small but
much more open smile as he got into the mini.  It transformed
his face and made him look younger than his fifteen years.  He
would have been furious had he realised it.  Because he was so
small he was frequently treated like a little boy, and bitterly
resented it when he was pushed to the back of queues by perfect
strangers, who seemed to think that because he looked so
young, he was young, and therefore of no importance. 
He never had the nerve to stand up for his rights and did his best
to ensure that he was never put in the position of being humiliated
if he could avoid it.  If I'm going to be pushed to the back
of the queue anyway was his attitude, I might as well go there
straight away and not give anyone the satisfaction.  Over the
years he had become adept at hiding his true feelings and no-one
had any idea of the deep canker of rancour that was steadily
growing in him.


          Jimmy had
got an inkling of this, more from what was left out than from what
was said, and had planned to talk to him about it, but decided that
the time wasn't right yet.  Martin would have to know and
trust him much more before he could broach the subject, even though
felt a stirring of real concern.  There was a lot of kindness
in Jimmy, and he didn't like the state that Martin seemed to have
got himself into.  He had obviously been badly hurt at some
stage, and the indifference with which he was surrounded appeared
to be leading him further and further into serious emotional
damage.


          He was
surprised to find himself wanting so much to help the boy, and it
struck him that maybe Tim Lake would be the person to talk
to.  Tim and Marion had been so good for him, he
thought that they would be equally good for Martin.  During
the time when he had stayed with them he had come to appreciate
Marion's warm and loving personality.  She had always been
ready to listen to him and while he had never confessed his deepest
thoughts to her, both she and Tim had been patient and kind, even
when he'd been at his worst.  I'm lucky to have them as
friends he thought gratefully, I just wish that I didn't have
to …   He broke off, and turning to the boy beside him,
asked if he wanted to do anything in particular.


          "Not
really.  But I've got something to show you," Martin replied
shyly, adding inevitably, "If you want … "


          Jimmy
smiled, thinking there's something I'd very much like you to show
me, but I might as well wish for the moon at the moment.  "You
can show me anything you like," he said glancing at the rear view
mirror, "I'll pull over."


          Martin
looked at him astonished.  "I didn't mean right away. 
Later on, when we're somewhere quiet."  If he'd told his
mother he had something to show her she would have told him she was
busy and to leave it on the table for her to look at later.


          Accelerating
back into the traffic, Jimmy moved his hand from the gear lever to
Martin's leg and gave him a pat.  "I'm looking forward to
it.  How would you like to go to Chessington?"


          "The
zoo?"


          "Mmn. 
I haven't been there since I was at school, but I remember it was
pretty good.  Hey," he said, as Martin looked worried, "What's
the matter?"


          "Won't it be
very expensive? You see, I … I haven't got much money," he
confessed awkwardly.  (He didn't have any.)


          "Don't 
worry about that, I've got more than enough for both of us," Jimmy
said, then went on as Martin still seemed unsure. "You'd like to go
wouldn't you?  We can go somewhere else if you'd prefer."


          "It's not
that, it's just that … I can't let you pay for me all the
time.  It's, well it wouldn't be right.  But thank you
very much," he said with an odd sort of dignity that sat strangely
on his youthful features.  "It was kind of you to think of
it," he finished formally.


          "Martin, you
do talk a lot of balls at times," Jimmy said with his quick
smile.  "I didn't ask you if you wanted to pay, I asked you if
you wanted to go.  All you had to say was yes or no, not give
me a speech like the chancellor of the exchequer."


          Martin had
to smile at that and said with a flash of humour, "That's about the
worst insult I've ever had."


          "What,
calling you a politician?" Jimmy grinned, "If you think that was an
insult, you haven't heard anything yet!  Now.  Martin
Jackson, would you like to go to Chessington or not?" then, when he
still hesitated, "Make one major decision at a time baby boy, and
don't try to run before you can walk."


          "It's all
very well you saying that, but if I say yes and I haven't got
enough money you'll offer to pay for me, won't you.  So how
can I say yes?"


          "You're
something else, kid, do you know that?  I've never met anyone
who goes on and on and on as much as you do.  Try answering
the question which is; do you want to go to Chessington?  You
notice I said want.  Not, can you afford it, or have you got
enough money, or do you think it's a good thing to do, or have you
got a guilty conscience about going?  I just asked if you want
to go.  It means, would you like to go?  Would it be fun
for you?  Do you have a desperate urge to take this mad, wild,
action?  Will you feel devastated if you don't go?  Come
on Martin.  For once, please just answer the question."


          Martin, who
for him had been smiling quite broadly said, "You talk about me
going on and on.  I would like to go Jimmy,
but … "


          "But,
bollocks," Jimmy said grinning at him.  "We're going, so shut
up about it."


          Martin
struggled briefly with his conscience then settled back into his
seat. "Well if you're sure… "


          "I'm
sure.  You don't know much about me do you?" he said after a
pause.


          "No, not
really.  I do know one thing though."


          "What's
that?" Jimmy asked when it looked as if he wasn't going to say
anything more.


          "You're,
you're kind, Jimmy," Martin said eventually in a soft voice,
carefully looking out of the window.  It helped not to look at
people when he said things like that. Not that it happened very
often of course, as he didn't have much reason to say things like
that to anyone.  Unusually, the thought failed to upset
him.


          Jimmy was
slightly taken aback but hid it under a sigh of pretend
irritation.  "You're talking… "


          "I know," he
was interrupted, "I'm talking, ba … well, that.  What you
said."


          "What you
mean is those," Jimmy said grinning, "More than one."


          He glanced
down, pleased to see what was something near a grin on his
companion's slightly pink face.


          "Yeah, lot's
of them," Martin agreed.  "But it is true though, you are kind
Jimmy," he looked down at his feet and said softly,  "You've
been kind to me and, I'm … Thank you."


          "Jeeze,
kid,  I'm not being kind.  Anything I do is because I
like you.  You know Martin," he went on with a touch of
awkwardness, "You shouldn't make your mind up about people too
quickly."


          The younger
boy looked him full in the face.  "I don't," he said
positively.

 


          For Martin
the day was pure bliss.  The only cloud on his horizon was
school the next day, but he ignored the thought whenever it tried
to intrude, and took a headlong dive back into childhood, ably
assisted by his companion.  At this early stage of the season
the place was pleasantly uncrowded and after going around the
animal cages, they went on most of the rides without having to wait
too long.


          He was
ambivalent about the zoo section, not liking the rather small
cages.  The animals looked safe but bored, and with nothing to
look forward to but the next meal.  He wondered if they had
been born in captivity and therefore didn't miss a freedom they had
never known, or whether there was some deep instinctive longing to
get out and run.  It seemed to him that the big cats in
particular needed exercise.  The best they could manage was an
endless pacing behind the bars of their cages, and he was unhappy
about it.


          He discussed
it with Jimmy as they ate the picnic lunch that Jimmy had
mysteriously conjured from the boot of the mini.


          "I'm not
sure myself," he answered, after some thought, "Because I don't
really know enough about how their minds work.  I don't know
if anyone does.  It's easy to imagine that their brains are
exactly the same as ours and they think the same way as we do, but
it seems to me that this can only be true to a certain
extent.  Take dogs for instance, which are probably the
animals we know most about.  Almost all people believe that
their dog is a simpler version of themselves, except for it's body
of course.  But is it?  The owner likes eating sweets and
cakes and chocolate, so they give them to the dog too.  And
they don't like walking much so they think the dog doesn't either,
and the poor thing doesn't get enough exercise, gets overweight and
dies of a heart attack.  But dogs, especially when they're
young, always want walks and exercise and just running around and
chasing things, but their owners don't seem understand it. 
They are really mean to their pets some of them, even though they
claim to love them.  You watch when they do actually take
their dog for a walk.  The dog wants to amble around and
specially to stop and smell things.  But because that's
something the owner isn't interested in, instead of stopping and
waiting until it's finished, they jerk it along impatiently so that
they can get back to the tv or whatever as soon as possible. 
Dogs, aren't interested in tv, but their owners don't care about
that or even think about it.  They like it, so they think the
dog does too, if they think about it at all.  I think they try
to turn their dogs into a sort of second class people who don't
answer back.  They want the dog's love, but they don't give it
much doggish stuff in return, just people stuff.  If I was a
dog I'd bite them on the leg."


          "I see what
you mean," Martin said, smiling between bites of his
sandwich.  "But dogs have lived with us for ages and must have
got used to us by now.  Surely truly wild animals are
different?"


          "Again I
just don't know Martin, but I think you're probably right in a
way.  It would depend on what sort of animal we're talking
about as well.  If it's a predator like the big cats we were
looking at, then I think in some ways they're very like us, or
we're like them maybe.  You've only got to turn on the news to
see how an awful lot of humans are nothing but predators. 
They have no more feeling for their victims than a lion has for the
animal it's chasing.  To the lion it's not a victim, it's just
a meal.  There are no feelings of sorrow or pity involved, and
there are an awful lot of humans who are just the same.  They
may not eat their prey, but being mugged or robbed can be just as
bad for the victim in some ways.  It's the human equivalent of
eating them it seems to me.  On the other hand, if you take
the animal who is preyed on, how are we to know how it
thinks?  You would think that they'd be so worried about being
killed and eaten that they'd be in a state of nervous breakdown all
the time, yet obviously they're not.  Once the latest victim
has been despatched, the rest of them seem to forget about
it.  Until the next time of course.  It would be
fascinating to know what they thought, but also a bit frightening I
think."


          "Do you
really think that humans are as bad as that?" Martin asked.


          "I'm pretty
sure of it.  Oh, they call it good business, the sort of firms
that rip people off, and they're not as blatant as the burglar who
breaks into your house and takes everything you own, or the mugger
who hits you over the head with an iron bar and robs you, but it
comes to the same thing.  Even governments do it you
know.  You can't do anything about them because your vote
counts for nothing.  And so they take your money away from you
in taxes, and mug you if you try to resist by sending you to jail,
but because they make the laws it's all quite legal.  And in
return for this they say in effect, 'we'll protect you and look
after you’, but you find out very quickly when you get ripped off
or mugged or robbed or murdered that it's a different story
then.  Then suddenly it's all your fault and they want nothing
to do with you and they're certainly not going to protect or
compensate you.

          “You can try protecting
yourself, but if you shoot or injure the thug who is attacking you,
then he becomes the victim even though he started it, and
you're the vicious attacker who ends up in jail.  The only way
you can beat them is if you have lots of money or power.  Then
the law is on your side and everyone falls over themselves to look
after you.  But for people like us, forget it.  We don't
count except when it comes to taking money off us, and frankly I
don't see much difference between the mugger who takes your money
by force or the government who also takes your money by
force.  Either way, you don't get a say in how they spend it,
and you never get any of it back."


          Martin
looked at him with concern.  Jimmy had got quite heated and he
wondered if there was a reason for it.  "That seems a bit
cynical to me," he said, "You don't seem to have much faith in
stuff like the law."


          "I don't
have any faith in it at all, Martin.  Laws aren't something
special made up by wise people after lots of thought about what's
best for everyone."


          "How do you
mean?"  asked Martin, whose entire life had been based on the
assumption that his mother's profession was above criticism.


          "Well laws
are made by politicians and no-one in their right mind would
believe that politicians think of anything other than getting
themselves re-elected and staying in power for as long as
possible.  They're ordinary people except that they have a
tremendous love of power.  They have the same sort of hang-ups
and prejudices as everyone else and that's what they base their
laws on.  Even lawyers and judges have prejudices and they
interpret the bad laws the politicians make to suit their own
prejudices.  Magistrates and judges have incredible powers
over anyone who breaks their laws, you know, and they use them
too.  When it suits them."


          Martin was
silent while he thought about it.  Jimmy's words had suddenly
illuminated his own thinking about his mother and her
profession.   Inevitably she had let things slip from
time to time and they had made him uncomfortable.  She seemed
to be very much harder on some types of crime than others.


          Watching him
as he thought about it, Jimmy decided that he had probably said
enough for the time being.  It was obvious that he had given
him plenty to think about.


          They spent
the next few hours going on the rides they had missed in the
morning but as the afternoon wore on, it became more crowded so
Jimmy suggested that they call it a day.  Martin was
disappointed at having the afternoon cut short but perked up
immediately when Jimmy suggested they go back to his flat.


          "I want to
see what you've written," he said.

 


          The flat
occupied the top floor of a small detached house set back from the
road in a quiet residential street.  A middle aged couple
occupied the ground floor.  It was an oddly designed but
attractive conversion.  The entrance was at the left of the
building and led through a narrow hall, little wider than corridor,
to the back door and Jimmy's half of the garden.  The stairs
started in an alcove on the right near the rear of the house and
made a one hundred and eighty degree left turn over the hall to a
small landing from which the  door to Jimmy's flat opened into
a spacious combined kitchen and living area.  Immediately to
the left of this door were the bedroom and a tiny bathroom
consisting of toilet, shower and wash basin.


          Martin fell
in love with it at first sight.  It was comfortably furnished
(and rather untidy) in the living area, modern and up to date in
the kitchen section.  Martin who had to keep his own bedroom
clinically neat at all times found it pleasantly relaxing. 
Jimmy was obviously fond of autumnal colours and the walls had been
painted in warm, pastel shades with furnishings to match and
occasional splashes of brighter colour in the cushions thrown
haphazardly on the sofa and easy chairs.


          He and
Marion had spent many happy hours arguing over the colour scheme
when he had decided to buy the property, and both of them were
pleased with the result.


          "Tea,
coffee, coke?" Jimmy asked, "Or I think I've got some fruit juice
if you would prefer it."


          "May I have
coffee, please," Martin replied, putting down his shoulder
bag.  "Do you need any help?"


          "No
thanks.  Sit down and relax."


          Martin went
to the floor to ceiling bookshelves that flanked the bay window
overlooking the front of the house and started reading the
titles.  Jimmy seemed to have a catholic taste in reading
matter, the books ranged from novels to technical books on
computing, music and electronics all jumbled together. 
Trained by his mother to keep books shelved in strict alphabetical
order, he was amused by this and wondered how Jimmy ever found what
he wanted.  Picking out an anthology of Saki stories, an
author whose caustic and frequently vicious wit he both enjoyed and
envied, he noticed that the flyleaf had 'J Melton' written on it in
a small neat hand, and wondered idly who it was.


          "Do you take
milk and sugar, Martin?"


          "Yes
please," he replied, reluctantly putting a copy Omar Khayam back
where he found it.


          "How much
sugar?" Jimmy asked, spoon poised over the sugar bowl.


          "Umn, four
please," he said going to the kitchen area.


          Jimmy looked
at him dubiously.


          "I know it's
a lot," he admitted looking guilty, "But I'm only allowed one spoon
at home, so I make up for it when I'm out."


          "Okay, we'll
compromise," Jimmy told him firmly, putting in two and stirring
vigorously.


          "How many do
you have?" Martin asked mutinously, taking the proffered mug.


          "None. 
So there.  Come on."


          Martin
smiled reluctantly and followed him, sitting down on one of the
comfortable chairs.  It didn't surprise him that Jimmy had a
packet of chocolate biscuits to offer, he seemed such an organised
person where food was concerned.


          "What time
do I need to get you home?" Jimmy asked idly.


          "I think I'd
better be there by five.  There will be a lot of questions if
I'm not home when she gets back, and I don't really like
lying."


          "Would you
feel that you had to lie?"


          Martin
didn't reply for a moment.  This new friendship, still
tentative and unsure, needed time to grow and become stronger
before he exposed it to the gaze of anyone else, especially his
mother.  He felt he wanted to keep holding it to himself,
gloating almost, as if it was something alive, something soft and
furry but firm at the same time, something that needed
protecting.  He gave Jimmy a half smile, wondering how to put
it without sounding like an idiot, or a wimp.  Jimmy rescued
him.


          "Don't
worry, if you don't want to lie we'll make sure you don't have to,"
he said in an offhand tone, "We'll keep that we're friends between
ourselves."


          Martin
glowed a little at this hint of conspiracy.  There was no real
reason not to mention Jimmy to his mother but he had a feeling that
it would be better not to, and in any case he was well used to
keeping his own counsel.


          While they
drank their coffee, Jimmy told him about the flat, how he had first
seen it when the conversion was half completed.


          "I loved it
straight away.  I'd been living in a rented house but I wasn't
happy there and this place came up at just the right time.  So
I pestered the builders and moved in the minute it was ready. 
The paint wasn't even properly dry."


          "I don't
blame you, it's really nice.  How many other rooms are
there?"


          "Just the
bedroom and bathroom," Jimmy said, putting down his empty mug,
"Come on and I'll show you.  They were going to put in a bath,
but I told them I only needed a shower so we were able to save some
space and make the bedroom a little bigger.  It gave me room
for a double bed," he said, ushering Martin in.  "I've always
liked big beds," he added, glancing at Martin who nodded in
agreement, though he had never slept in one.


          "I suppose
the bathroom's in here?"


          "Yeah. 
Shower, toilet and basin.  It's tiny but after all, you don't
spend much time in there and I would rather have more room in the
living area.  Even the bedroom is as small as I could make
it.  By the way, if you need to use the loo, go ahead."


          Martin, who
was beginning to need it quite badly muttered, "Thanks, I will,"
but made no move to do so.


          "I'll leave
you to it," Jimmy said understandingly and went out, shutting the
door behind him.  Martin was about to lock it when he thought
that Jimmy might think it rude, as if he didn't trust him, and with
a wry face stood over the bowl and unzipped.  He aimed at the
side so as not to make too much noise, wondering what he would have
done if Jimmy hadn't left him alone.  Thinking back he
remembered that being watched hadn't seemed to worry Jimmy at all,
quite the contrary in fact, and he had to admit that the idea of
Jimmy watching him pee was rather exciting.  If only I wasn't
so shy, he thought despairingly.  But then again, Jimmy might
find him unattractive and turn away after one look, and that would
depress him for days.  It would be better not to put it to the
test.  Not that there was much chance of that, he decided
gloomily.


          He washed
his hands, returned to the living room and was about to resume his
seat when Jimmy said, "What was it you were going to show me?"


          He
immediately became defensive.  "Nothing much," he said, afraid
of boring him.


          Jimmy waited
for a minute then said with a smile, "Come on Martin, show
me.  Please?"


          "It's not
very good," he muttered.  "You'll be bored."


          "If I am,
I'll tell you.  But I won't know 'til I see it, will I," Jimmy
said, with impeccable logic.


          Reluctantly
Martin went to his shoulder bag and got out the folder. 
Dammit, he thought uncomfortably, why did I put three stories
in?  He'll think I'm just a kid showing off.  He wanted
to put them back except for the last story, the best one, but Jimmy
was holding out an imperious hand and he found himself meekly
handing over the entire folder.


          "You don't
have to read them," he said, "I won't mind."  Knowing that it
was a lie.  He would be devastated if Jimmy took him at his
word, and wished that he had never brought up the subject in the
first place.


          Jimmy took
the folder, pulled him down onto the sofa beside him before he
could escape to the chair, and opened it.


          He wasn't
sure what to expect.  Martin certainly spoke well when he
forgot his shyness, but as he knew from experience, it was a
different thing entirely when one tried to write things down. 
He hoped that he wouldn't have to lie if the writing was really
poor, sensing that Martin badly needed praise and
appreciation.  It would be a pity if his work didn't justify
it.


          He needn't
have worried.  The first page he read convinced him that here
was talent indeed.  It read smoothly and professionally. 
There were no rough edges, no faltering.  In fact there was a
maturity there, quite at odds with the boy's personality.  It
was as if he poured into his writing all that he was unable to
express in speech and as the story flowed to it's logical
conclusion, he glanced at the boy beside him, wondering if he had
really copied it from someone else, changing it a little here and
there.  But one look at Martin's guileless face convinced him
that this wasn't so.  The boy simply did not have it in him to
do anything like that.  As he read the second story, it seemed
to him that although the plot was a little forced, the actual use
of words was better.  He didn't know that Martin had carefully
graded the three stories according to their merit in his
eyes.  Still without saying anything, he turned to the last
item in the folder.


          It was a
science fiction story, very short, set in a not too distant future
when earth had been invaded from outer space, and men were being
kept like cattle.  It was titled simply, Food
Source.  The victim rather than hero of the tale, was a
boy of about thirteen who realised just as his voice was breaking
that he was going to be castrated and made into the human
equivalent of an ox.  The writing was direct, descriptive, and
brutal.  Jimmy could almost feel the pain of the knife so
skilfully had Martin set the scene in a few short sentences. 
The ending was horrifying on more than one level.  Shaken, he
closed the folder and turned to the boy beside him.


          "Can I keep
these for a bit?" he asked, "I want to show them to some friends of
mine."


          Martin
nodded, not too sure what he really thought of them.  Jimmy
put the folder on the coffee table and took hold of Martin's
shoulders.


          "I don't
know why you have such a complex about these stories, they're
incredibly good.  That last one especially.  It made my
blood run cold as I was reading it."


          Martin
looked at him, still unsure. "You really mean it," he asked softly,
"You're not just saying that?"


          "I wouldn't
say it if it wasn't true.  I do think they're good.  In
fact I think the last one is good enough to be published, which is
why I want to show them to someone I know.  He's my solicitor
as well as being a friend and he might know someone who could
help.   I can't promise of course but I really would like
Brian to read them.  Is that okay with you?"


          Martin felt
too full of emotion to speak for a minute.  The first time he
showed what he thought was his best work to someone they thought it
was good!  He looked gratefully at Jimmy and said in a
thickened voice, "Thanks, Jimmy.  I would like that."  It
seemed very inadequate but it was all he could manage.  This
is what it's like to have a friend he thought as tears pricked his
eyes, and he gazed rather mistily at Jimmy's chest, his head
bent.


          After some
prompting, he told Jimmy how the idea had come to him after seeing
a programme about abattoirs on television, and how he had sat down
and written the story in one intense, passionate sitting.  He
had made only a few minor corrections afterwards, afraid that if he
did too much revision, it might loose it's spontaneity.


          "I read
once," he explained ingenuously, "That genius is knowing when to
stop.  So with this one, I stopped.  Not that I think I'm
a genius," he added quickly, "But the story just seemed right and
that doesn't happen very often.  Usually there are lots of
things I don't like about them afterwards but I don't always know
how to put them right, and when I try it make things worse."


          "Well it
seems absolutely fine to me.  Have you got another copy so I
can keep this one?"


          "Mn mn," he
shook his head.


          "Martin are
you crazy?  Suppose something happened and it got lost. 
Could you re-write it?"


          "I suppose I
could," replied dubiously.  "I don't suppose it would come out
the same though.  You see I typed it straight off without
writing it out by hand first as I usually do, and if I'd used
carbon paper I'd have had to go very slowly because if you make a
mistake it's hard to correct the copy.  If I'd needed to think
about the typing I wouldn't have been able to concentrate on the
story.  Also, my mother doesn't like me hitting the keys hard
as you have to if you want good copies."


          "Can't you
just copy type it after it's finished?"


          "It's not
very easy Jimmy, she gets sick of the noise if I go on too long,
and she doesn't like me using her typewriter anyway."


          "Haven't you
ever heard of photocopiers you idiot?  We'll stop off at a
newsagent when I take you home and get it copied.  That will
save you typing it again."


          "I really
like typing, though I'm not as quick as I'd like to be.  I
don't get enough practise you see," Martin said, unaware that he
was chalking up another black mark against his mother in Jimmy's
mind.  "I wish I had a typewriter of my own.  I've tried
to save my pocket money for ages but a good portable which is what
I want, is really expensive, even second hand."


          "Well if you
keep on writing stories like this," Jimmy replied indicating the
folder, "I shouldn't think it will be very long before you can buy
several if you want to."


          "Do you
really think so?" Martin asked.


          "Of course I
do.  I wouldn't have said so if I didn't mean it.  You
worry a lot Martin, when you don't need to.  It seems to me
you have a lot of talent, so you should have more faith in yourself
and be positive about it.  Hell, I couldn't have written that
story and nor could anyone that I know.  It's really
good.  But you have to believe in it and not rely on
what other people think."


          "But Jimmy,
I do think that what I write is good as soon as it's
finished.  But almost always, when I read it again later, it
doesn't seem nearly as good as when I wrote it, and I want to tear
it up.  Mostly I do," he said sadly, "And then I wonder
afterwards if it was really as bad as all that and maybe I should
have kept it and tried to do something with it.  It's really
hard."


          Jimmy began
to wonder if some minor masterpieces had already been destroyed,
but decided that if Food Source had survived this ruthless
culling, Martin probably knew what he was doing when he tore up
most of what he wrote.  He didn't know much about how authors
worked, but he did know that a keen sense of self criticism was
essential in any artistic field, and Martin seemed to have
that.  And to spare.  He just hoped that the boy wasn't
too critical.  From what he knew of him this seemed rather a
forlorn hope and he registered a mental note to extract a promise
from Martin to show him anything that he thought had any merit
before getting rid of it.  He might also look into the
business of a typewriter sometime.  It was typical of Mrs
Martha bloody Jackson to put yet another obstacle in the kid's way,
and with this in mind, he set out to discover what she thought
about her son's writing.


          What he
heard added fuel to the cold anger he already felt towards her,
while not surprising him in the least.  Martin was not
consciously disloyal, but in his pleasure at having someone listen
to what he was saying for a change, he let slip far more than he
was aware of, and Jimmy was acute enough to read between the lines
and fill in the gaps.


          She didn't
appear to have the slightest interest in his work, but in the same
way that a person who wasn't fond of dogs might indifferently pat
one if it presented itself, she would occasionally look something
over if she had the time, and was not too occupied with other
things.  It was clear to Jimmy that she considered Martin's
writing a waste of time which could be better spent in
studying.  In fact, although he wasn't to tell Jimmy this for
a long time, Martin had never shown her anything that he thought
had any real merit since that essay on his family five years
earlier, so perhaps she had reason for her lack of interest.


          She seemed
to Jimmy to have a strangely ambivalent attitude towards her
son.  On the one hand she clearly expected him to work hard
and do well at school, while on the other, she didn't seem to give
him any praise or encouragement to do so.  It was no wonder
the kid was such a mess he decided.  It's going to be a real
pleasure to do something about her, not just for himself, but for
Martin as well.  It's a shame I have to use him but there's no
other way I can get at her, he decided.  But if I can
get Brian or someone else interested in what he writes, she won't
like that at all, and it will do the kid some good at the same
time.


          Having
salved his conscience in advance as it were, he had no qualms about
encouraging Martin to talk.  While lending a sympathetic ear,
he was careful to make no outright criticism of her or of his
father.  There would be plenty of opportunity for that later
when he knew him better.


          Although he
had cut the strings tying him to his own parents totally and
abruptly when it became clear that they were not going to accept
him as he was, he could see that Martin would need a lot more
confidence before he was ready to do the same.  He'd do what
he could to encourage him, and thought again that his friends would
probably help as well, once they got to know him.  But how to
introduce him to Marion, Tim, Brian and Michael, was going to be a
problem.  They knew him well enough to recognise instantly
that his plans for Martin included something a lot closer than mere
friendship.


          Brian and
Michael, in particular, would be worried about him from a legal
point of view.  Although there had been campaigns to lower the
age of homosexual consent for years, there seemed to be little
likelihood of it ever happening under a government dominated by
homophobes like the Party Chairman who had stated publicly that if
he had his way, instead of the age of homosexual consent being
lowered to seventeen as had been suggested, it would be raised to
seventy!


          Jimmy had
borne this in mind when he'd discovered that Martha Jackson had a
son and started making his plans.  But those plans had never
included introducing that same son to his adult friends in general,
and his solicitor in particular.  How to do it was going to
take a lot of thought, but he had no doubt that he would come up
with a strategy when the time came.


          The first
thing to establish though was if the boy really was what he
thought.  He was almost certain, Martin's quick glance at him
in the toilet the day they'd met could have been simple boyish
curiosity, but he didn't think so.  If that had been the case,
Martin would have looked at him longer, in spite of his shyness, to
check him out.  All boys did it, it was part of growing
up.  The fact that Martin had turned away after the briefest
of glances and then studiously avoided looking in that direction
again, told the experienced Jimmy that he was afraid of letting his
interest show in case it gave anyone ideas about him.  It
would do no harm to make sure though, so he led the conversation on
to girls.


          He got no
reaction from the boy beside him, and when the opportunity arose,
started to talk about boys that he had known.  Without
actually saying so, he managed to let Martin know that he had had
several male affairs, and was pleased to see him discreetly cross
his legs to disguise the activity in his lap.  Satisfied, he
let the subject drop and encouraged him to talk about his writing
again.


          By the time
they parted at Martin's gate, having parked the car some distance
away on the pretext that he needed to walk a bit for exercise,
Jimmy felt he knew enough about the boy to finalise his plans.

 

 










Chapter 11
New Chapter


        
 After the pleasure of the day spent with Jimmy, the
following day when he returned to school was a nightmare.  His
enemies had spent the time he was away recruiting their forces and
it started as soon as he walked through the school gates.  At
first it was the odd jostle and remarks under the breath, just loud
enough for him to hear, but as the day wore on it became more
serious, with thumps as people bumped into supposedly by accident,
with fake and hypocritical apologies afterwards.  It was done
quietly and never where anyone in authority could see.


          The remarks
too became louder and more spiteful until by dinnertime, he was so
miserable that all thoughts of Jimmy had been driven out of his
head.  He was given a hard time by the teacher in the last
period before lunch because he asked to go to the toilet about ten
minutes before the end of the lesson.  He needed to go
sometime but would be completely at everyone's mercy if he went
during break.  No teacher ever went near the toilets and he
would get no help from anyone if he was trapped
there. 


          After
enduring several sarcastic comments on the subject of little boys
who weren't toilet trained, he was permitted to leave the room, too
worried and miserable to feel resentment at the teacher's
remarks.  It avoided the most dangerous time but he still had
to endure the taunts through the hour long break, and they were
beginning to take on a vicious edge that really worried him.


          The story of
what he and Alan had been doing seemed to have permeated through
entire student body, spread of course by Ross and his
friends.  There was absolutely nothing that he could do about
it.  If he approached a member of staff, Ross would have no
scruples about telling what he had seen, and from there it would be
a short step to his mother finding out.  I'd rather die than
that he thought, and seriously wondered how he would set about it
if he need to.  Even boys be didn't know were talking about
him.  As he wandered miserably around the playground, trying
to stay within view of the teacher on duty, it seemed to him in his
hypersensitive state that everyone was looking at him, and that
conversations stopped abruptly as soon as he came within earshot, a
sure sign that they had been talking about him.  He saw Alan
across the playground several times but to his relief the younger
boy made no attempt to approach him.


          By the end
of the afternoon, with a splitting headache, he managed to reach
the gate by simply ignoring everyone.  He was lucky in that
there were several teachers in the vicinity so he escaped the
physical roughing up that he had received during the day, but heard
several vicious remarks, some from boys he had never even spoken
to.  It confirmed his worst fears, but by then his headache
was so bad he had no energy for anything else, so it was possible
to ignore them.


          The rest of
the week was not quite so bad as far as the majority of the school
were concerned, but Ross was loudly addressing him as 'bumboy'
whenever he saw him, and he was petrified that it would come to the
ears of the staff and thence to his mother, as one of the worst
weeks in his life dragged on and on.


          By Friday,
after being followed part of the way home by Ross and his gang, all
calling him a queer and worse in voices loud enough to be heard by
anyone passing, he was in such a bad state when he got home that he
checked how many paracetamol tablets were left in the bottle. 
It was typical of the sort of week he'd had that there were only
four.  He cried himself to sleep that night and looked so worn
the next day that the normally unobservant Martha made a mental
note to get him back to the doctor if he hadn't improved by
Monday.  On Sunday however, she decided that he was well
enough to be left at home after Mass while she went to visit
friends.  Left on his own, he screwed up his courage and
phoned Jimmy.


          While
waiting for him to answer, he chickened out and put the phone down,
then spent the next thirty minutes dithering and trying to gather
enough courage to dial again.  When he finally did so, Jimmy
answered before he could change his mind and put the receiver down
again.


          "It's me,"
he said in the gruff voice he used when he wasn't sure of
himself.


          "Hi Martin,
I'm glad you called.  Are you okay to talk?"


          "Yes. 
She's out."


          "Good. 
How've you been kiddo?"


          "Okay."


          "You don't
sound okay.  Something wrong?"


          "Well …
" Martin replied, then stopped.


          "Well
what?"


          "I don't
want to talk about it," Martin said in such a small voice that
Jimmy's sympathy was aroused.


          "Look, can
you come out for a bit?" he asked in a worried voice.


          "Yeah. 
She's out for the day."


         
"Right.  I'll meet you at the corner in ten minutes."


          " 'kay
Jimmy.  Bye."


          He put the
phone down, feeling very much happier, and walked to the place
where Jimmy had dropped him the last time they were together. 
I could walk all the way to his flat if I had to he thought, it's
not all that far.  But the fact that Jimmy was prepared to
come and fetch him gave him a warm, comfortable feeling and he
could even have taken the appearance of Ross in his stride just
then.  It was surprising what talking to Jimmy for a minute or
two could do, he mused, why didn't I phone him in the week when
things were so bad?  But the thought of telling Jimmy what had
caused his terrible week was reason enough not to have done
so.  It was too risky.  Jimmy would probably hate him
like everyone else if he knew what he and Alan had done.  But
walking to the corner had a soothing effect and when he saw the
mini approaching, there was no room in his mind to think of
anything but Jimmy.


          "I'm taking
you back to the flat for lunch," Jimmy said as he opened the
passenger door.  He looked awful he thought, noting the dark
circles under Martin's eyes and his pale face.  What's wrong,
and why doesn't that bloody woman do something about it?  If
he were mine I'd take better care of him.  Oh yes? his
conscience asked, and what about your plans for him?  I said
if, he told himself.  He isn't mine, but if
he was …


          "I suppose
you want syrup to drink," he said when they arrived at the
flat.


          "Huh?"
Martin said inelegantly.


          "Coffee with
about twenty spoons of sugar."


          Martin gave
him a very small smile and said simply, "Yes please."


          Jimmy looked
at him then quietly made the coffee while thinking deeply. 
When he brought him the mug, Martin was staring into space.


          "Here you
are.  Only nineteen spoons, I'm putting you on a diet."


          Martin shook
his head slightly and gave him another small smile, "Thank you
Jimmy."


          Jimmy waited
a minute and then when it was obvious that he wasn't going to say
anything else said, "Okay, kid, give.  What's wrong?"


          "Nothing,"
Martin muttered.


          "Come on
Martin, what's wrong?"


          "It's just
that, well … I had a bad week at school, that's all," he said
reluctantly.  "It's not important.  Now," he added after
a moment's thought.


          "So tell me
anyway."


          "Please
Jimmy, when I'm with you I can forget about things for a bit. 
I don't want to talk about it.  Really."


          Jimmy looked
at him measuringly, wondering if he should push it or leave it
until later.  He decided on the second course but determined
to make Martin talk before he took him home.


          "Well, we'll
leave it, but only for the time being.  By the way, I sent
your stories to that friend of mine to read.  I haven't heard
from him yet," he said, intercepting Martin's look, "Probably
because he's always busy but as soon as he's read them I'll let you
know what he thinks.  Have you written anything else since I
saw you?"


          "No," Martin
told him, "But I've got one or two ideas.  Do you mind if I
don't tell you about them?  I'm not sure if they're any good
or not."


          His voice
was more animated and Jimmy encouraged him to talk generally, then
took him into the kitchen to help prepare the food.  By the
time it was ready, Martin had relaxed and become, for him, quite
chatty.  Jimmy wasn't fooled though.  There was a major
underlying worry and he wanted to get to the bottom of it.  He
gave him a tiny glass of wine to drink with his lunch hoping that
it might loosen him up enough to confide in him, and kept the
conversation general.  He noticed that even when he asked
Martin about his holiday dates, the reminder of school made him get
tense and he had some difficulty in getting him to relax again.


          But by the
end of the meal Martin was very slightly tipsy, feeling better and
even rather confidant.  He wasn't used to wine, his mother
never allowed him to have it.  Jimmy made a mental note not to
give him too much in future.  Having the kid turn into an
alcoholic didn't figure in his plans.


          In spite of
his tactful probing, he was unable to overcome Martin's resistance
and learned no more about his problems than that they were caused
by his peers rather than his teachers.  Heartily ashamed of
the episode with Alan, Martin was determined not to tell Jimmy
about it and in any case, had been brought up in the belief that it
was up to him to sort out his problems, without asking for
help.


          When he
seemed close to the point of tears, Jimmy desisted and turning the
conversation to music discovered that although he wasn't very
knowledgeable, Martin's tastes were similar to his own.  For
the rest of the afternoon, they listened to music and talked about
any subject that occurred to them, with the exception of school and
Martin's mother.


          By the time
he dropped him off at what Martin was beginning to think of as
their corner, Jimmy though still worried, felt that the
boy was in better shape than he'd been when he picked him up at the
same place that morning.

 


          That evening
Jimmy went to the George and Dragon with the sole purpose of
getting his face known to Martin's father and his companion. 
He wasn't ready to approach them yet, but when he did make a move,
wanted to do it as someone familiar, not as a total stranger. 
He spent a boring hour, as he had done a couple of times earlier in
the week, then went home still thinking seriously about Martin.


          He found him
interesting as well as attractive.  He had a good mind and his
stories would have seemed good to him if written by an adult, let
alone by a fifteen year old.  He enjoyed Martin's company even
though he was hard going at times.


          He was about
to go to bed when the phone rang.  It was Marion, asking him
when they were going to see him and inviting him to have supper
with Tim and herself the following Saturday.  Knowing that he
wouldn't be able to see Martin that day he accepted and at the same
time dropped a few hints that he had been seeing someone which was
why he hadn't been in touch recently.  As soon as he mentioned
it, he wondered why he'd done so.  It was exactly the wrong
thing to say if he was going to introduce Martin to them as just a
youngster he was interested in.


          Marion was
delighted.  Ever since Jon had died she had been telling him
that life wasn't over and that someone else would come along for
him, but she tactfully refrained from questioning him when she
sensed that he wasn't ready to talk about it yet.


          Jimmy
decided against phoning Brian to ask him if he had read the stories
yet, and went to bed where he slid into a satisfyingly erotic
fantasy about Martin before going to sleep.


          Martin
phoned him twice during the week and seemed to be less tense when
they arranged to meet on Sunday if he was able to get away. 
It wasn't too bad a week, certainly a lot better than the week
before, as apart from Ross whom he did his best to ignore, the
other boys seemed to have forgotten about him.


          He did have
a bad moment though, when Alan caught up with him after school and
asked if he could walk home with him.  Just as if nothing had
happened, Martin thought angrily, looking around to make sure
no-one was watching.  If it hadn't been for him …


          "Alan,
you're loony," he said quickly.  "For Christ's sake, haven't I
gone through enough because of you?"


          Alan
appeared genuinely astonished.  "Come off it Martin, you
enjoyed it."


          Martin was
about to deny this, when honesty made him hesitate.  "I didn't
enjoy what happened afterwards," he said grimly.  "And if they
see me talking to you it will start again just when it's beginning
to die down."


          "So who
cares?"


          "I do,"
Martin said angrily.  "Haven't you heard what they've been
calling me?"


          "They used
to do it to me too, but it soon stopped," Alan replied
blithely.  "I don't let it worry me."


          "It's all
right for you," Martin told him bitterly.  "You didn't see
what they did to me after you ran out and left me."


          "Martin I'm
sorry but what else could I do?  Anyway it's over now. 
And I still fancy you," he added softly.


          "It won't be
over if they see you talking to me, they'll start again," Martin
said with conviction.  "I don't want to see you again
anyway."


          "Don't be
like that.  I want to see you again," Alan said
significantly, glancing down.  "I liked what I saw.  I
never thought you'd be so big."


          Martin went
red and at the same time got really angry.  It was bad enough
Ross saying he was like an elephant but to hear Alan saying
something similar was too much.  Never having had anyone to
compare himself with, apart from Alan who was smaller, he was
beginning to feel like a freak.


          "Well I
don't want to see you," he said, knowing deep down that he was
lying, "Leave me alone.  Okay?"


          "You enjoyed
it.  Go on, admit it," Alan said still smiling.  "You'll
enjoy it again."


          "Alan. 
Just fuck off!" he said with a viciousness that astonished
himself.  "I don't want to talk to you ever again."  He
turned and walked away.


          Alan looked
after him for a minute then shouted, "Well fuck you too, Martin
Jackson."


          Martin, ears
burning, ignored him and continued on home.


          In bed that
night he thought back to that fatal afternoon and admitted to
himself that he had enjoyed it.  The sex that
was.  It was almost the first time that he had seen an erect
penis apart from his own and it had fascinated him.  While
changing for swimming or games he had occasionally caught glimpses
but they had always been soft, and while instinct told him that
they all got bigger when they were hard, it had been somehow
reassuring as well as exciting to see someone else's in that
condition.


          From Alan
his thoughts moved to Jimmy, recalling what he'd looked like and
wondering how big he got.  He was ashamed to be
thinking of a friend this way but unable to stop himself.  It
was with difficulty that he prevented himself from masturbating
before he went to sleep.  This was always a major battle and
one in which he was seldom the victor but he managed it, only to be
woken in the middle of the night at the conclusion of a highly
explicit wet dream involving Jimmy, which made him blush in
retrospect.


          One would
think that having come the way he had just done (and what was he
going to do about the stained sheets?) he would be able to go to
sleep again.  But try as he might his erection refused to
subside and eventually in desperation, after an hour of tossing and
turning, he decided to hell with it, and guiltily enjoyed himself
while recalling the dream.  As a sleeping pill it worked
brilliantly and he was asleep five minutes after he'd ejaculated,
before he had even recovered enough to clean himself up.


          Following a
suggestion from Jimmy he had gradually been bringing the name of a
friend into his conversations with his mother and by Sunday, had
persuaded her that he was going to spend the day with 'Alex'. 
He knew that he was taking a chance and that she might insist on
phoning 'Alex's' mother to check that it was all right, but
fortunately Martha had a lot of work to prepare and was pleased to
have him out of the way for most of the day.  He would have
been delighted to have got out of going to confession and Mass as
well, but knew that there was absolutely no chance of that.


          Confession
in particular, had been a problem for him since his voice broke,
and he hated having to tell the parish priest who knew him and his
mother well, about his most intimate thoughts and actions.  In
fact, he had never told the truth and the man's suspicious
questioning was starting to get him down.  He had been taught,
well before it became such a major factor in his life, that sex
before marriage constituted a serious sin, and he had quickly
learnt that masturbation carried the same penalty.  Even
thinking about it was just about as bad.  This seemed
extremely unfair to him and as he had both masturbated and thought
about it endlessly and thus already condemned himself totally, it
didn't seem as if it would make much difference if he continued to
do both.


          The
rationalisation however, hadn't alleviated his guilt one little
bit.  And when it became clear to him that the most
insignificant thought or act of a homosexual nature was worse than
all the others put together, he had simply given up and been lying
to his confessor ever since.  That the man didn't believe his
denials was becoming painfully obvious.  Waiting to follow his
mother to confession before Mass, instead of making his preparation
as he was supposed to, he was thinking mutinously that he was going
to give up all this confession rubbish just one of these days.


          He was
unprepared for the attack that the priest launched on him in the
confessional.  He had completed his usual list of minor sins,
losing his temper, being cheeky to his teachers and so on, when he
was asked if he had indulged in any impure thoughts.  Switched
back from the autopilot he used on these occasions (he had been
struck by an idea for a story and had been working out the details
while awaiting penance and absolution) he denied it
indignantly.  But this time, the priest was not going to be
put off.


          "Don't lie
to me.  I know what you've been doing and it's a mortal sin as
you very well know."


          Oh Christ
Martin thought, someone's been telling him about me and Alan. 
Strangely, after a brief moment of panic, instead of making him
feel bad the accusation had exactly the opposite effect and he lost
his temper.


          "I'm sick of
people accusing me of things I haven't done," he said in a furious
whisper before he had time to think.  "And I've had about
enough of this confession stuff too."


          With that he
got off his knees, swept the curtain back and stalked back to his
seat next to his mother, having deprived the astounded cleric of
speech.  He very nearly walked right out of the church but
fortunately wiser counsel prevailed.  His mother, saying her
own penance, gave him a long suffering look when he didn't
immediately kneel down, so sensibly, he knelt beside her and closed
his eyes.


          His anger
which had been diminishing rose again when the priest took as his
theme for the sermon, sinners who thought that no-one knew what
they were up to.  But God did, he thundered from the
pulpit.  God knew everything single thing they did, and when
the time came, He would punish them as they so justly deserved.


          Convinced
that this was aimed directly at him and that everyone in the church
knew it, Martin sat there, prey to a mixture of fury and
shame.  He refused to follow his mother to communion, partly
in defiance and partly due to guilt at the knowledge that he was
now doubly in a state of mortal sin.  As the thought took root
he began to be afraid, not of the sin, but of the priest's reaction
to his aborted confession.  However, by the time Mass ended he
had recalled that what was said in the confessional was secret and
could never be revealed for any reason whatsoever.  But
he knows he thought, glaring at the man and resenting the
invasion of his privacy.


          On the way
home when his mother asked why he hadn't gone to communion, he
simply said that he had felt sick.  She looked at him sharply
but didn't make an issue of it just then, and beyond that he
refused to think.


          Jimmy was
waiting for him when he reached the corner and he immediately felt
soothed by the older boy's welcoming smile.  At least someone
likes me he told himself, and as long as Jimmy does, I don't care
about anyone else.  He was ridiculously happy at the thought
and gave Jimmy the widest smile he had ever done, his usual
slightly sullen face taking on an animation that made Jimmy smile
back at him.

 


          Jimmy was
feeling in a particularly sunny mood himself.  He had visited
Tim and Marion the previous evening as arranged, and while helping
her in the kitchen had mentioned again that he was seeing
someone.  Marion had dropped the oven gloves she was wielding
and given him a sisterly kiss but with her usual tact, refrained
from pressing him for details.


          Her obvious
approval had pleased him and when they took the food to the dining
room, he was even more pleased to find that Brian had arrived.
 He hadn't known that he'd been invited as well.


          After the
greetings were over and the conversation had become general, Brian
had turned to him saying, "By the way Jimmy, who is the person who
wrote the stories you sent me to read?  It wasn't really you
by any chance, was it?"


          Jimmy had
known this would come up sooner or later, and unable to make up his
mind how to handle it, had decided just to take it as it
came.  "I should be so lucky!  What did you think of
them?"


          "What's this
Brian?" Tim broke in.


          Brian turned
to him.  "He sent me some short stories to read and I wondered
if he'd written them himself.  They're very good, you know,"
he went on, turning back to Jimmy, "Especially the last one. 
I can't say I enjoyed or even liked it, but it certainly got to
me!"


          "Jimmy, you
never said anything about this to me," Marion said, intrigued.


          "They were
written by someone I met recently and I wondered if anyone else
would think they were as good as I did, so I sent them to Brian to
look at," he said easily.  "Do you think they're good enough
to be published Brian?"


          "I really
don't know.  The third one in particular is extremely well
written, but it's a horrifying story on a horrifying theme, and I
imagine only a Science Fiction magazine would be interested in
it.  Why doesn't the author, whoever it is, send it to a
couple of editors?  I don't actually know any myself, but I
should think that would be the best place to start.  Who is it
by the way?"


          Jimmy looked
up to see Marion looking at him quizzically and silently mouthed
'help' at her.  Coming to his rescue she said, "Whoever wrote
them, I want to judge for myself.  Are they all short
stories?"


          "Yes. 
There are three of them," Brian told her.  "It's the one
called Food Source that I was talking about.  I have
seldom read anything that packs such a punch into so short a
space.  It's only a few pages long, but it sent shivers up my
spine.  I won't say any more about it because it would lose
it's impact, but I'll leave all of them for you to read if that's
okay Jimmy?"  Jimmy nodded.  "Wait until you have no
distractions before you read them Marion, and read the other two
first."


          "Right, I
will," she said and led the conversation into other channels. 
Only afterwards, when Jimmy went into the kitchen to help her with
the coffee did she say, "He's the person you were talking about
seeing, isn't he, your mysterious author?  It's okay, I won't
pry into your secrets Jimmy.  You can tell me about him when
you're ready."

 


          Jimmy waited
until they reached the flat before telling Martin about it and was
touched when he saw his small face light up.  He had been
proud to show off the boy's talent the night before and pleased
with the impression it had made on Brian.  All in all, with
Marion's help, he had laid the groundwork, and handled it pretty
well he decided.  Sometime soon he would casually drop
Martin's name into the conversation.  He had no doubt that
Marion would have mentioned what he had told her to Tim, and
probably to Brian too after he left, exactly as he'd intended.


          While he and
Martin had lunch, they discussed Brian's suggestion about sending
the story to an editor.  Martin was rather unsure but Jimmy
overruled him and they agreed that Martin would type a perfect copy
of each of the three stories.


          "And make
sure you don't change a single word of Food Source," Jimmy
ordered  "I want it to go exactly as it is."  Shyly,
Martin promised, leaving Jimmy with an unusual feeling of
responsibility.  It was an odd sensation, and one that he had
not felt before, even for Jon.


          He had loved
Jon, but loved him as an equal who could look after himself. 
Martin was completely different.  He was so diffident and full
of complexes as well as being younger than himself, that he really
needed someone to look after him.  Although he seemed very
much happier than the last time they'd met, it was clear that there
was still something troubling him.  At times he would go off
into a dream and it was plain that his thoughts were not
particularly pleasant.  I wish he'd tell me about it Jimmy
thought, but when he asked, Martin simply said that he'd had a lot
of headaches recently, and was even reluctant to tell him what the
doctor had said about them.


          To Jimmy who
was seldom ill himself, it seemed on a par with the boy's life
generally that he should suffer from headaches as well, and again
wondered if there were some way that he could get Tim to take a
look at him.  It wouldn't be easy, he concluded, and
momentarily regretted that he had mentioned Martin to Marion. 
If he hadn't done so, he could have passed him off as a cousin or
something.  But there was no way he could do that now.


          It was a
pity he looked so young, he thought, glancing at Martin's
face.  If he at least looked older, it would be so
much easier to introduce him to his adult friends.  As it was,
he would just have to do his best and slowly get them used to the
idea as originally planned.  Except, as he reminded himself,
his original plans had never included introducing Martin to them in
the first place.


          When did
things change? he wondered.  At first he was just part of the
plan and now I'm feeling responsible for him.  It's because
he's so attractive he told himself, then changed his mind. 
No, it's more than that.  It's because he's also so
vulnerable, poor little brat.  If he was being properly looked
after I wouldn't feel like this because I wouldn't need to. 
As it is, I would like to pick him up and cuddle him, tell him that
everything is going to be all right then make it all
right.  He'd probably have a fit if I did cuddle him though,
much as I'd like to, and much as I think he needs it.  I don't
think he's had many hugs or cuddles so far.  Just nagging,
moans and complaints.


          "Wake up,
Martin," he said gently, and was amused when he apologised
guiltily.  "Shall we take the car and go out somewhere?"


          "Could we go
to the lake, where we went the first time?" Martin asked
eagerly.  "I liked it there."


          Jimmy
glanced at the watch which had once belonged to Jon.  "I don't
think we've got time, I don't want you home late in case your
mother starts, er, worrying.  How about Wimbledon Common
again?"


          "Yeah, that
would be nice."


          "Okay. 
We'll take some drinks and go and laze in the sun.  Will you
be all right to walk a bit?"


          "I'll be
fine, Jimmy.  In fact walking is good now.  I get stiff
if I sit for too long."


          "Has the
bruising gone away yet?" Jimmy asked, wishing that Martin would
offer to show him.


          Martin shook
his head, "Mn, mn.  If fact it's worse.  It's black, blue
and yellow.  Where it isn't purple," he added.  "It's the
about the worst bruise I ever had," he said with a touch of
juvenile pride.


          "Can I see?"
Jimmy asked, daringly.


          Martin
hesitated for a minute.  He had an urge to show him but
perhaps it wasn't quite as bad as he had painted it, and he was
afraid that Jimmy would think that he was pretending to be more
hurt than he was to get attention.  Or that he was just
showing off, for the same reason.


          "Alright,"
he said reluctantly and stood up.  He turned his back to
Jimmy, undid his zip and released his jeans.  He had intended
to take then down just a little way, but they fitted so loosely as
he let them go to pull down his underpants, they fell to his
ankles.  Jimmy's mouth went dry as Martin pulled the back of
his underpants down and craned his head over his shoulder to look
at himself.


          The bruise
was spectacular.  But even more so in Jimmy's eyes, was the
shape of the small bottom so innocently displayed.  Jimmy had
admired what he had seen of it when clothed, but out of the loose,
disguising jeans it was infinitely better.  Martin was one of
those rare males with a very narrow pelvis, who give the impression
that their hips have been compressed together and the muscles of
the buttocks squeezed backwards to make up for it.  Viewed
from the side, his flat stomach was very close to the small of his
back which then flared pertly backwards before curving in again to
join the backs of his slim but beautifully shaped legs.  If
the rest of him is anything like this, Jimmy thought, he is just
plain perfect.


          "Christ,
Mart, it looks terrible," he said, wracking his brains for
something to say that would keep the boy from pulling his pants up
again too soon.


          "It doesn't
feel as bad as it looks."


          "It must
have been agony when you did it."


          "I fainted,"
Martin told him doubtfully, not sure whether Jimmy would be
sympathetic or think him a weakling.


          The remark
was enough to lift Jimmy's admiring gaze to his face.  "You
never told me that," he said accusingly.  "Jesus, you could
have drowned if you had fallen with your face in the water."


          The concern
in his voice was balm to Martin's soul. "It's okay," he replied
with a small smile, "Nothing like that happened.  I'm still
here you know."


          Shaken,
Jimmy resumed his inspection.  "You worry me, you know
that?  You definitely need someone to look after you in the
bath!"


          Martin
blushed.  Jimmy's admiring gaze was having a serious effect on
the front of his underpants but he felt it would be impolite to
pull up the back until Jimmy had finished looking.  Jimmy
smiled and took the decision out of his hands by easing them up
gently himself.  He could see that the boy was getting
embarrassed, but couldn't resist touching him, however
briefly.  Martin's skin was warm and as smooth as silk over
the firm muscles.


          "After
seeing that, I'm surprised you can sit down at all," he said
reaching down and pulling up the boy's jeans then turning him round
to face him.


          "It doesn't
hurt now Jimmy, really.  At least not very much," Martin told
him as he quickly zipped himself up in case Jimmy planned to do
that as well.  Suppose Jimmy had accidentally brushed against
it?  As it was he had to ease the zip over what seemed to be
an embarrassingly large obstruction.


          "Well, you
should know.  But tell me straight away if you start getting
uncomfortable, okay?" He watched Martin fumbling with the zip,
noted the reason for it and turned away.  Just one of these
days, kiddo …


          Martin
nodded.  He was relieved to be covered again, but also sorry
in a funny sort of way.  I liked him looking at me he decided,
and felt ashamed that he had allowed Alan to look at him, and a lot
more intimately than that.


          Jimmy packed
some cokes into an old rucksack and when they reached the common,
they walked to the same sunny clearing they had occupied
previously.  After spreading the blanket, Martin lay on it on
his side while Jimmy sat leaning against a tree and regarded him
affectionately.  They were silent for a time and then Martin
said quietly, "Jimmy, can I ask you something please?"


          "Sure
Martin."


          "It's a bit
personal, so if you don't want to tell me, that's okay."


          Jimmy
wondered what was coming.  For a moment he thought that Martin
might ask him if he was gay but he dismissed the thought.  He
was far too shy.


          "You can ask
me anything you like," he said gently.


          "I wanted to
ask about your parents.  You never talk about them and I
wondered … I mean, what they were like.  But you don't
have to tell me if you'd rather not," he added hastily.


          "I don't
mind you asking," Jimmy told him.  "I don't get on with them
so I haven't seen them for quite a long time."


          "Oh.  I
thought maybe that they weren't alive.  Because of you being
able to buy the flat I mean."


          "I didn't
get the money from them, I inherited it when I turned
eighteen.  I wanted a place of my own because I wasn't happy
where I was living and Brian, my solicitor, who was also one of my
trustees, helped me buy it."


          Martin
looked at him, awed.  To have a solicitor of one's own struck
him as being very adult.  He wondered, with a touch of envy,
what it must be like to be so independent.


          "Wow, " he
said softly.


          Jimmy looked
at him, amused at his reaction.  "I have my own doctor too,"
he told him with a grin, "In fact he was my other trustee until my
eighteenth birthday, and he and his wife are also friends of
mine."


          Martin
looked down and traced the pattern of the rug with a vague finger.
"How old are you now?" he asked diffidently.


          "As old as
my face and a little older than my teeth," Jimmy replied promptly,
to see what happened.


          Martin
looked at him.  He had obviously never heard the phrase
before.  In fact Jimmy had no idea what had put it into his
head, he hadn't thought of it himself since he was about nine years
old, when it was all the rage in the playground.


          Martin
smiled.  "That's clever."


          "We used to
say it to each other at school when I was little," Jimmy told him
with an answering smile.  "Actually I'm eighteen.  I
won't be nineteen until next year."


          "Good,"
Martin said with satisfaction.  "That gives me plenty of time
to think of a present for you."


          "You don't
have to give me presents.  Anyway your birthday comes
first."


          He could
have kicked himself immediately the words were out of his
mouth.  How was he supposed to know when Martin's birthday
was?  Fortunately Martin was thinking of something else and
didn't notice.


          "It's a
lovely flat.  Did it cost a lot?"


          For a moment
Jimmy wondered if Martin was trying to find out how much money he
had but one look at the boy's face told him otherwise.  He was
simply interested.

"I wish I had a place of my own," Martin went
on enviously before he could reply, "It would be great.  I
don't suppose I ever will have though.  I haven't got any rich
relatives as far as I know," he added regretfully.


          "You can
always come and live with me," Jimmy said, before he thought.


          Martin
smiled a little sadly.  "Thanks Jimmy, " he said
gratefully.  "But I don't think it would work."


          "Why
not?"


          "You've only
got one bedroom," Martin pointed out innocently.


          Jimmy almost
said 'What's wrong with that?  We could share it, and the bed
too,' but stopped himself in time.  "That could be a problem,"
he agreed solemnly.  "But I suppose we could work something
out.  I could sell the flat and buy one with two
bedrooms."


          "No," Martin
said quickly. "Don't do that, I like it.  It's, it's a …
a happy place.  Please don't sell it."


          "Okay, I
won't," Jimmy told him, surprised at his vehemence.  Surely it
couldn't be that important to him?  He had only been there a
couple of times.


          "I'm sorry,"
Martin said suddenly, "It's none of my business what you do with
it."


          "It's okay,
Martin.  I wasn't being serious," and wondered whether he
hadn't been serious about sharing the flat, or about selling
it.  Looking at his companion he decided that on balance it
was the latter.  The thought of sharing anything with Martin
was surprisingly appealing.


          Martin
looked at him doubtfully but seemed content to let the subject
drop.  Jimmy's remark however, had struck a chord in his
heart.  For a moment he'd had a vision of himself living
happily with Jimmy, away from his mother and preferably, away from
the school and Ross as well.  But it had been an all too brief
dream.  It would never come true.  Jimmy was being polite
because he was kind, that was all.  With an effort, he pulled
himself together and listened to what Jimmy was saying, but for a
long time afterwards, a part of him hankered for the dream.


          "Anyway,"
Jimmy was saying, "My folks made it obvious that they disapproved
of me so after I left school I started living on my own which they
didn't like at all, and when I bought the flat, they didn't like
that either.  I haven't seen them for over a year.  They
haven't even been to the flat."


          Martin
nodded.  It seemed to parallel his own experience of
parents.  But looking at Jimmy, he found it hard to believe
that anyone, even a parent, could disapprove of him.


          "Was it
always like that?  I mean didn't you get on with them even
when you were little?" he asked curiously.  It was a measure
of how relaxed he was beginning to feel that he could ask, without
assuring Jimmy that he didn't need to answer if he didn't want
to.


          "No, it was
different then.  Up until I was sixteen, they were very proud
of me.  Too proud, maybe.  But when I started growing up
they thought I'd changed and they didn't like it.  I hadn't
changed of course, inside I was just the same as I'd always
been.  It was just that they hadn't realised what I was really
like until I got old enough not to hide it from them.  I
didn't turn out to be the sort of son they wanted, and they
resented it."


          "Did it
worry you?"


          "Yeah, it
did.  I had a lot of … trouble when I was sixteen, and
they didn't support me because they thought I'd let them down and
disgraced them.  They've never forgiven me, so it's better
that we don't see each other."


          "I hate
parents," Martin said, angry on Jimmy's behalf.  "Why do they
have kids if they're going to treat them like that?"


          Jimmy
smiled, touched by this partisanship.  "I don't suppose they
even think about it when they're having them, and expect the kids
to be perfect.  Just like they think they are!"


          "Well
I think it's disgraceful," said Martin firmly.  "I
wouldn't treat any kids of mine like that no matter what they
did.  Not that I'm going to have any of course, because …
" he stopped abruptly, and went crimson.


          Jimmy took
pity on him and said easily, "I think you're right.  I'm not
going to have any either.  There are far too many people in
the world as it is."


          Martin
followed this conversational lead gratefully and gradually regained
his composure.  When he thought how close he had come to
blurting out what he was, he felt quite dizzy.  Fortunately
Jimmy didn't seem to have noticed.  If I told anyone
he mused, it would be him, but if it made him get cold and nasty
like everyone else, I couldn't bear it.  I'm not taking any
chances, he's too important to me.  He's my only friend and
I'm not going to spoil that for anything.


          Jimmy looked
at his troubled face and wondered what was going through his
mind.  He knew what Martin been about to say and was
disappointed when he stopped himself.  But he could wait and
wouldn't urge the boy to commit himself until the time was
right.  For both of them.


          As the
afternoon wore on they talked lazily, exploring each others minds
and attitudes, often disagreeing, but just as often discovering
with pleasure that their views were very similar.  Jimmy was
knowledgeable about classical music which Martin also enjoyed,
though without knowing very much about it, and they spent a long
time discussing their favourite composers.  When Jimmy learnt
that Martin had never been to the opera, he made a mental note that
somehow or other he was going to take him.  It wouldn't be
easy to arrange but it would be well worth it to see his
enjoyment.


           By the
time they reluctantly decided they should make a move, they had got
to know each other on a much deeper level than before, and their
friendship had expanded to encompass their mental as well as
physical  attributes.  The traffic was not all one
way.  Although there was no doubt that Martin was desperately
in need of Jimmy's understanding and friendship; Jimmy, cut off
from people his own age and dependent on the company of Jon's
friends, half a generation older than his own, found much pleasure
in Martin's companionship.


          When he was
with his older friends, he was definitely the youngster of the
group.  They were all, especially Marion, very fond of him but
inevitably thought of him as being far less mature than
themselves.  When he was with Martin on the other hand, not
only was he three years older but he was far more experienced and
he found the younger boy's admiration of him touching.  It
made him want to shield Martin and look after him.  If he'd
ever had a younger brother he would have felt the same way about
him, but Martin wasn't his brother, something he was heartily
thankful for.


          He seemed to
find something new to admire in Martin each time they met.  He
enjoyed the way for instance, that he sometimes went off into
thought, then came up with a comment that went right to the heart
of what they'd been discussing.  Martin had a very good mind
and he could feel his own wits sharpening in order to hold his own
when they were together.

It was a very satisfying afternoon and they
were both sorry when it came to an end.  As they walked to the
car, Jimmy put a hand on his neck.  Martin missed a step, but
politely allowed the hand to stay there for a little while before
shrugging out of Jimmy's grip on the pretence of needing to tie one
of his shoelaces.

 

 










Chapter 12
New Chapter


 

          After
he dropped Martin off Jimmy went to the George and Dragon.  If
not quite a regular, he was accepted as a fairly frequent visitor
now and was on nodding terms with most of the clientele, including
Joe and Steven.

They were standing as usual at the bar and he
waited until the person they were talking to moved away, then
leaving his table went to stand beside Steven who was ordering
another pint.  Watching his moment he turned and bumped
Steven's arm as if by accident, causing him to spill some of his
drink.  He was profuse in his apologies and immediately
ordered another round for both Steven and Joe and invited them to
join him at his table.  He had no worries about his offer
being refused.  Since he had started coming to the pub he had
seen the discreet interest shown in him by both men, and was not
surprised when his offer was accepted with alacrity.  They
introduced themselves and he was gratified to have it confirmed
that Joe's last name was Jackson.


          He made no
attempt to get on intimate terms straight away but set out to be
amusing, attractive, and just the tiniest bit flirtatious.  He
didn't need to make too much of an effort, both of them were
interested enough in him to make the conversational running, and
all he had to do was listen to what they had to say.  He found
Joe charming in a casual sort of way and wondered whether Martin
would ever be as light-hearted as his father appeared to be. 
Stevie, as he had introduced himself, was more of an enigma. 
He was much quieter for one thing, which wasn't difficult as Joe
talked so much, and seemed to be a serious young man with depths
that Jimmy found rather appealing.  He obviously adored Joe,
but was not above casting an appreciative eye over Jimmy in an
unselfconscious and completely open
fashion.        He would be the
one to work on.  It didn't take Jimmy long to discover that
although he didn't say much, when he did speak Joe listened and
took on board what he had to say, and frequently turned to him for
confirmation of his own remarks.  They seemed to have a
stable, affectionate and long standing association, and Jimmy felt
a touch of envy.  It was just the type relationship that he
and Jon had been developing.


          Listening to
Joe's voice, Jimmy could imagine what Martin would sound like in
about twenty years time although his use of words would always be
better than his father's.  He was far better read already and
Jimmy doubted if he would ever develop the slight coarseness that
seemed to be an integral, though not unattractive, part of Joe's
personality.


          Martin's
bone structure too was much more fine than Joe's but it was obvious
from whom the boy had inherited his beautiful hair and skin. 
Joe had to be in his forties but his skin was as smooth and clear
as Stevie's, who was a good few years younger.  Martin, when
he reached his father's age would look just like him Jimmy thought,
but a neater, smaller and very much more refined version.  Joe
was the casting as it came directly from the mould.  Martin
would be the highly finished and polished final article.


          He stayed in
their company for an hour, filing away in his mind various bits of
information, then went home satisfied that he had made a good start
in getting to know them.


          He went to
the pub twice during the following week.  They were not there
the first evening so he left after finishing his drink but on the
second occasion, when they seemed pleased to see him, he joined
them at the bar for half an hour or so and had a long conversation
with Steven when Joe was dragged off for a light-hearted game of
darts by a couple of friends.


          At the end
of the week, Marion rang him for their usual weekly talk, very
excited about Food Source.


          "This friend
of yours is very good," she told him. "I would really like to meet
him so I can tell people that I knew him before he became
famous."


          Jimmy
refused to be drawn on this but felt even more proud of Martin and
his talent.


          "Tim and I
met Michael the other day," she went on.  "He sends his
regards and although he couldn't promise anything, he's going to
show the story to someone he knows, a client who has something to
do with publishing," she ended on an excited note.


          Jimmy was
silent for a moment, thinking.  He was pleased, but at the
same time it was going to be difficult to keep Martin a secret and
he wished that he had never mentioned him or shown his work to
Brian.  He seldom made mistakes but it looked as if he might
have done this time, and it could become serious if he wasn't
careful.  A couple of years ago, he wouldn't have worried
about it, but he had learnt caution since then.  Sooner or
later he was going to have to produce Martin for everyone's
inspection and he still hadn't the slightest idea how to do it.


          "What's
wrong, Jimmy," Marion asked eventually.  "I thought you'd be
pleased."


          "I am
Marion, but … "


          "Jimmy, I
told you I wasn't going to poke my nose in," she said,
misunderstanding his silence.  "I was only joking about
wanting to meet him.  No that's not true, I do want to meet
him, of course I do.  But only when you're ready.  But I
am pleased that you're picking up your life again and I
can't help being a little bit curious.  We all are."


          The answer
having been dropped in his lap so to speak, Jimmy played
along.  "I know, Marion and I understand how you feel," he
told her.  "But it's all a bit strange and I'm not really sure
what I feel about it.  Can we leave it at that for the
moment?  I'm a bit confused about things."


          This was
perfectly true.  He liked Marion very much, knew that she was
fond of him in return and cared enough to take an interest in
everything he did.  Inevitably she was curious.  It was
something he hadn't taken into account when he had engineered that
first meeting with Martin, because he had never planned to get
involved with the boy in this fashion in the first place.


          "Okay Jimmy,
I understand.  You know we're here, all of us, if you want to
talk to someone."


          "Yes, I know
and I'm very grateful.  I just think this is something I need
to work out on my own.  I can't let you do my thinking for me
all the time," he said, trying to make a joke of it.


          "No of
course not," she answered with a slightly forced laugh.  "But
do tell your friend about Michael won't you."


          "Yeah, I can
phone him this evening when he gets home.  But on second
thoughts, I think I'll wait until there's something definite before
I tell him about it.  I don't want to raise his hopes for
nothing," he said.

 


          Martin
phoned after he got back from school on Wednesday, having wanted to
do so on both the previous two days but not having found the
courage.  It was fine when he was with Jimmy, he felt
confidant that Jimmy both liked him and wanted to have him around,
but as soon as he was on his own he started to have doubts.


          He sounded
depressed to Jimmy but as usual denied that anything was wrong,
though he did confess that he had bumped his spine which was
painful again.  By the time they had talked for twenty minutes
or so, he had cheered up and when Jimmy ordered him to phone
without fail as soon as he got home the next day, he said goodbye
and rang off feeling very much happier.


          He wasn't
able to speak to Jimmy the following day because his mother came
home early, but he called on Friday and was so relieved that it was
the weekend again, he sounded positively cheerful.  He
diffidently asked Jimmy if they could meet the next day as his
mother was having her hair done and he would be free all day. 
They couldn't meet on Sunday because she was taking him on a duty
visit to an elderly aunt of hers, and no excuse on his part short
of hospitalisation, would be considered.


          To his
relief, when she arrived home Martha herself suggested that he
didn't come with her the next day.  Occasionally she insisted
on his presence when she did the shopping after her weekly hair
appointment, but she was going on to meet a colleague she
explained.  He was to be home no later than six if he went out
himself, she warned him.  He was careful to efface himself
after supper and when she checked on him later, was diligently
doing his homework having forced himself to concentrate on it,
rather than daydream about Jimmy.


          He woke
early the next morning, spent a delicious ten minutes luxuriating
in the fact that it was Saturday and he was going to meet his
friend, had a quick shower and was downstairs with breakfast
prepared and on the table by the time Martha came down.  To
her impatient son she seemed to take an incredible amount of time
getting herself ready, but left eventually after giving him not
only his pocket money, but an extra pound as well.  The only
slightly sour note was her remark that it was high time that he had
his hair cut.


          After making
sure that she had driven off, he rushed to the phone, arranged with
Jimmy to pick him up in half an hour, did the washing up, hastily
ran the vacuum cleaner over the carpets and was out of the house
and waiting, five panting minutes early.  Jimmy was five
minutes late having been delayed by his neighbours as he left the
flat, but although worried, Martin was becoming slightly less
paranoid about whether their meetings would come off or not and
greeted him calmly when he finally drove up.  He didn't even
react when, as he got into the car, Jimmy put an arm around his
shoulders and gave him a quick hug while apologising for being
late.  He didn't, Jimmy noticed, lean towards him, but he
didn't tense up and pull away either.


          "I need to
do some shopping if you don't mind," Jimmy remarked as he put the
car into gear, "Is that okay?"


          Tempted to
say, anything is okay as long as I do it with you, Martin nodded
and asked what Jimmy needed to buy.


          "Well we
need food, but I also want to buy something else and I need your
help to choose it."


          Martin
raised an enquiring eyebrow at him, confidant enough in his company
now to indulge in small gestures like that, and secretly thrilled
at his use of the word 'we'.  Jimmy thought he looked very
cute, but refused to enlighten him.


          "You'll find
out," was all he would say.


          "My mother's
having her hair done so we'd better keep away from central London,"
Martin told him, taking it for granted that Jimmy would understand
what he meant.


          "Yeah I
know.  You told me last night," Jimmy reassured him. 
"We're going to Croydon."


          Satisfied,
Martin gave himself up to the pleasure of being in his company and
settled back with a sigh of happiness.


          They went to
the supermarket and after leaving their purchases in the boot of
the mini, Jimmy took him through the shopping centre to a side road
which ran parallel to the high street and was full of small,
interesting shops.


          There were
clothing stores, a photographic shop full of second hand equipment
at which Martin gazed longingly, shops selling fabrics, others
displaying furniture, cheap plastic toys and expensive continental
camping equipment.  The  pedestrianised street itself was
occupied by a large fruit and vegetable market, interspersed with
stalls selling batteries, blank audio tapes, cheap radios, more
clothing (especially jeans and anoraks), and all manner of small
household goods.  Jimmy was amused at Martin's fascination and
had difficulty dissuading him from buying a small twelve volt fan
for the mini.  It was so cheaply made it would probably fall
apart the first time it was used, if it didn't blow the entire
electrical system first.


          He put his
hand on Martin's neck and walked him on saying, "We can come back
later if you like."


          Martin's
instinct to pull away in case anyone was looking at them, but found
that he enjoyed the feel of Jimmy's warm, strong hand.  It's
because it's him he thought, I'd be embarrassed if it was anyone
else.  He was quite sorry when after steering him from the
bright sunlight into a dark and gloomy shop, Jimmy removed his hand
saying, "Here we are."


          Presumably
Jimmy had brought him here to make the mysterious purchase that
he'd mentioned earlier.  To his astonishment, once his eyes
had adapted to the dim light, he found that the shop dealt in
second-hand office equipment.


          There were
desks, adjustable typist chairs, filing cabinets, plastic letter
trays and all sorts of odds and ends piled up haphazardly anywhere
that there was a space.  There were even some old pre-decimal
tills.  But mainly, there were typewriters.  Everywhere
he looked there were machines balanced precariously on the desks,
the chairs and the tables.  They ranged from massively solid,
old fashioned machines that looked as if they would need two strong
men to lift them, to sleek, modern portables that made his fingers
itch to try them.


          Jimmy
grinned at the avid look on his face and said, "Well, we need one
and you're the typist, so choose."


          Martin
looked at him, too taken aback even to raise an eyebrow. 
"Jimmy, I don't know anything about typewriters," he
stuttered.  "I've used my mother's and the ones at school
but," he looked helplessly around the shop, "There're so many, I
don't know where to start."


          "Well it’s
got to be light for starters.  I don't want to strain a muscle
lifting it, so we can forget about those monsters."  He
indicated a desk groaning under the weight of three huge machines
that looked as if they had been designed and built by a steam
locomotive engineer.  Martin, who had never seen anything like
them in his life, was awe-struck.  It was rather like coming
face to face with a dinosaur he decided, and immediately wondered
if he could do a story about a talking one that bemoaned the morals
of the modern generation of typewriters and the sort of stories
written on them.  That way he could work in a dinosaur sort of
theme he decided.  I might even be able to make it funny he
thought happily, starting to work it out in his head, but was
recalled to himself by Jimmy's voice.


          "What were
you thinking about?" Jimmy asked curiously, thinking that he had
the look of someone both happy and serious at the same time.


          "Sorry
Jimmy," he said guiltily, "But looking at those typewriters gave me
an idea for a short story.  What did you say?"


          "I said, I
thought maybe something more like this," Jimmy replied smiling and
pointing to a modern daisy wheel machine sitting in pride of place
on a low filing cabinet.


          Martin
walked over, looked at it, and fell in love.  With difficulty
he forced himself to be critical.  It was a Japanese
typewriter made by Brother, a firm he had never heard of, very
neat, small, and amazingly light compared to his mother's ponderous
machine.  As he ran a tentative finger over the plastic case,
the owner of the shop appeared out of the shadows as if by
magic.


          "Good
morning.  Are you interested in that one?  I can plug it
in, if you'd like to try it."


          "Yes
please," Jimmy said, smiling at the look on Martin's face. 
Martin was too busy gloating over it to do more than nod.


          "It's one of
the best machines for it's price I have at the moment," the man
said, opening a small door at the back with clumsy fingers to take
out the mains lead.  Holding the plug in one hand, he gazed
rather helplessly at a trailing socket that was already crammed
with double adapters, into which had been plugged a positive bird's
nest of cables.  "You can see how neatly it all fits
together," he went on.  "Completely portable you know, just
needs to be plugged in.  I do have some golf ball machines
over there, but they are a lot more expensive.  Good machines
of course, really excellent.  But so very expensive," he added
mournfully, shaking his head sadly at the folly of
manufacturers.  Martin, choking down a giggle, began to wonder
how to work the man into his burgeoning story.


          With the air
of a Napoleon ordering troops into a battle that he wasn’t quite
sure they would win, the owner pulled out one of the
adapters.  Immediately several desk lights went out, plunging
half of the already dimly lit shop into stygian darkness. 
Looking dubiously at the socket in the resulting gloom he finally
managed, with some difficulty, to insert the plug of the
typwriter.


          "You switch
it on here," he told Martin, panting slightly from the
effort.  The typewriter made a soft chattering noise and the
daisy wheel revolved briefly.  "That's quite normal," he
explained, seeing the boy's surprise.  "All machines of this
type do it.  You soon get used to it," he added in a hopeful
voice.


          He inserted
a piece of paper, and pressed a key.  To Martin's surprise, he
had never seen a machine with this facility, the backing roller
revolved feeding the sheet into the correct position.  The man
released the key then stood back.  Martin felt shy about
trying in front of him and looked at Jimmy, who nodded
encouragingly and said, "Go on, Mart."


          He tried a
few tentative keys then gaining courage, typed a sentence.  It
was an odd experience for one used to heavy manual machines. 
The keyboard had a beautiful feel, very light, but positive and
responsive at the same time.  It felt right under his fingers,
but the daisywheel that actually printed the letters reacted quite
slowly, and it took him a few minutes to realise that he didn't
have to stop and wait for it to catch up with him.  With
increasing confidence his fingers began to move faster and he was
astonished at how effortless it was.  The lightest touch on a
key operated the daisy wheel while a gentle press of his little
finger activated the carriage return.


          Full of
excitement, he turned to his companion.  "It's beautiful,
Jimmy.  You try it."


          Jimmy
smiled.  "You'd show me up.  I can't type at all."


         
Nevertheless, Martin was so enthusiastic he tried a few keys so as
not to disappoint him.


          In his
eagerness, Martin quite forgot to be bashful and was asking the
shop owner to show him the functions of the various keys, including
an erase feature that he found miraculous.  He was persuaded
to try several other makes and models, but came back each time to
his first love.


          "If it were
me and I could afford it, this is the one I'd take," he told Jimmy
seriously.  "It just feels so right to me.  But you're
buying it Jimmy, so you must decide."


          "I trust you
kiddo," Jimmy smiled, taking out his chequebook.  "Besides, I
have a feeling you're going to be using it more than me."


          While he
completed the transaction Martin switched off the machine. 
The owner had found it's original box and he carefully packed it
away, delighted to see that even the instruction manual was
there.  As they left the shop, with Martin lovingly carrying
the box, the owner was ineffectually attempting to get his lights
working again.


          He could
barely wait, while Jimmy bought vegetables and fruit at the market,
to get back to the flat.  Taking pity on him, Jimmy hurried
up, took him back to the car and they drove home with Martin
positively chattering all the way.


          While Jimmy
made coffee, having replied to Martin's anxious enquiry that he was
quite happy for him to unpack and set it up, Martin placed it
carefully on the breakfast bar, plugged it into a convenient
socket, and switched it on.  Then his face fell.


          "Jimmy, we
forgot to get paper!"


          "Idiot,"
Jimmy said, shaking his head at him.  "Why didn't you remind
me?" then laughed at his disappointed expression.  He came
over, ruffled his hair gently and murmured briefly, "Bedroom, chest
of drawers, top left."


          Martin
pulled a face at him, shot out of the room and was back in seconds
clutching a ream of white paper.  Then he sat down and happily
typed the first page of his new story without further pause for
thought.


          The
typewriter was pure joy.  His fingers flew over the keys,
barely needing to touch them and he found a corresponding ease in
expressing his thoughts.  It was as if the typewriter, like a
neglected puppy delighted at having arrived in a good home, was
determined to make itself loved and wanted.  Jimmy, looking at
his absorbed face thought that he had never seen him look so
relaxed.  He is such a contradiction he mused, he has no
self-confidence at all when he deals with people, yet he's working
at that story totally sure of himself and what he's doing. 
I'm glad I got it for him.  Quietly so that he wouldn't spoil
his concentration he prepared a cold lunch, happy to let Martin
work until his inspiration flagged.


          After three
quarters of an hour of single-minded concentration, Martin looked
up to see a cup of stone cold coffee on the counter next to him and
Jimmy sitting opposite, watching him.  He looked guiltily at
the clock and said apologetically, "Why didn't you say something,
Jimmy?  Look at the time.  I'm sorry."


          "There's no
need to apologise, I didn't interrupt because I didn't want to stop
you.  How's it going?"


          "I think
it's quite good," Martin replied cautiously, "It's different to my
usual stories.  I'm a bit stuck at the moment.  I know
how I want it to end but I'm not sure how to go about it.  But
most of it's done."


          "Leave it
for a bit and have another go later," Jimmy said getting up and
coming round to his side of the breakfast bar.  "Do you still
like the typewriter?"


          Martin
swivelled round on the stool to face him, his eyes shining. 
"More than ever.  It's the best one I've ever used."


          "That's
good, because it's yours.  I know that you can't take it home
because you wouldn't be able to explain it to your mother, so I'll
keep it here and you can use it whenever you like."


          Martin
looked at him steadily for a moment.  He raised his arms and
for a moment Jimmy thought he was going to put them around him, but
changed his mind and dropped them again.


         
 "Jimmy," he said, clasping his hands tightly together in his
lap, "I can't take it.  It's so kind of you and I really
appreciate it, but I can't have it."


          "Just tell
me why not?" Jimmy demanded. "We'll call it an early birthday
present if you like."


          "It's too
expensive, that's why.  I can't let you buy me things like
this.  I, I just can't."


          He got off
the stool and took a step sideways to move past Jimmy.  He
felt close to tears and didn't want him to see.  Jimmy moved
in front of him and put both hands on the counter, trapping him
between his arms.


          "You listen
to me Martin Jackson.  I bought it for you because I wanted
to.  That's the first reason and as far as I'm concerned it's
reason enough.  But I did have another reason as well.  I
think that you're going to be a very good writer one day, in fact I
think you're a very good writer already, and I want to help you get
even better.  I thought you needed something like this to
inspire you and I was right, because I've been watching you while
you were working.  I don't know how good this story is until
you let me read it, but I could see that you were enjoying writing
it, and that's what counts."


          He looked at
Martin's unconvinced face and went on gently, "If I were your
brother, would you accept it?"


          "I suppose I
would, but you're not my brother.  Don't you see, I can't let
you spend your money on me like this.   You're, you're
my … " he swallowed hard, "My friend."


          He looked
down at his feet, feeling embarrassed thinking, I've buggered it up
now, for sure.


          Jimmy sighed
and transferred his hands from the counter to Martin's shoulders.
"Friends can give each other presents just as brothers can. 
Especially when they haven't got any brothers to give presents
to."


          Martin
looked up, his face troubled.


          "Jimmy," he
said in a low voice, still close to tears.  "I can't give
you anything.  That's the whole point.  I don't
have anything, except a bit of pocket money now and
then.  So what can I give you in return?"


          Jimmy gave
him a gentle shake.  "You're such an idiot, and I love you for
it."  (Careful, he told himself.)  "Don't you
understand?  You're going to give me presents, lots and lots
of them.  Every story you write on it is going to be a present
for me.  Presents don't have to be physical things, you know,
there are other things.  In fact giving people presents of
money, or things bought with money, is very easy when you've got
lots of money.  But you will give me really hard presents,
because you're going to work yourself to death giving me my
stories.  What I've done is nothing compared to what you're
going to have to do!  You're my slave from now on.  So
smile at me kiddo, and say sorry."


          Martin
looked at him indignantly.  "Sorry?  What for?" he asked,
his voice rising then cracking entrancingly on the last word.


          Jimmy
grinned.  "For being so cheeky to your elders."


          Martin
gasped.  "Me, being … " then broke off and began to
laugh, and found that without him noticing, Jimmy's arms had moved
around him and he was being hugged.  Somehow it didn't seem to
matter, in fact it was the second thing that day that felt just
right to him.  "Thank you so much," he said softly into
Jimmy's chest, capitulating.


          "That's
okay, kiddo," Jimmy replied, pulling his head against him as a
distraction so that he wouldn't notice the top of it being
kissed.  One step at a time he thought, as he reluctantly
released Martin after a very satisfying couple of minutes.

 


          After lunch
Jimmy asked if he wanted to carry on typing but Martin opted
against it, so they went outside and sat in the sun in Jimmy's part
of the garden.  They talked for an hour until a cold wind
drove them indoors again, decided that it was too chilly to go to
the common and listened to some music instead.  By then,
Martin was ready to sit at the typewriter again and half an hour
later had completed his story except for the title.  He made
some corrections by hand as he reread it while Jimmy was making
coffee, then while they were drinking it, shyly offered it to
him.  At the top of the first page he had added the line,
To my very best friend, Jimmy.  It was the first time
he had ever dedicated a piece of work. 


         
Jimmy had only read three of Martin's stories, and they had all
been on the serious side, hardly surprising considering the life
the boy led.  But this one was in a much lighter vein. 
It was clever, amusing and with an unexpected sting in the tail
that took him completely by surprise and made him smile in
appreciation.  It didn't have the quality of Food
Source, but in it's own way it was very good and showed it's
author in a completely new light.  He was astonished that it
could have been thought out and written so quickly, and it
illustrated how observant Martin was.  He had set it in the
typewriter shop and had noticed far more of his surroundings than
Jimmy had.  It included a brief word picture of the owner
which was both amusingly exaggerated, and instantly
recognisable.


          Feeling a
proprietorial interest as it had been dedicated to him, Jimmy made
several suggestions for the title but nothing seemed quite right
until he wondered out loud if they could make a pun out of it's
dinosaur theme somehow.  No sooner had he said it than Martin,
thinking furiously, shushed him violently, rushed to the typewriter
and rapidly re-wrote the first five paragraphs under the title
What Dino Saw, then added two more paragraphs later in the
story.  Reading what he had written, in spite of the
difficulties of following the crossings out and arrows to show what
paragraphs went where, Jimmy began to laugh in earnest and when he
had recovered, Martin received another hug which left him smiling
shyly, pink and breathless.


          "We make a
good team," Jimmy told him, his eyes dancing.


          Martin
smiled back and nodded at the typewriter.  "The three of
us."

 


          From then
on, they saw each other more often.  Martin would take a bus
to the flat several times a week to spend an hour or so at the
typewriter and also, encouraged by Jimmy's gentle persuasion, took
to doing most of his homework there too and as a result found
himself getting on better at school.  Homework, apart from
English, had been a matter of supreme indifference to him
previously but he found that working under Jimmy's interested eye
was, if not a pleasure, at least less of a chore.  He would
frequently look up to see Jimmy regarding him and would smile
before returning to his work.  He would far rather have been
talking to Jimmy or working at the typewriter, but without actually
putting it into words, Jimmy had made it clear that homework had to
be completed before he did anything else, and as he got into the
routine of it, he found he was even starting to enjoy some
subjects.


          Jimmy had a
very good ear and was reasonably fluent in tourist French and
encouraged Martin to start taking the language seriously. 
They would sit watching a teaching video or repeating the
vocabulary out loud when Jimmy put on one of the audio tapes that
were part of a French course he had inherited from Jon, and in
between times, would talk about his visits to France.


          "If I didn't
live here, that's where I would really like to live," he mentioned
to Martin one day.  "I like the people, I like their way of
life, I love the countryside and the weather is so much better in
the South."


          Martin,
listening enviously to his vivid descriptions, even started paying
some attention in class and due to his quick mind and excellent
memory, made more progress in a couple of weeks than he had done
over the last three years.  He did it to please Jimmy. 
It started off by being a small thing that he could do to thank
him, but it soon became a pleasure in itself and he asked Jimmy to
make a copies of the French tapes so that he could use them at
home.


          School was a
little better too.  Ross and company seemed to have forgotten
about him for the moment and he was left in peace for some
weeks.  What he didn't realise was that in spite of his
bravado, Ross was worried in case there were any repercussions
after the episode in the toilets, and was simply biding his time
until he was sure it was safe.


          Martin was
growing closer to Jimmy all the time and starting to think deeply
about their relationship.  There was no doubt that Jimmy was
fond of him, though there were times when he would suddenly seem
cold and distant.  These moods never lasted long and he would
shake them off, sometimes with an actual physical movement of his
head, but they puzzled Martin who try as he might, was unable to
account for them.  He wondered if they were caused by the
weather which after the warm and pleasant early spring had turned
cold and blustery.  He knew that Jimmy hated the cold, but he
himself would happily have put up with far worse to be there in the
flat with him, and would have considered the world well lost, had
he ever come across the phrase.


          Jimmy always
made sure that he was home well before his mother was due back from
work and never picked him up at the school in case word filtered
back to her.  They had a tacit understanding not to talk about
her, and when they made the arrangement about the telephone for
instance, neither acknowledged that they did it to ensure that she
didn't find out about them.  Jimmy had good reason not to
underrate her and had quickly realised that her phone bill was
going to rocket if he allowed Martin to telephone him too
often.  They arranged that Martin would dial his number, allow
it to ring twice, put the receiver down and repeat the
procedure.  That way he would know who was calling and that it
was all right to ring back straight away.  Martin jibbed a
little at this arrangement, arguing that it wasn't fair for him to
pay for their calls all the time, but allowed his objections to be
overcome.  Their conversations on the days when he didn't see
Jimmy were far too precious to give up.


          He did worry
about what he was costing Jimmy.  Not only did Jimmy feed him
often, but there were cokes, petrol when they went out, and of
course his typewriter as well.  The only thing he could do
until he was old enough to start earning a living, was to do his
best to improve his writing.  His tentative suggestion that he
get a paper round was vetoed instantly.


          "You don't
have time for that, kiddo," Jimmy told him firmly, "Because I want
you under my eye writing stories for me, not getting up in the
middle of the night to earn peanuts.  I'm not an elephant and
neither are you."


          Martin had
giggled entrancingly and justified his faith by writing a
ridiculous story about a baby elephant who ran away from home (he
lived in a circus) and because of his youth, could only get a job
that paid in peanuts, when what he really wanted was money so that
he could buy a sports car to show off in.


          Jimmy had
laughed heartily as he read it, said, "I told you so," and from
then on, Martin spent at least an hour a day working on something
for him.


          Forced by
circumstances to write mainly by hand, when he came to type his
stories on the Brother, the results were magical.  The ease
and light touch of the keyboard seemed to set his thoughts free and
what appeared to be unpromising material sometimes turned out
surprisingly well when it was typed.  If only I could use it
all the time he would sigh, then remind himself how lucky he was to
have the use of it at all.


          Little of
what he wrote completely satisfied him, but he was learning all the
time and improving his technique as his stories gradually took on a
lighter and happier note reflecting his own improved spirits. 
As he had promised, he showed everything he wrote to Jimmy except
for one piece of work.  That was an erotic fantasy that he
wrote one night in a fit of utter sexual frustration.  Into it
he poured all the repressed needs and desires that he was suffering
from, and it was so explicit that he actually blushed when he
re-read it.


          He knew that
it was good.  Not as good as Food Source, but
good.  He also knew he could never show it to anyone, let
alone the person who had inspired it.  Not understanding,
through ignorance, that he was entering the period in his
development when his sex drive was at it's most powerful, he felt
ashamed of the feelings that had provoked the story and wondered
despairingly if he was some kind of sex maniac.  Half an hour
after satisfying his needs he would get another erection and have
to do it all over again!


          That the
story would be considered pornographic he dismissed out of
hand.  To him it was simply an expression of the sexual side
of love.  But he had no illusions as to what people like his
mother would think of it.  It was dangerous to keep it but he
couldn't bring himself to destroy it.  It would be like
destroying part of himself.  So he concealed it in the old
holdall on the top of his wardrobe under a pile of discarded
notebooks, and hoped that his parent wouldn't be overcome by a fit
of tidiness and go through his possessions.

 


          While Martin
was thinking and worrying about the sexual feelings their
friendship was generating in him, Jimmy too was thinking seriously
about what was happening between them.  He had always been
attracted to good looking people and Martin was a good deal more
than that.  In fact the more Jimmy saw him the more attractive
he seemed, and he found that just looking at the boy was intensely
pleasurable, if highly frustrating.  He wanted to do a great
deal more than look, and when he watched Martin working, a frown of
concentration on his face, he longed to smooth the lines out and
tell him not to worry about anything, to forget it in fact.


          At the same
time, he was experienced enough to know that he was treading on
very dangerous ground by meeting him so often, and that one way to
avoid attracting unwelcome attention was to ensure that Martin did
better at school.  Those in authority seldom bothered about a
pupil unless things seemed to be going wrong, and his mother would
be pleased about it and pay less attention to him as well.


          He was still
very reticent, but Jimmy thought he had pieced together a fairly
accurate picture of his problems from what he had let slip from
time to time. However, he would have been extremely upset had
realised how much more serious those problems actually were. 
Martin, taking pleasure in his company and unwilling to discuss any
subject that might diminish that pleasure, was deliberately
shutting his mind to the less pleasant parts of his life and made
little of them if he was asked.  He would change the subject,
because he genuinely didn't want to talk about it.  Any of
it.  And that included his deteriorating relationship with his
mother.


          It had
started simply enough when she had told him to get his hair
cut.  It was quite long, but not nearly as long as
that of most of his contemporaries, and Jimmy had mentioned that it
suited him, and that he liked it.  That was enough for
him.  If Jimmy liked his hair the way it was, that was the way
he was going to wear it, so he refused to go to the barber, the
first time that he had actively defied his mother to her
face.  It was a small thing, but it reminded her of other acts
of disobedience he had been indulging in lately, chief of which was
his refusal to go to either confession or communion.


          She had let
this go for a couple of weeks, telling herself that it was just a
phase that he was going through.  But, when she eventually
became irritated by his obstinacy and suggested that it was time he
started behaving sensibly, she was genuinely shocked to be told
that not only was he not going to take the sacraments, but was
starting to think that the whole Church thing was based on lies,
and that he didn't see why he should even go to Mass.


          If she had
realised how much courage it had taken for him to say it she might
have paused for thought, but all she could see was a child pushing
her to the limits of tolerance on a subject he knew nothing
about.  She lost her temper and used her excellent command of
language to give him a tongue lashing that turned his knees to
jelly and his face white, but failed to bring him to heel as it
would certainly have done not so long ago.  Martin stood
there, shaking inside and feeling sick, but with such a look of
mulish determination on his face that she stopped in the middle of
the tirade and glared at him.  He looked exactly like his
father she thought furiously, as she told him that until he turned
eighteen, she would decide whether or not he went to
Mass.


          She may have
won the war, he continued to go with her to Mass on Sundays, but
she had lost the battle over confession and communion. 
Nothing she could say, no reminders of sin, damnation, or anything
else, had any effect on him.  They just made him more
obstinate.


          Staunchly
Catholic in the old mode of total obedience to all the teachings of
the Church (she didn't approve of the laxity of the modern Mass in
English, to say nothing of the relaxation of the fasting laws many
years before) she felt that he had let her down in a way that hurt
her pride deeply.  She had always been a prominent member of
the congregation and knew that she had a duty to set an example to
others.  For her previously docile and obedient son to show
her up like this was intolerable.


          After a
great deal of thought, she decided to consult the parish priest,
who happened to be one of the chaplains at Martin's school. 
Father Jarrell had been hearing Martin's confession for years, knew
him well, and would be able to advise her.  It didn't strike
her as at all strange that she, who never asked advice from anyone,
should decide to talk to a man who had never had children himself
and probably knew even less about adolescent boys than she
did.  Nor was she aware that he was the person who had
triggered Martin's refusal to attend confession in the first
place.  She spoke to him on the telephone, outlined the
problem and invited him to lunch on Sunday.


          Father
Jarrell was a priest after her own heart.  Totally convinced
that he was always right, he hid a weak personality by clothing it
in the arrogance of the Church.  Had he lived in medieval
times he would undoubtedly have burned witches and assisted the
inquisition with hypocritical self-righteous sorrow, for the good
of the souls of the victims concerned.  Get them into heaven
any way you can was his philosophy, and especially watch adolescent
boys in the throes of puberty.  They were the ones most at
risk of the fires of hell.  Had he worked in a boarding school
he would have checked the boys' sheets and underwear for stains in
order to confront them with the proof of their sins.


          Martin was
furious.  He hadn't been able to see Jimmy the day before as
planned because at the last minute Martha had insisted that he go
shopping with her.  She had admitted to herself that there was
no real need for his presence, it was merely the application of a
touch of discipline because he was getting so out of hand. 
Feeling sullen and ill used, when told after Mass that he was
expected to waste the entire afternoon in the company of a man he
detested, his resentment knew no bounds.


          He was surly
during the meal, replied as briefly as possible when spoken too and
didn't offer to do the washing up afterwards as he was expected
to.  Martha trying to hold her temper in check, shepherded he
and Jarrell into the living room, served coffee with a false smile
and left them together, saying tactlessly as she left the room,
that she would do the washing up because she knew that Father
Jarrell wanted to have a word with him.  Martin was even more
outraged.  He had to put up with the man in church once a
week.  That was more than enough.


          "Your mother
is worried about you Martin," Jarrell began in an unctuous voice,
"And I must admit, so am I.  I think it's time we had a little
talk about it, don't you?"  He ended on a rising note.


          Martin
glared at him, then looked sullenly down at his feet, determined
not to answer.


          "We haven't
seen you at confession or receiving Holy Communion for some time
now, have we?"


          Martin,
wondering if every sentence was going to end in a question, became
even more determined not to speak.


          "You do know
that you may not be in a state of grace?  If something, God
forbid," he added piously, "Should happen to you, if you were
involved in an accident perhaps, you would be facing an eternity of
punishment.  Eternity Martin, is a very long time.  It
means forever and ever.  Of course, you might be able to make
an act of contrition before dying but if you didn't have the
opportunity, nothing would save you.  But you know this of
course, so don't you think it is time you that you behaved a little
more sensibly?  It is a terrible risk you are taking to
endanger your immortal soul like this, and it's time you thought
about it, don't you agree?  You're not a little boy any
longer, you're a young man  and you should know better than to
worry that good woman your mother, like this.  She has worked
hard all her life for you, to bring you up to know the true church,
to feed you and clothe you, send you to school and do the best she
can for you.  And in return she tells me, you are ungrateful
and rude to her.  Don't try to deny it, I have heard you with
my own ears this very day, here in this very house.  Do you
think it's right, the way you have been behaving to her, my
son?"


          "I am not
your son," Martin said coldly, spacing out the words for emphasis
and almost adding 'thank God'.  "What I do and what I say is
none of your business."


          "Now I don't
think I can quite agree with that," Jarrell said with a sort of
false reasonableness, "Nor would your mother agree I think. 
You're only, what is it, fifteen years old?  You're not a man
yet my son and nor will you be for some years.  But even if
you were, I am still your priest and your spiritual adviser you
know."


          "You are
only my spiritual adviser if I let you be."


          "My son, you
were born Catholic, and as such you come under the guidance of our
Holy Mother the Church, and I am your parish priest.  You
can't get away from that now can you."


          "I didn't
ask to be born, and I didn't ask to be born Catholic."


          "Maybe not
but you were, through the grace of God, born and baptised Catholic,
and like all of us you are part of God's holy plan."


          "Did God
tell you what part of his plan I am?"


          "Don't be
silly my son, everything and everyone is part of His plan. 
But He doesn't tell us the details," Jarrell said in a patronising
voice.


          "Well,"
Martin said, knowing that he was being childish, but too angry to
care, "If He hasn't bothered to tell you, perhaps you're wrong
about it.  Maybe I'm the one bit that doesn't belong in His
plan and He doesn't give a damn about me."


          "Martin, you
shall not talk that way about God!  You of all people should
know better than that," Jarrell said, his patience wearing
thin.  "Show some respect."


          Martin stood
up.  "I don't know why you think I should respect something I
don't believe in anymore.  And if I don't believe in
your God or your Church there is no reason for me
to go to your confession or your
communion."  He walked to the door, then turned, "And if you
do see me in your church, it will only be to keep the
peace!"


          He went up
to his bedroom and stood there for a minute, feeling reaction set
in.  His anger had sustained him during the interview but he
felt no sense of victory.  There was no way that this was
going to be the end of it, his mother would make sure of
that.  Suddenly he needed to be with Jimmy.  He made sure
he had his door key and slipped quietly out of the house.


          In the
living room, Martha and the priest faced each other uneasily. 
Even after an hour's discussion, the only conclusion they could
come to was that they had made the situation worse, though neither
was prepared to admit it.  Between them they had provoked the
boy to defy his God, his Church, his Priest and his Mother, and
they had nothing to show for it in return.


          Martin found
the walk to Jimmy's flat calmed him to a some extent.  He went
over the conversation with the priest in his mind and wondered
where he had found the courage to say what he had.  He
certainly couldn't have done it a month ago, so what had happened
to give him the courage now?  He didn't know.  He had
been really angry at the time so maybe that was it.  All very
well, but now that his anger had died down he was starting to worry
about the consequences, and his courage, if that's what it was, was
beginning to trickle away.  That the results of his defiance
were going to be bad was a foregone conclusion.  While it was
one thing to defy the priest who had no real power over him, it was
a totally different thing to defy his mother.  He had to live
with her. 


         
Jimmy looked at his face when he answered the door, marched him up
the stairs, sat down next to him on the sofa and said, "Tell
me."


          To Martin's
horror, the sympathy in Jimmy's face made him burst into
tears.  It came completely out of the blue.  One minute
he had been worrying about what he had said to Jarrell, the next
his throat had tightened, his eyes started streaming and he was
crying.  Without thinking Jimmy pulled him onto his lap and
put his arms around him.  For the next ten minutes, he made no
attempt to talk or question him, he simply held him tightly. 
But this time, he told himself grimly, he's going to tell me about
it if I have to force it out of him.


          It took a
long time.  As he calmed down, Martin began to feel that
perhaps it wasn't as bad as all that.  He felt safe,
comfortable and protected in Jimmy's arms, and would happily have
just stayed like that, savouring the feeling, but Jimmy was
questioning, then insistent, and finally adamant, and eventually it
all came out.  As he listened, Jimmy felt a strong urge to
find the priest and punch him on the nose.  The first priority
though, was to hear exactly what had been said on both sides, then
to advise and support Martin in whatever he decided to do.


          "It's hard
to know what you should do, kiddo," he said, breathing in the scent
of Martin's hair, it hadn't occurred to either of them for Martin
to get off his lap after he stopped crying, "But it seems to me
that you have two alternatives.  We'll forget about the
confession and communion stuff, you've grown out of that but about
going to Mass, you can either refuse to go and face the
consequences which could be nasty, or you can keep on going to keep
the peace as you said to him.  I know," he continued as he
felt the boy stir, "That would be giving in to them, wouldn't
it?  But does it really matter, except to your pride?  I
think that your mother probably sees the church thing as the most
important, so why not use it as a lever to get some concessions out
of her?  If you don't go she could make things very difficult
like taking you shopping every Saturday, and visits to relatives,
or just keeping you in the house and staying there with you. 
I don't suppose she'd enjoy it any more than you would.  But
she could do it."


          There was no
need to emphasise that it would cut down their time together,
Martin knew that as well as he did.

After a pause he went on, "I'll support you
whatever you decide to do and you don't have to decide straight
away.  But you could think about agreeing to go to Mass, if
she agreed that you can have all day Saturday to yourself. 
That way you trade a couple of hours of boredom on Sundays, which
you're used to anyway, for a lot more hours the day before."


          "I don't
know if she would even listen let alone make a bargain with me,"
Martin said bitterly, "She just thinks I'm just a kid, Jimmy."


          "Well you
are one, Mart," Jimmy replied gently, "That's why I think that
you've got to prove to her that you're growing up and you're not
the little boy she thinks you are."


          "If I go to
church, she'll just think I've given in to her as usual," Martin
said gloomily.


          Jimmy had to
smile.  "Kiddo, you've been giving in to her all your life, so
what difference is one more time going to make?  Especially if
it's all part of a clever plan," he added theatrically.


          "Just when I
thought I was starting to stand up to her, you tell me to be
a … a wimp again."


          "Mart, I'm
not telling you to be anything.  What I'm trying to do is
point out your choices.  You're the one who has to decide
because you're the one who has to live with the consequences."


          Martin was
instantly contrite.  "Yeah I know Jimmy.  I'm
sorry.  It's just that I'm so tired of being a, a sissy. 
I'm fed up with being pushed around and bullied and having to do
what everyone says.  I wish I was tall like you," he said in a
sudden burst of candour, "Then no-one would push me around."


          "I like you
the size you are, kiddo," Jimmy said tightening his hold
momentarily, "And anyway, size has nothing to do with it. 
It's how you feel about yourself in here," he nuzzled the top of
Martin's head, "And here," he went on, putting a hand on Martin's
heart, "That's what is important.  If you feel bad about
yourself it shows to people, and they take advantage of you."


          Martin was
silent for a minute, enjoying the contact then asked, "Do
you think I'm a, a wimp?"


          "No I
don't," Jimmy assured him.  "I think that you've been
told that you are, and you've believed it.  But it
isn't true.  You don't have much confidence in yourself and
really you should have.  You've got a very good brain, you've
got looks, you've got talent, you've got personality when you allow
anyone to see it, and  … Jeeze kid, what more do you
want?"


          "I want to
be like you," Martin said softly.


          "Oh come on,
Martin.  I know I'm the greatest thing on two legs, tall,
strong, brave, handsome. brainy, brilliant, and absolutely
incredibly modest … what are you laughing at you little
brat?"


          "Jimmy you
kill me," Martin chuckled.  "Stop it," he added as Jimmy
tickled him,  "Somehow you always make me feel better."


          "Yes I
know.  It's because I'm tall, strong, brave, handsome … "
he broke off with an exaggerated gasp as Martin punched him lightly
in the ribs, " … and wounded!  Seriously though, whatever
people say to you, you're not a wimp, or a weakling, or a sissy or
whatever people call you.  You're a lot better than you ever
give yourself credit for so don't listen to anyone except me, and
believe what I tell you.  I know you pretty well by now and a
hell of a lot better than anyone else does, and I think you're
okay.  In fact I know you are.  Trust me."


          Martin
heaved a sigh of content and nestled against him.  "All right,
I will.  At least I'll try," he added cautiously.

 


          When he
faced his mother that evening, the faith that Jimmy seemed to have
in him helped him to stand up to her.  She was still very
angry and immediately demanded to know where he had been. 
Tempted to say 'out', he managed to remain reasonably calm as she
told him off although he had to concentrate hard not to start
shaking.  He waited until she had got it off her chest then
told her that he had gone for a walk, to think.


          "And am I
permitted to know what you have been thinking about?" she asked
sarcastically.


          Again he had
a mad urge to snap, 'no you are not!' but forced himself to reply
quietly, "Yes.  I was thinking that I didn't want to go to
church ever again … "


          "Oh you
were, were you?" she interrupted, "Well let me tell you …
"


          It was his
turn to interrupt as he nerved himself to say, " You didn't let me
finish."  It was the first time he had broken in while she was
speaking, and it pulled her up short.


          "What I was
going to say was that although I don't want to go to church, I will
if I can have Saturdays to do what I like.  All day," he
added, and waited for the storm to break.


          His mother
looked at him for a moment then said in a surprisingly even voice,
"Don't think you can make bargains with me young man, you will do
as you're told."  She expected him to lose his temper or
meekly give way, but he did neither.


          "I'm not
bargaining.  I just think it's fair that if I do what you want
about church, you should let me do what I want on Saturdays."


          "And just
what do you plan to do on Saturdays?" she asked.  "I won't
have you roaming the streets."


          "I might go
to visit friends or a see a film, and I was thinking I might try to
get a Saturday job."


          She didn't
give him an answer, but as she hadn't rejected his olive branch
outright he was hopeful that she would agree after she had thought
it over.  When he mentioned later, as casually as he could
manage, that he was planning to visit a friend next Saturday, she
simply told him he had to be home by six.  He was so relieved
that he made an extra effort around the house, and she was better
pleased with him than she had been for some time.

 


          Saturday was
wet, blustery and far too unpleasant for anyone other than a
masochist to go out, so he and Jimmy spent the day in the flat,
talking and listening to music after Martin had finished his
homework and spent a couple of hours at the typewriter.  Jimmy
had bought a book on touch typing and insisted that he spend at
least half an hour working at the exercises before permitting him
to do anything else.


          Martin, who
loved typing anything on the Brother, grumbled unconvincingly then
set to and enjoyed himself so much that Jimmy had to drag him away
from it by force when he brought him some coffee.  Then he
typed up what he had written during the week, but refused to show
it to Jimmy on the grounds that it wasn't very good and he needed
to work on it more.  Jimmy ruffled his hair, he was finding it
more and more difficult to keep his hands off him, and to his
delight received a tentative hug in return.


          After lunch,
they debated again whether to go out or not, but settled for an
afternoon in the warm flat.  Jimmy was in a teasing mood and
they were laughingly pushing each other about when Martin stepped
back, caught himself on the corner of the breakfast bar, and
yelped.


          "Oh shit,
Martin.  I'm sorry, was that your spine?"


          Martin
nodded with his teeth clenched.  The bruised muscles hardly
troubled him now, but he had caught the bone which was still very
tender.


          "You'd
better let me look," Jimmy said, leading him into the bedroom. "Lie
down on the bed.  No don't worry about your trainers, just do
it."


          Martin did
as he was told and lay on his side facing away from him. 
Jimmy sat on the bed beside him, leaned across and undid his
jeans.


          "Roll over
onto your tummy," he commanded, then carefully pulled them down
followed by his underpants.  The bruising, when revealed, was
still startling.  It had gone black, blue and yellow in
parts.  "Martin," he said worriedly, "Have you seen your
doctor again about this?"


          Martin shook
his head.  When Jimmy had ordered him onto the bed he had been
sure that he would be embarrassed but he found he was enjoying the
attention.  Jimmy gently probed the area.  It didn't seem
to hurt except when he touched the last bone of the boy's spine
which made Martin yelp again.


          "I really
think you should," he said, his hands resting on the small, firm
buttocks.  "You might have cracked something which didn't show
up on the x-rays."  As he spoke he began to massage the
bruised skin gently.


          "I'm okay,
Jimmy.  It's just sore where I banged it just now, that's
all."  His breathing had accelerated and his heart was
pounding so hard he thought Jimmy would be able to hear it.


          "Well I
still think you should see someone about it.  Shall I put
something on the bruises?"


          Martin was
paralysed.  This was the sexiest thing that had ever happened
to him and he desperately wanted it to continue.  His face
went red as he forced himself to nod and mutter "Yes please." 
He was rapidly getting an erection and Jimmy, guessing what was
happening to him had to forcibly restrain himself from turning the
small body over so he could admire it.  He went to the
bathroom and came back with a bottle of embrocation, poured some
onto his hands and very gently massaged it into the skin, carefully
avoiding the bone.


          Lying tense
and hard under his caressing hands, Martin was relieved that his
penis was bent over so uncomfortably.  If it had been pointing
at his navel with the ultra sensitive underside in contact with the
duvet, he knew he would have exploded if he had made the slightest
movement.  As it was, if Jimmy didn't stop soon …


          At that
moment the doorbell sounded, it's loud buzz shattering the silence
between them.  They both jumped.  Martin didn't know
whether to be pleased or sorry.  To have squirted all over
Jimmy's bed would have been so embarrassing he would have died, but
the feelings inspired by Jimmy's hands had been so good and so
sweet.


          Jimmy in a
similar state of erection was equally disappointed.  The feel
of the body under his hands had thrilled him in a way that
astonished him.  Go away he said mentally, trying to will
whoever was ringing the bell to give up and disappear, but the bell
sounded again, and then again.  If it was someone who knew him
they would have seen the parked mini and would know that he was
in.  Another ring of the bell seemed to confirm that it was a
friend.  Reluctantly he got up and went to wash his hands
saying as he went,  "I'd better answer it."  He was
conscious of the bulge in his jeans but Martin was too worried
about his own state to notice.


          As soon as
Jimmy left the room, he lifted his hips to pull up his underwear
and to his dismay, his released penis whipped up against his
stomach.  Though his jeans were not particularly tight it was
going to show.  Scarlet with embarrassment he decided that all
he could do was leave his shirt hanging out to hide it.  He
hoped.


          When Jimmy
opened the front door, Marion was standing there.


          "Hi Jimmy,"
she said, giving him a kiss.  "I was beginning to think that
you'd gone out for a walk or something."  When he looked at
her blankly she said with a frown, "I'm not interrupting anything
am I?"


          Jimmy came
to himself with a jerk.  "Sorry Marion.  No, nothing like
that.  I've got a friend with me that's all."  He hoped
that Martin was presentable and thinking that it had to come sooner
or later he said, "Come up and meet him."


          Martin was
sitting in an armchair with one leg carefully crossed over the
other.  Jimmy was relieved to see the loose shirt.  His
own bulge was still rather prominent and he hoped Marion hadn't
noticed.


          "Marion,
this is Martin," he said as Martin got awkwardly to his feet. 
Seeing him through Marion's eyes, it suddenly hit him again how
attractive Martin was.  "Marion is my doctor's wife.  And
a very close friend," he added, smiling affectionately at her in
spite of her untimely arrival.


          She walked
over to Martin holding out her hand.  "Hi, Martin.  Nice
to meet you."


          Her smile
was so infectious, Martin found himself smiling in return as he
took it.


          Her mind
seething, she openly appraised him.  It can't be she thought,
surely he isn't the person Jimmy told me he'd met?  He's just
a baby.  Martin, his face flushed a delicate pink, looked
about twelve years old.  She turned back to Jimmy, still
holding Martin's hand.  "Golly, he's attractive," she said in
such a natural tone that Martin flushed even more, though this time
from pleasure.  You couldn't suspect her of flattery, she
obviously said the first thing that came into her head.


          Jimmy
smiled.  "He is, isn't he.  But you'll have trouble
getting him to believe it."


          Marion
looked back at Martin, her head slightly on one side.  "Maybe,
but it's true all the same."


          Martin who
would bitterly have resented a perfect stranger discussing him as
if he wasn't there found himself smiling even more broadly. 
Marion blinked.


          "I'm in love
with him already," she said firmly, linking her arm through his and
walking him to the sofa. "Come and talk to me while Jimmy makes tea
for us."


          "He doesn't
drink tea, he drinks syrup slightly flavoured with coffee." 
Jimmy grinned at Martin's injured look.  Marion was about to
pursue this when he went on, thinking he might as well be hung for
a sheep as a lamb, "He's the person I told you about.  He
wrote Food Source."


          Marion
stared at him for moment then turned to the boy beside her. 
"Honestly?  That's truly incredible.  When I read it I
thought it had been written by an adult and now I find that it was
you!  How on earth did you do it?"


          Jimmy went
to the kitchen area, made coffee and put some biscuits onto a
plate.  He was surprised to find that by the time it was
ready, Marion had put Martin so much at ease that he was explaining
how he had come to write the story.  When he thought how long
it had taken to get the boy to open up to him, he could
only look at her in astonishment.  As he listened to them
talking he was conscious again of a feeling of intense pride in
Martin, and was pleased that he seemed to be making such a good
impression.


          Marion,
listening to Martin with genuine interest was becoming more and
more aware of his charm.  He was attractive enough ordinarily
but when he smiled he was really something, she decided.  She
could understand what Jimmy saw in him easily enough, but what he
felt about Jimmy was a different matter altogether.  For all
his apparent openness, he seemed to have erected strong barriers
around his feelings, and whenever they were approached too closely,
he withdrew.  Politely, but unmistakably.


          As for
Martin, he was enjoying himself thoroughly.  To find a
complete stranger taking such an interest in him was bliss and it
had such an effect on his confidence that he only demurred out of
politeness when Jimmy suggested that he show What Dino Saw
to her.        Jimmy's faith in
the story was more than justified.  She laughed hugely when
she reached the end, and sincerely congratulated it's author. 
Only when Martin, drunk on her praise, innocently explained how the
story had been inspired and then typed on the typewriter that Jimmy
had given him, did Jimmy remember the dedication at the beginning
of the manuscript.  When she raised an eyebrow at him, he knew
that he was in for a grilling as soon as they were alone. 
Meanwhile Martin had virtually dragged her over to the typewriter,
sitting as always in pride of place on the breakfast bar, and was
showing off its features.


          "You can
touch type," she said enviously, "All I can manage is two fingers
and then I make hundreds of mistakes.  Tim, my husband, is
even worse than I am so I have to do all his typing as well. 
I wish I was as fast as you."  This praise was so sweet to
Martin that Jimmy, looking at him proudly, thought that he was
glowing.


          After Martin
left, having refused Jimmy's offer to take him home, Marion wasted
no time.


          "He's a
lovely boy Jimmy, I really like him.  Where did you meet
him?"


          "I had
trouble with the mini one day.  It broke down outside his
house and he got some water for me to fill the radiator.  And
like you, I liked him very much straight away and, well that's how
it happened."


          "Are you in
love with him?" she asked bluntly.


          For a moment
he debated refusing to answer, then shrugged and said, "I don't
think so.  I like him very much and I think he's very
attractive but … Anyway," he went on, "How could I be in love
with him, I was in love with Jon."


          "Yes I
know.  At least, well I've thought about it a lot and
sometimes I wonder if you were as much in love with him as you
thought.  No," she shook her head when he was about to
interrupt, "I know you loved him, but it was the first time for you
wasn't it.  I mean, it was the first time you had ever fallen
in love with anyone.  So maybe it was what my grandmother used
to call calf love. Something that only happens once in your life
and is wonderful at the time because it's all new and
overwhelming.  But actually it's a phase that one goes through
and then grows out of.  It's nothing to be ashamed of and I
think it happens to most people and is something that one needs to
get out of one's system.  I'm not trying to diminish what you
and Jon had Jimmy dear, but I don't think it would have lasted
forever you know."


          "Marion, how
can you say that.  You know what he meant to me.  I did
love him, and he loved me."


          "Yes I
know.  It was a first for both of you and in spite of
everything that happened because of it, I'm glad it did
happen.  But whatever it was, love or not love, it's over now
Jimmy.  Nothing will ever bring Jon back and it's more than
time for you to face it.  I don't say that you will forget
him, or that you should forget him, but he's a memory now
my dear.  A good memory and a mostly happy one, but still a
memory.  You must let go of him and start living again. 
And I'll tell you something else.  If I'm right and it was
calf love, it might have ended with both of you tearing each other
apart.  At least this way neither of you had to go through
that, and it's something I'm truly thankful for."


          Jimmy looked
at her, pain in his face. "Marion, whatever way it was with Jon,
even if it was what you think, it was still love.  How then,
could I fall in love with someone else?  You can't love two
people at once."


          "I think you
can in a way but I know what you mean.  But think about
this.  It takes two people to love and if Jon were here now,
yes, there would still be love between you.  But he isn't here
and he's never going to be here again.  You have to face it
Jimmy, and when you do, you'll be able to let him go, and be ready
to love someone else."


          Jimmy shook
his head.  "I don't know," he said slowly, "You've suddenly
turned all my thinking upside down."


          "Don't think
about it then," Marion said quickly.  "Let your subconscious
do your thinking for you, as you're always telling me to do. 
It may take time but you'll see I'm right in the end.  But if
it's to be this boy, you will have to be very, very careful Jimmy,
for his sake as well as your own.  I get the impression that
under that beautiful exterior he's very vulnerable, and he could be
hurt very easily.  Also he's … how old is he
actually?"


          "I know he
doesn't look it, but he's fifteen."


          Marion
smiled.  "No he looks a lot younger.  But I don't have to
tell you he's under age just as you are.  And the fact that
you're older than he is won't help if things go wrong."


          "Marion,
nothing like that's happened," Jimmy said firmly.


          "That's
good.  But if it does, like I said just now, be very, very,
careful Jimmy."


          Jimmy nodded
and for the rest of her visit they spoke of other things. 
Only when she was leaving did they refer to Martin again when Jimmy
said, "Are you going to tell Tim about him?"


          "I don't
keep anything from him Jimmy, he's my husband.  But neither he
nor I will speak to anyone else about it, not even Brian, unless
you tell us we can.  But it's going to be hard if he or
Michael manage to get anyone interested in his writing.  You
won't be able to keep him hidden you know."


          "I do know
and it's been worrying me.  You see he has a very hard time
both at home and at school and it seemed important to me that
people looked at his work, to encourage him if it was any
good.  And I was right, wasn't I.  It is
good."


          "I think
it’s very good, but whether it's publishable or not, I don't
know.  But I loved What Dino Saw, it was funny, and
very clever."


           "Well
if his stuff is really good it will be worth it, though I hadn't
thought about the difficulties when I sent the stories to
Brian.  Do you think we could say he's just a friend?"


          "We'll do
our best, I promise you," Marion told him as she gave him a hug and
kissed him goodbye.

 


          She got home
a great deal more worried than she had let on.  Jimmy might
deny that he was in love with the boy but he was undeniably
attracted, and she knew from her husband something of the immense
sexual pressures teenage boys were subject to.  Something was
bound to happen between them, but whether it would be a few simple
acts, or become a full blown affair she had no idea.  It would
depend on the attractive Martin she decided, and as far as that was
concerned, she hadn't the slightest idea what he felt about
Jimmy.  He seemed to be very good at hiding his feelings.


          She told Tim
about it over supper, though he didn't make very much of it. 
He was simply pleased that Jimmy seemed to be getting over the
traumatic events of two years before.  He had always worried
about the anger he had sensed in Jimmy after the trial, and hoped
that he was getting over that as well.  As for Marion's fears,
he didn't feel that the two boys would come to much harm even if
they did have a casual relationship.  After all, many
adolescent boys had them, grew out of them, and forgot them.


          "But these
two are different Tim," she argued.  "Martin isn't a facile,
uncomplicated boy with nothing but sex on his mind.  He's
highly intelligent and he obviously feels things very deeply. 
For heaven's sake, you read that story, do you think that it was
written by a simple, unthinking teenager?"


          Tim thought
for a moment, frowning slightly.  "No of course he would have
to be a deep thinker to have written it, but that doesn't mean to
say that he is going to feel deeply about Jimmy as well.  It's
probably just hero worship, which would be good for Jimmy.  He
needs someone to look up to him and for him to look after, and from
what you've said it seems as if both things are
happening.   I think it's probably a good thing on
balance.  He deliberately cut himself off from people his own
age after Jon died and has been alone far too much since then."


          "I don't
know whether it's hero worship or not that the boy feels, in fact I
have no idea what he feels about Jimmy at all.  But I'll tell
you this Tim, and when you meet him I think you'll agree. 
When Martin is a bit older and more sure of himself he's going to
be fairly awesome.  And if he decides that Jimmy is the one
for him, or even if he's not, Jimmy isn't going to have much say in
the matter."


          "Oh come on
Marion, you don't even know if the boy is gay."


          "Oh yes I
do.  I'm not sure if he knows it himself, but he is. 
Definitely.  I could tell, just as I could tell about Jon when
you first introduced him to me.  There's a chemistry, a sort
of spark that a women gets from a heterosexual man, or boy for that
matter, but it wasn't there with Jon and it certainly isn't there
with Martin.  You can argue about it as much as you like Tim
my darling, but in the end, you'll see I'm right."


          Then she
made sure that she had the last word by kissing her husband
passionately on the mouth.

 


          For some
weeks Martin and his mother got on a little better.  His
docility about going to church in return for his Saturdays to do
with as he pleased, soothed her immediate anger.  But deep
down that fact that he had dared to bargain with her in the first
place, and got away with it, annoyed her.  They were certainly
no closer and they never really talked, but the house was more
peaceful, which was a relief to them both.


          Things were
going on in that reasonably calm fashion when Martha, seeing the
end towards which she had worked so long and so hard getting
nearer, began to get more and more edgy, and consequently became
more and more impatient with her recalcitrant son. There was
nothing that she could really put her finger on, and that was part
of the trouble.  If she had found some major misdemeanour she
could have given him hell and cleared the air.  But there was
nothing she could point her finger at, apart from his attitude
towards his religion.


          He was doing
better at school, he was going to church, albeit reluctantly, and
he continued to do his share, and more, of the housework.  But
there was something.  A disinclination to jump immediately
when she told him to jump, and a certain polite indifference in his
attitude towards her which bordered on the insolent.  He
didn't treat the house like a hotel as her friends children seemed
to do, at least to hear them tell it, but he was vague about what
he did on Saturdays and was beginning to hint that he would like to
stay with a friend for the whole weekend sometimes.  But the
thing that irritated her more and more, and was the only palpable
thing apart from the length of his hair that she could really
complain about, was that he still refused point blank to go to
confession and communion.


          Another
interview with Father Jarrell had been totally unproductive. 
If anything it had hardened his attitude.  He displayed less
resentment at the presence of the priest at Sunday lunch than he
had on the previous occasion, but when they both tackled him in the
sitting room afterwards, he sat there without saying anything until
they had finished, then calmly (although shaking inside if they had
known it) stated that he was old enough to make up his own mind
about it.  Martha was convinced that it was sheer obstinacy,
stared at him for a moment then lost her temper.  She
finished, after several blistering minutes which took the priest by
surprise, by telling him that he was still a child and would do
what he was told or she would know what to do about it.


          Bracing
himself, Martin stared back at her and asked in a slightly shaky
voice if she was going to drag him into the confessional and then
up to the communion rail in front of everybody.  Had she seen
the funny side of it and laughed, or even smiled, she might have
been able to patch up some sort of agreement with him, but she took
it as defiance and became so coldly angry that he was almost,
though not quite, as afraid as he would have been several months
previously.  But he had grown up a lot since then, and in any
case would rather have died than show any fear in front of the
priest, who by now he cordially loathed.  So he stood his
ground.


          Jimmy's
acceptance of him as he was, coupled with his open admiration
buoyed him up, and he faced up to his mother without showing any of
his inner perturbation, apart from his rather pale face.  From
that moment their relationship, such as it was, began to
deteriorate past the point of no return.


          Martin was
soon to feel the effects of his defiance.  Martha, worried
about the image she was trying to present to her superiors and
extremely stressed about her work in general, began increasingly to
nag and bully him.  She pulled him up for every minor fault
and the fact that he seldom defended himself but merely, as she
told him, looked at her with a smirk on his face, enraged her out
of all proportion to his small peccadilloes.  The net result
was that his headaches started again, he began to look really worn
down, and to make things worse, things began to go wrong at school
as well.


          As usual it
was Ross who took the lead.  Having decided that there were
going to be no repercussions from the earlier episode and missing
his daily baiting of Martin, Ross resumed his campaign, and to
Martin's dismay, even recruited Alan into his ranks.  It was
quite obvious that every detail of the episode had gone round the
school again, and as well as the vicious sotto voce remarks aimed
at him by the hard core of his enemies, he had to put up with
smirks, leers, and knowing grins from many of his
contemporaries.  Most of these ended with a glance at the
front of his trousers and a not so quiet remark about his supposed
enormity.

          On a sensitive boy,
unsure of himself and without the experience to know whether these
remarks were true or not, the effects were devastating, and rapidly
undermined his new-found confidence.  The only respite in a
life which between home and school was rapidly becoming intolerable
was when he was with Jimmy.  And even then, although beginning
to accept Jimmy's frequent physical contact, a hand on the back of
his neck when they were walking where no-one could see them, an arm
linked through his or the occasional quick hug, he was unsure of
what Jimmy really wanted from him, and even more unsure that he
would be able to give it to him when he discovered what it was.


          To shut out
his problems, he threw himself into his writing, but the tone of
his stories which had lightened and taken on an amusing twist began
to darken again, and one or two that he was persuaded to show
Jimmy, were downright vicious.


          Then, just
when he was feeling that he couldn't go on for much longer, Martha
was invited to attend a conference in Birmingham.  She would
leave on Friday morning and not return until midday on Monday.


          She
explained to him how important it was to her career, and supposed
he was old enough to look after himself while she was away. 
He noted cynically that when it suited her, he was quite old enough
to do things that normally she wouldn't dream of sanctioning. 
In this he was being unfair to her.  She had considered making
arrangements for someone to stay with him, but had decided that he
would bitterly resent it.  She could though, have been a
little more tactful about the way she put it.  However Martin
was so overjoyed at the thought of the amount of time he would be
able to spend with Jimmy that he didn't really care, and even
volunteered to go with her to visit her aunt, something which
normally he had to be forced to do.  He was careful though to
hide his delight at her proposed absence, and to present his usual
indifferent expression.


          The
intervening days were endless, and only the eager anticipation of
the coming weekend got him through the increasing nastiness at
school.


          Martin's
father and his partner had been pressing Jimmy to visit them for
some time, and when Martin told him of his mother's impending
absence, Jimmy decided to take up the invitation, mentioning
casually that he might bring a friend with him.  They were
intrigued and assuming that he meant a boyfriend, suggested that
they both came to tea on the Sunday.  Steven decided to made a
cake in honour of the occasion and to buy the ingredients for a
meal in case the visit extended into the evening.


          Jimmy also
managed to get two tickets for Richard Strauss's Der Rosenkavalier,
an opera that Jon had loved and introduced him to.


          With all
preparations made, all that remained for Jimmy and Martin to do was
to wait out the days until Martha's departure with as much patience
as they could muster.

 


          Martin woke
early to bright sunshine on the Friday morning.  There was the
school day to get through, but he could cope with it, after all he
did it all the time and today would be no worse.  He had
packed some casual clothes into his school bag, removing several
books that he should have taken to school in order to make
room.  He had no intention of coming back to the house until
Sunday night at the very earliest.


          His mother
was too busy with her own preparations to notice either his unusual
cheerfulness, or that he had slipped his anti-migraine tablets into
his pocket.  He didn't think he'd need them but he wasn't
going to have his weekend ruined by a headache if he could avoid
it.


          She reminded
him (again!) about locking up carefully before going out, just as
if he usually left everything wide open and an invitation to
burglars pinned to the front door.  He escaped at last, and
went thankfully off to school enjoying the thought that Jimmy would
pick him up the minute school was over.  Neither of them
intended to waste a single minute of their precious time
together.


          He got
through the day without too much trouble and only the usual remarks
and sniggers  which he was able to ignore.   And
almost got away with it.


          Then Ross
came up to him while he was waiting near the gate for Jimmy, and
slammed his head against the wall.

 

 










Chapter 13
New Chapter


          Martin lay in bed on the
Sunday after his first visit to the opera too peaceful to think,
just enjoying the sensation of his second awakening in Jimmy's
bed.  He had woken to find himself lying on his side with his
back to Jimmy who was holding him closely.  It was the best
way in the world to wake up, and he wouldn't have changed it for
anything.  Clamped tightly against Jimmy chest and in contact
with as much of him as possible, he felt safe, secure and
wanted.  His only slight regret was that with his back to him,
he couldn't look at and admire Jimmy's face.  And other
parts!


          Gently he
stroked Jimmy's arm, enjoying the sensation of the soft blond hairs
under his fingertips, as he felt it contract against him. 
Hoping it wouldn't wake him, he slowly lifted the hand to his lips,
kissed the palm, then daringly, moved it down to his own morning
erection.  To his delight, Jimmy's hand closed round it
firmly.  His heart full of happiness, he sighed and snuggled
even closer to the warm, relaxed body, thinking about everything
that had happened over weekend.  The weekend that had started
so badly.


          First
Ross.  He skipped over the episode as he did over how sick he
had felt afterwards, but lingered happily on how it had led to
Jimmy kissing him, then to their first time in bed.  How sweet
Jimmy had been!  Then the next day, the opera, to bed again
and how wonderful it had all been, the feeling of Jimmy's body,
his, his cock in his hands, how his own had felt when
Jimmy touched it, the overwhelming pleasure Jimmy had given
him.  He hoped that he had given as much pleasure to
Jimmy.


          He could
feel Jimmy's soft breath on his hair and was suddenly overcome by
an tremendous feeling of love for him.  Thinking about it, he
realised that he loved him as much for his personality and mind, as
he did for his face and body, beautiful though they were.  As
he mulled over it, he wondered if Jimmy needed him as much as he
needed Jimmy and if there was a way that they could be together
always.


          Thinking
back, he knew that without Jimmy he wouldn't have got through the
last months nearly as well.  This last term had been about the
worst he had ever had to endure, apart from when his father left
home, and he was convinced that if he hadn't had the older boy to
turn to, he might not have got through it at all.


          He's done so
much for me he thought gratefully.  Buying me the typewriter,
making meals for me, looking after me and telling me what to do
when I'm not sure.  Would Jimmy be able to help him with the
school problems too?  But he was still so ashamed of the
episode with Alan, he didn't think he could tell Jimmy about
it.  He wanted to look good in Jimmy's eyes. 
Always.          
Anyway, he decided, I can leave school as soon as I'm sixteen so I
suppose I can put up with it until then, as long as I know I can
see him often.  Having come to this conclusion, he resolutely
dismissed all thoughts of school from his mind.  He was not
going to let the slightest thing spoil this second happy day, and
resumed thinking about the boy next to him.


          Unable to
resist it, he gently removed Jimmy's hand and gradually slid round
until he was facing him.  Slow as his movements were, he must
have disturbed the sleeping boy slightly because he sighed and
rolled away from him onto his back.  Leaning up on one elbow,
Martin contemplated the relaxed face and with his other hand,
gently stroked Jimmy's hair into a semblance of it's usual
neatness.  His eyes followed the line of cheek and nose, with
their delicate dusting of freckles, down to the slightly open mouth
with it's hint of white teeth.  Caught in a shaft of sunlight
from the window there was the faintest suggestion of golden down on
his upper lip.  There wasn't a trace of anything on his own
face In spite of his dark hair, maybe because he had reached
puberty quite late, way behind the rest of his age group, and
hadn't yet started growing as they had.


          Having gazed
his fill at Jimmy's face, he found himself wanting to look further
and gently raised the sheet and moved it to down to Jimmy's thighs,
leaving just his genitals covered, like a child saving the best for
last.


          He looked at
Jimmy's breasts, darker and larger than his own and knew an urge to
kiss and perhaps lick them to see what they tasted like, but
suppressed it for fear of waking him.  As his eyes moved down
from Jimmy's chest, he admired the thin line of hair that ran from
his navel before plunging under the concealing sheet, and couldn't
resist uncovering the final secret.  It occurred to him that
apart from that brief glimpse in the bathroom the day they met, he
had never seen Jimmy soft as he was now.  Even like this it
was a lovely, bigger than his own, but perfectly in proportion to
the slim, strong body it adorned.  He had already touched and
felt it when it was erect, hard and strong, and he gave way to the
temptation to feel it now when it was soft so that he could
compare.  As he took it gently in his hand enjoying how firm
and muscular it felt in spite of it's limp state, Jimmy woke
up.  He snatched his hand away, colouring furiously.


          Jimmy caught
it and put it back saying softly, "Don't you dare take your hand
off me," then heaved a sigh of deep content when the hand started
to feel and caress him timidly first, then with increasing
confidence.  If Martin had hoped to admire the sight of him
without an erection for long, he was to be disappointed.  Not
that he really minded.


          Finding his
position beginning to get uncomfortable and wanting to use his
other hand as well, he moved down in the bed, urged Jimmy's thighs
apart and knelt between them.  That way he could play with all
three of the items that so fascinated and excited him, though two
of them had pulled so tightly together as to be almost one.


          Jimmy's
heart began to thump and he urgently pulled Martin's arm, wanting
to get at him in the same way.


          Martin shook
his head.  "Mn mn, Jimmy.  This time you're the one who
is going to lie back, shut your eyes and think of England."


          Jimmy
laughed.  When he had first mentioned the phrase and explained
it's origin, Martin had thought it so hilarious he had collapsed
into a fit of hysterical laughter, and had determined to work it
into a story at the first opportunity.


          "I may lie
back, kiddo, but there's no way I'm going to shut my eyes when I
can look at you, and I couldn't think of England if you paid
me.  Not while you're doing this, at any rate!"


          "You like
what I'm doing?"  he asked, doing to Jimmy what he liked
having done to himself.


          "God yes,"
Jimmy groaned, his cock pulsing alarmingly.


          "Prove it
then," Martin said challengingly, and ran the fingers of his left
hand through the curly blond hair and down to cup Jimmy's balls,
taking care not to break the rhythm of his right hand.


          Pushed
beyond it's limit, the feeling reached for Jimmy, lifted his cock
strongly in the boy's firm hold, and after several delirious
seconds, took him completely by surprise by squirting several
powerful streams of thick liquid nearly up to his chin.  He
hadn't thought he had that much left in him after what they had
done the previous night!


          Once he was
sure it was over, a very impressed Martin slid back beside him,
still holding the tingling penis and giving it an occasional
squeeze in case there was anything still lurking there.


          He waited
until Jimmy had got his breath back before saying in an awed voice,
"Jeeze, Jimmy.  I never knew it always happened to you like
that."


          Jimmy slid
an arm under his head to make a pillow for him.  "It doesn't,"
he replied, still breathing fast, "It was you.  Watching you
wank me made me want to come all over everything.  It was
beautiful."


          Martin
glowed.  He was pretty desperate to come himself but this
moment was so precious, he could wait.  "Was it really as good
as that?" he asked shyly.


          Jimmy
started to turn towards him then stopped when he remembered what he
was covered in.  "Sorry, I don't want to make you wet," he
said, groping with his hand for the sheet so that he could wipe
himself.  Martin caught his hand.


          "It's all
right, it's part of you and I like it.  I didn't think I would
the first time and then when it happened, I did.  I loved
it."


          He urged
Jimmy towards him giving a little shiver as the cold sperm trickled
down between them.  "It's funny," he went on, looking into
Jimmy's grey eyes, "I always used to wipe mine off straight away
because I thought it was messy.  But now I don't mind it at
all, and I specially love having yours on me.  It's like
you're giving me something really precious, something that's only
yours.  Something that's part of your … " he paused,
searching for the words he wanted, " … your very essence," he
finished, adding to himself, or maybe your soul.  He didn't
say it aloud because he wasn't sure now if anyone really had
one.


          Holding him
tightly, Jimmy didn't know what to say.  He had always enjoyed
watching people come and didn't mind in the least if they came over
him.   But no-one had ever told him that they loved it
when he came over them so he had always turned
away at the crucial moment.   But Martin was something
else entirely.  The feel of his hands had turned him on so
fast and so thoroughly, he was climaxing before he knew it or had
time to think about where it was going to squirt.  Not even
Jon had done that to him.


          "Martin," he
said quietly, gazing deeply into the soft brown eyes, "I think
you've just given me the best compliment I've ever had, as well as
the best feeling I've had for years."


          Martin
smiled at him happily.


          "I'm glad,"
was all he said.


          After a
minute, Jimmy tightened his grip and rolled onto his back again,
taking the boy with him.  Then he pushed him up until the
Martin was sitting on his stomach, his bottom pressing on and
almost enclosing his penis.


          "Would you
like to show me what yours can do?" he asked.


          "Yes
please.  I can't wait.  But if you, you wank me in this
position," Martin blushed rosily, "You're going to get mine all
over you, though it won't be nearly as much.  Or as
spectacular," he added regretfully.


          "I don't
care whether it's a tiny drop or a bloody great gusher," Jimmy said
vulgarly.  "Whatever comes out of these lovely sperm factories
of yours is okay by me," he went on, touching them and making the
boy gasp.  "Is it going to be England?"


          "Fuck
England," Martin answered daringly.


          I'd rather
fuck you, Jimmy thought, and one of these days, I'm going to do
just that.  His cock twitched at the thought and he almost
said it out loud.  I'm so close he told himself, just a couple
of centimetres away from it and I want him so badly it hurts. 
He knew that Martin would let him if he asked, but he also knew
that he wasn't ready yet.


          "Okay, but
don't lean back or I won't be able to reach you.  But you can
close your eyes if you like."  As he said it, he wondered if
Martin would actually do so.  He was getting over his sexual
hang-ups fast, but was still very shy about his body.  In the
event Martin, his eyes moving between Jimmy's face and his active
hand, kept his eyes wide open.  There would be plenty of times
on his own when he would need to shut his eyes the better to
visualise Jimmy, but for now, he wanted to store in his memory
every detail and every inch of the face and body beneath him, and
as he approached his climax, the touch of Jimmy's thick throbbing
organ beneath him added to his increasing pleasure, joy and
ecstasy.  He came beautifully, his young sperm splashing
satisfyingly onto Jimmy's stomach, into his navel and dripping, as
the spurts diminished, onto the line of golden hair.


          Jimmy held
him in position for a minute, then pulled him down on top of him,
chest to chest, enjoying the feel of the still quivering cock
against his stomach.


          "There was
nothing wrong with that.  For a baby," he added
provocatively.


          Martin who
had straightened his legs so that he was lying on top of Jimmy from
head to toe wriggled.  "I'm not a baby," he said
indignantly.


          "Not where
I've been playing with you," Jimmy agreed, "Just everywhere
else."


          Martin tried
to attack, but Jimmy caught his hands, brought his legs over
Martin's, and locked his ankles together to immobilise him.


          "Pig,"
Martin said, his ear against the older boy's chest.


          "Actually,
pigs are very nice animals and really randy.  They screw all
the time.  And they get sunburnt."


          Martin
laughed at the incongruity of the last remark. "How do you know?",
he demanded, "When were you on a farm?"  After a pause, when
Jimmy just smiled at him he said, "Do they really?"


          "Really
what?"


          "You
know.  Er, do it all the time?"


          "Yes they do
do it all the time.  Like us.  Piglet."


          "Sort of
real piglet as in pig, or made up Piglet as in AA Milne Christopher
Robin Piglet?" Martin asked, interested.


          Jimmy
grinned.  "I don't know.  AA Milne, I suppose."


          "That's
better," Martin told him.  "If I'm Piglet, what are you
then?  Oh, of course.  Rabbit!"


         
"Rabbit?" Jimmy asked in an outraged voice, recalling that
self important character in the Winnie the Pooh books.  "Why
Rabbit, for God's sake?"


          "Oh come on
Jimmy.  You know what rabbits do all the time.  Everybody
knows.  Like minks!"


          "I'll rabbit
you, you little toad," Jimmy told him fiercely rolling over on top
of him.


          "First a
piglet, then a toad.  What will I become next?" Martin asked
piteously but with some difficulty, Jimmy was no lightweight. 
"Of course," he went on cunningly, "If you wanted to turn me from a
toad into a handsome prince, you'd have to break the magic spell
with a kiss."


          "A
kiss?  You think that's all it takes?" Jimmy scoffed. 
"Who conned you into believing that fairytale, baby boy? 
Turning toads into princes takes powerful magic, and needs a lot
more than just a kiss to do it."


          "Oh dear,"
Martin said mournfully, "Does that mean I'm going to be a toad for
the rest of my life?"


          "Not bloody
likely," Jimmy replied, rolling off him then hugging him
hard.  "Your knight in shining armour has arrived, little
toad.  Only he's going to turn you into a mink!"

 


          After some
argument, Jimmy drove Martin to church, dropped him a block away,
parked the mini and sat at the back of the church to wait for
him.  Martin had rebelliously insisted that if Jimmy forced
him to go to church, he had to come with him.  When he
arrived, he pretended to look for a place before slipping into the
pew beside Jimmy, enjoying the pretence of being perfect
strangers.  Both of them felt that it was a waste of their
precious time, but knew that his mother would certainly question
him closely on her return, and Jimmy didn't want him to get into
trouble.  At the end of Mass, in which neither took any part,
Martin made sure that his attendance would be remembered by waiting
until Father Jarrell had divested himself of his robes and come
round to greet his parishioners.  Then he stalked past him
without a glance, ignoring the outstretched hand and greeting aimed
at him.  If that didn't fix his presence in the man's mind,
nothing would!


          He walked
away in the general direction of his home until he saw the red mini
approaching, then stuck out his thumb and took up the exaggerated
pose of a street walker.  When Jimmy stopped, he informed him
that he was very expensive and didn't think that a person who only
drove a mini could afford him.  Jimmy called him a cheeky
mink, affectionately cuffed him into good behaviour and as soon as
he got him back to the flat, bundled him straight onto the bed for
another passionate session.


          When they
finally made it to the kitchen for a very late breakfast, Martin
insisted that they sat side by side as close together as possible,
looking out into the sunny garden.  When their elbows bumped
he claimed that it was all Jimmy's fault, because of turning him
into a mink.


          "Are you
going to rabbit me again before we go out?" he asked with his mouth
full.  Jimmy groaned.


          "What did I
ever do to deserve this?" he asked of fate.


          "I don't
know," his companion replied, "But you'd better say you're
pleased!"


          He would
happily have dragged Jimmy back to bed after they had eaten but
Jimmy took him into the living area saying he wanted to talk to
him, but couldn't when he was being distracted.


          "And don't
pout either," he remarked, sitting on the sofa, pulling Martin onto
his lap and putting his arms around him.  "It makes you look
very cute, but it isn't going to get you anywhere."


          Martin tried
to scowl instead, but gave up the attempt as hopeless.


          "I know that
you don't like talking about things like school and home when we're
together, but we have to.  No, don't argue, this is
important.  Because I've done something that I'm not sure
you're going to like, so be serious please and listen to me." 
He thought for a minute, then went on, "How do you feel about your
dad, Martin?"


          Martin
stared at him.  Whatever he'd expected it wasn't this.


          "Why do you
want to know Jimmy?"


          "Well I
think that we may need him.  You see your mother has custody
of you because he's never disputed it.  He hasn't asked to see
you either, but if he did, I don't think she could refuse, not
without going to court at any rate.  I haven't worked this out
completely yet but I have an idea about it."


          Martin
climbed off his lap and stood up, then pulled Jimmy to his feet and
walked him back to the breakfast bar.


          "I don't
understand what you're getting at," he said, his face sober for the
first time that morning, "But if we're going to talk seriously,
then I want to see your face.  Sit there opposite
me."   He waited until they were seated then he
spoke.


          "Okay, tell
me what you've done.  But first let me tell you what I feel
about my father.  I haven't thought about it much so I'll have
to work it out as I go."  His eyes went out of focus, as he
cast his mind back five years.

          "I loved him," he said
in a dreamy voice, "And I think he loved me too, but not as much of
course.  He was fun to be with and if I wanted to tell him
something, I could and he'd usually listen, not like her.  But
I don't think now that I respected him.  You see, she was
always the strict one and we would both get into trouble if we came
home late for lunch or brought mud in on our shoes, things like
that.  Then she'd be angry and at night, I would hear them
having rows in their bedroom.  They thought I couldn't hear
and though I didn’t know exactly what they were saying, I always
knew when they were angry with each other.  They wouldn't talk
much at meals and I would sit there hating it and feeling
uncomfortable, but just I thought that all families were like
that.  And you know, Jimmy," he looked up into the eyes of the
boy opposite him, "I think that's when I decided I didn't ever want
children of my own.  It was bad enough me being upset, I
wasn't going to make any children suffer too.  Not that I'll
ever have any of course."


          Jimmy
reached across and gave his hand a comforting squeeze, but didn't
speak.  He didn't want to break the mood.


          "Then,"
Martin went on, "One day I came home from school and walked into
the sitting room.  They were standing there, not talking, just
looking at each other.  And they hated each other Jimmy. 
I know it's something people say easily, I've said it too
sometimes, and thought it often.  But that time it was
true.  I could see it was true.  I hadn't ever
seen anybody look quite like that before and I just stood there not
knowing what to do.  Not that it mattered because they didn't
even notice me."

          His voice was
bitter.

          “And that was another
thing I found out, maybe not just then, but later when I thought
about it.  I found out that they didn't care about me very
much, either of them.  I was just … nothing.  All
they cared about was how much they hated each other.  Then
they started shouting.  Really shouting Jimmy, not just loud
voices.   Screaming.  And all the bad things and the
hate and anger coming out.  I couldn't move.  I stood it
as long as I could until I had to put my hands over my ears to shut
out the words, but it didn't work, I could still hear them. 
Then, suddenly, I was being picked up and carried out of the
room.  I don't know what happened after that," he said after a
long pause, "Because the next thing I knew I was lying on my bed,
with a stranger sitting next to me."


          "Steven,"
Jimmy said quietly.


          "Yes that's
right, except he told me his name was Stevie.  He was really
nice to me, until my mother came into the room and told him to
go."  Looking down at his hand clasped in Jimmy's he said, "He
was the very last person to be kind to me.  Until you."


          Jimmy moved
to get up and come to him, but he shook his head.


          "Please stay
there Jimmy.  I need to tell you this even if … " he had
been about to say, even if you don't like me afterwards, but
couldn't do it.


          "After that,
it was awful.  She shouted at me so much I started to think
that what had happened was my fault.  I believed that for
years," he said in a wondering voice then shook his head, impatient
at his stupidity.  "That was the last time I saw my
father.  A good memory, huh?  Shouting and yelling and,
and hating.  That was bad enough but then, he
left me Jimmy, he left me alone with her, left me with her
knowing all the time how angry she was.  Maybe he didn't think
that she would take it out on me, I don't know.  But
afterwards, after he'd gone, he never once came to see me, never
once phoned me.  I never got a Christmas or birthday present
from him, not even a card.  At school, the other kids’ parents
would come to our plays or concerts and things,  but mine
never did.  He wasn't around and she
couldn't be bothered.  I'd try not to be chosen for anything,
or if I was, I'd mess it up, or be a nuisance, anything to get out
of it, because I didn't want the other kids to know that neither of
them cared enough about me to come and watch."


          "And now?"
Jimmy asked quietly.


          "I just
don't know.  I don't hate him, but I don't love him
either.  Both of them actually.  Do you know Jimmy," he
went on after another long silence, "This is the first time I've
told anyone what happened that day, except… " a shiver passed over
him.


          "Except?"
Jimmy said in the same quiet voice, wanting him to get it out of
his system.


          "Well,
things were really bad for me after that, at school as well. 
And one day we had to write a story about our families.  So I
did.  Only, it wasn't something I made up, it was mostly the
truth of what had happened and how I felt about it.  As soon
as I'd handed it in and gone out into the playground, I knew I
shouldn't have done it, but it was too late.  Nothing happened
for a day or two and I thought it was going to be all right and
then they, they called my mother to come to the school and they
showed it to her.  Jimmy," he said, his face going white from
the memory, "That was the second worst thing that had ever happened
to me.  She didn't shout or anything, but by the time she'd
finished with me, I felt sick.  I was
sick!  Even worse than I felt on Friday.  I sometimes
think that if I'd been able to keep anything down after I swallowed
it, I might have taken some tablets or something to finish
it.  Bad things have happened to me since, but I think that
was amongst the worst."


          Jimmy, as
pale as Martin from a mixture of pity and anger, got up and came
round, pulling the boy tightly against himself, hoping that now he
had got it out he could start putting it behind him.  Martin
leaned back against him.  Jimmy always knows what to do he
thought gratefully, immeasurably comforted by the contact. 
Jimmy gave him a few moments then urged him to the sofa and sat
down next to him.


          "I wish I'd
known you when you were little and all this was happening," he
said.  "I'd have looked after you.  But you know Mart, I
think that part of the trouble has been that you've never talked
about it to anyone so it's been bottled up inside you all ready to
explode.  I wish you'd told me earlier, because I think you're
going to feel a whole lot better now that you've told someone."


          "You're not
someone, you're my Jimmy," Martin said with
conviction.  "I didn't want to tell you in case you felt I was
too much of a wimp to handle it by myself."  He nerved himself
then went on with difficulty, "I'm not, you know, brave like you
are.  You talk to people any way you like and it never seems
to worry you.  I can't do that.  I get shy and worried
and don't know what to say, except when I'm with you.  I don't
know what I'd have done without you these last few months.  If
it hadn't been for you … "


          Jimmy
gripped his arms.  "Don't ever feel like that about yourself
Mart.  I'm not brave at all.  It's just that I have
confidence in myself.  You will have too one day, in fact you
must have noticed that you're much more confident now than you used
to be.  And as for being shy, do you think I mind?  It's
one of the things, amongst a whole lot of others, that I love about
you."


          Martin
looked at him hopefully in a way that tugged at Jimmy's heart.
"Really and truly?" he asked.


          Jimmy looked
back seriously.  "Really and truly."


          Martin
sighed contentedly.  "Can I sit on your lap, please?" he asked
like a small child. Jimmy was right as usual he thought as
clambered onto him, he did feel better, a whole lot better, as if
he had just put down something really really heavy that he'd been
carrying for a long time.


          Jimmy waited
until he was settled comfortably, then said quietly, "Now that
we've got that out of the way, will you tell me what's been going
on at school, please?"


          For the
first time, Martin didn't tense up but answered meekly, "Can we do
it later Jimmy?  I think I've made enough confessions for the
time being."


          "I'm going
to give you a huge penance later," Jimmy replied patting his
fly.


          "I can't
wait.  Now you confess for a bit.  Why did you ask me
about my father?"


          "I know
him," Jimmy said bluntly.


          "What?"


          "I tracked
him down after you first mentioned him to me.  And that's
where we're going this afternoon."


          "Does he
really want to see me?" Martin asked rather dubiously, wondering
how he felt about the idea.


          "He doesn't
know I'm bringing you.”


          "Why didn't
you tell him?"


          "For two
reasons.  I want him to see you without having time to prepare
himself because that way, I think we'll find out what he really
feels about you.  The second reason, and I don't want you to
feel upset about this Mart, was to make sure that he didn't try to
get out of meeting you.  One never really knows how people
will react and although I don't suppose he would want to avoid
seeing you, I didn't want to take the chance.  I thought that
as you hadn't seen him for so long, you wouldn't mind if I did it
this way.  Maybe I should have talked to you about it first
but I also thought it might be easier for you if you
didn't have too much time to think about it either.  I'm not
so sure now that I was right, and we can go some other time if
you'd rather, and we don't even have to go at all if you don't want
to.  I just have this feeling that we should."


          "Then we'll
go," Martin said decisively, "And I don't really mind.  I
don't love him, but I don't mind seeing him if you think we
should.  But I don't understand how you think it will help
us."


          "I'm not
sure myself.  It's just a feeling that I can't explain."


          "A sort of
hunch, or instinct?"


          Jimmy
nodded.  "Something like that."


          It was
Martin's turn to nod.  "If you feel it so strongly, it must be
important."


          "There's one
more thing that you'd better know," Jimmy told him.  "Steven
will be there too."


          "So?" Martin
said, puzzled.


          "Don't you
mind?"


          Martin
shrugged, "Why should I?  If he's someone who he shares the
place with … Oh."  He stopped abruptly and twisted round
to look at Jimmy.  "Jimmy," he said after a long pause, "Do
you mean that they, that the two of them … Oh Christ, he's
Stevie, isn't he!  The one who … Christ Jimmy,"
he said awed, his brain working overtime, "That's why she …
  no wonder she was so angry!  I don't believe it, he's,
my father.   But he is, he's, he must be … it makes
him a, a  … I can't remember the word."


          "Bisexual,"
Jimmy supplied.  To his alarm, Martin started to laugh. 
Was he becoming hysterical?


          "But don't
you see," Martin choked, still looking at him, "All those years I
thought it was my fault they broke up, that I was to blame. 
That's what she made me think.  And all the time it was
because he was having an affair.  Having it off with a
man!  Christ, she must have really hated finding that
out.  She can't stand gays."


          "I know,"
Jimmy said soberly, still worried about him.  Martin never
used phrases like 'having it off'.  "Are you
alright?"


          "Yes I
am.  It's okay Jimmy, it's just that if I don't laugh, I'll
cry.  When I think of all the time I wasted, the energy and
emotion I spent worrying about it all those years," he
shook his head.  "And all the time it had nothing to do with
me, nothing to do with me at all!  It was
because he was part gay and part ordinary.  Bi-sexual. 
And I blamed myself because I didn't know.  What a bloody
waste of time.  God I was so fucking stupid!"


          "No Mart,
you weren't.  How on earth would you know about something like
that at that age?  Though to be honest with you, I think you
did come in to it in a way.  It wasn't your fault at all,
in any way at all!  But once she got over the shock
of finding out about your father, I think she started to watch you,
to see if you showed any signs of being gay as well."


          "Jimmy, come
on.  I was only ten."


          "I knew by
the time I was six," Jimmy told him. "Oh, not in a sexual way," he
continued as he saw Martin's incredulous look, "But I knew I was
different from other boys and I knew that I preferred playing with
boys to playing with girls.  There was a girl my age next door
to us and she was always wanting to play with me.  I liked her
a lot but I used to run to the next street to play with a boy I
didn't like at all, because he was a boy!  Of course
by the time I was twelve, even before my voice broke, I knew that I
fancied boys for sex.  I still do."


          Martin
snuggled against him.  "Well as long as the boys you fancy for
sex are me, I don't mind."


          "They are,"
Jimmy assured him, "All millions of them."


          Martin
smiled.  "It's weird isn't it.  All of a sudden my life's
been turned upside down, after all these years."


          "Are you
okay about it now, Mart?"


          He
nodded.  "Yes I am, I just wish I'd known.  It would have
saved me a such a lot of grief.   Five years," he said in
a wondering tone, "For a third of my life I blamed myself, and all
for nothing!  But at least now that I do know, I can stop
worrying and forget it."


          "I hope you
mean that, because it's time you did.  You've been carrying
too much guilt and it's about time you dumped it.  You will
try, won't you?"


          "I will,
Jimmy, I promise.  Do you know, I feel better already."


          Jimmy nodded
at him.  "I'm glad.  It's about time."


          "Are we
going to tell my father about us?" Martin asked after a pause
during which he encouraged Jimmy's hand to slide under his
T-shirt.


          "We won't
have to, he'll guess.  Do you still want to go?"


          "Yes, I
think so.  I think you're right.  We should.  But
what do we say to him, or are you just going to ask him for my hand
in marriage?"  He began to giggle as his vivid imagination
pictured the scene.  "I can just see it.  You dressed in
your very best clothes saying … "


          " … Mr
Jackson, I wish to marry your beautiful son," Jimmy finished for
him.


          "And he'll
say, Mr Evans, are you able to support my extremely
beautiful son in the manner to which he is accustomed?"


          "And I'll
answer, provided he has an enormous dowry sir, and tons and tons of
money I will make a huge sacrifice and very kindly take him off
your hands to give you a bit of peace."


          "Jimmy,
you're such a pig," Martin said happily.  "You know I haven't
got any money at all."


          "In that
case brat, the wedding is off.  Get off my lap
immediately."


          "I
will.  It's got very hard and uncomfortable all of a
sudden."


          Jimmy
repositioned the boy's weight slightly, still holding him
tightly.  "Don't I know it," he said resignedly and kissed the
top of his head.

 


          When Jimmy
rang Joseph Jackson's doorbell they had decided to see how the land
lay before deciding what line to take.  He was pleased to see
that Martin was reasonably calm and had agreed to leave most of the
talking to him.  Still rather doubtful, he was about to ask
Martin one last time if he wanted to go through with it, when the
door opened.


          Steven's
cheerful greeting died on his lips as he saw Martin.


          "Hi,
Stevie," Jimmy said, "This is Martin."


          Martin
smiled and extended his hand.  "Stevie.  You look just
like I remember you."


          Steven took
his hand, totally confused for a second before the penny
dropped.  Then his first thought was how glad he was to see
the boy, the second, what will Joe say?


          "Come in,"
he said in a slightly shaken voice, "Joe's in the sitting
room."


          Jimmy
preceded him, guiding Martin with a hand on his shoulder, so the
boy was the first person Joe saw as they came through the
door.  Joe stood still, staring.


          "Joe," Jimmy
said quietly, "Here's your son."  He left his hand on Martin's
shoulder, neither urging him forward nor holding him back, just
giving him support and reassurance.  This was something he
would have to handle himself though he would be quick to help if
Martin needed it.


          "Martin?"
Joe said, completely taken aback.


          Martin
didn't smile or move, just waited to see what his father would do,
looking at him measuringly.  But he's so short he thought,
then realised that the last time he had seen him, he himself had
been quite small so naturally his father would have seemed tall to
him.


          After a
moment, Joe smiled and came towards him, his arms
outstretched.  "Martin.  My little Martin!"


          Martin took
a small, rejecting step back against Jimmy, and put out his hand to
be shaken.  The action stopped Joe dead in his tracks.


          "Hello
Joe.  How are you," Martin said, his hand still held out, his
head tilted slightly to one side and a quizzical look on his
face.


          Joe shook
his head, confused, but took the proffered hand and held it. 
"I'm your father, Martin."


          "You were my
father until I was ten," Martin said without emphasis, releasing
Joe's hand.  "I'm fifteen now.  It was a long time
ago."


          Steven,
unable to bear the look on Joe's face came beside him and put his
arm around his waist.  Then he coloured slightly and made as
if to move away.  Before he could do so, Martin turned to him
with a smile, shaking his head.


          "It's all
right, Stevie.  I do know."


          Relieved,
Steven said with a smile,  "In that case, I suppose I'm almost
your stepmother." 
         The remark broke
the tension.


          Martin
smiled more broadly.  "Definitely not a wicked one.  You
were really kind to me and I've never forgotten it.  Of all
the things that happened that day, you stayed in my head when I
tried to forget everything else, because it was the one good thing
that happened.  I've never had a chance to thank you before,
but I can now."


          He moved
past his father put his arms round the astonished Steven and kissed
him.  Holding him tightly Steven looked at Jimmy, who was
shaking his head.


          "He's really
something, isn't he," Jimmy said, then switched his gaze to Joe who
was still standing rooted to the spot, though he had turned his
head to look at Martin.


          "Martin,
I … I don't know what to say to you," Joe said, then turning
to Jimmy added, "You could have given me some warning."


          "We decided
not to," Jimmy said in a cool voice, including Martin in the
decision.  "I only told him about you today and left it up to
him to decide whether he wanted to see you or not."


          Joe
winced.  "Jesus Jimmy, he's my son."


          Jimmy made
no reply.  It was up to Martin, they had agreed on that.


          Steven
released Martin and spoke quietly, trying to ease the
situation.  "Why don't you all sit down and I'll make some
tea."


          "Neither
Jimmy nor I drink tea, thank you Stevie," Martin said, "But if you
have coffee, that would be lovely.  If it's no trouble."


         
"Surely.  It's no trouble at all," Steven replied in a
troubled voice, and left the room.


          "Well, what
do you think of him?" Jimmy said, sitting next to Martin on the
sofa.


          "I just
can't believe it.  The last time I saw you, you were a little
boy and now look at you.   Fifteen years old and all
grown up.  What happened to those years, what have you been
doing?"


          "Well, I've
spent them at home and at school, and not very happily at either
most of the time, though I didn't really know that until I met
Jimmy.  It's been different since then.  He's the reason
I felt I could handle seeing you, even if you still felt you didn't
want anything to do with me," Martin said calmly.


          "How could
you think that?" Joe said forcefully, "Do you think I forgot about
you the minute I left the house that day?"


          "Well what
else could I think?  You never once spoke to me or came to see
me, or even sent me a birthday card.  What did you expect me
to think Joe?"


          "Jesus
Martin, there were reasons I couldn't.  Your mother made damn
sure I wouldn't have anything to do with you!"


          "And you
gave way to her, just as you always did," Martin said beginning to
get angry.  "If you had loved me, you could at least have
tried.  But you didn't bother.  As soon as I was out of
your sight you forgot all about me.  Just like it was when I
was a kid," he went on, memories he hadn't thought about for years
flooding over him.  "When it suited you it was fine to have me
around.  But the minute it was inconvenient, or I was in the
way it was 'Okay Martin off to your bedroom now,' or, 'Go and do
your homework,' or, 'Your mother needs you.'  Only she didn't
of course, did she!  She neither needed me nor wanted
me.  Between the pair of you, you gave me a really hard time
Joe, and I find it very hard to forgive you for it.  But most
of all, I don't think I can forgive you for abandoning me the way
you did, without any explanation, without  even saying
goodbye.  The least you could have done was written to me,
even if you couldn't be bothered to come and see me now and
again."


          "For God's
sake Martin, I've told you that your mother wouldn't let me come
near you and … "


          Suddenly
furious, Martin interrupted him.  "Come off it, Joe.  Any
real father who loved his son would have found a way somehow or
other.  You could have picked me up after school any day of
the week without her knowing.  And if she had found out, what
the hell could she have done about it?  Divorced you?  Be
your age, Joe!"


          "Martin will
you please listen, and stop calling me Joe.  I am
your father, whatever you think of me."


          Martin
looked at him for a minute, forcing himself to calm down.  He
didn't feel he was handling this at all well, and looked at Jimmy
for guidance.


          "I think you
should say it once and for all and be done with it Mart," Jimmy
replied to his unexpressed question.  "You've held this inside
you for far too long.  The sooner you get it out and dump it
the better."


          Joe turned
on him angrily. "Who's side are you on?"


          "You'd
better believe that I'm on his side, Joe," Jimmy said quietly,
taking Martin's hand and holding it in both of his.  "I always
have been and I always will be.  You'll have to remember
that."


          Martin
smiled up at him gratefully.  "I think I've actually said it
all now Jimmy, but it's not going to be easy for me to dump, I've
lived with it for a very long time."  He turned back to his
father.  "Joe, I'm sorry I shouted at you, it was rude of
me.  But Jimmy's right and I need to say this.  You are
my father and neither of us can do anything about it, but I don't
think of you as a father any more.  I'm sorry if this upsets
you, but that's the way it is.  Maybe one day I'll feel
differently, but this is the way I feel now, and if you want to see
me, you have to put up with it.  You can't talk me into
changing my mind or bully me into it either.  I've been
bullied enough in my life and I'm not putting up with any more of
it.  And I'm going to carry on calling you Joe.  I can't
call you father or dad or anything like that, because I don't feel
that way about you."  He thought for a minute then said
slowly, "What I would really like is that maybe we can start at the
beginning again, start off and be friends."


          Jimmy,
looking at him, his heart full of pride, gave his hand a
squeeze.  Who would have thought that the timid boy he had
first met would have handled this scene with such assurance. 
Before Joe could reply, Steven came into the room, pushing a
trolley on which besides tea and coffee, reposed the cake he had
made.


          "If I'd
known who we were entertaining, I would have iced it," he remarked
cutting and handing round large slices.  "That will have to be
for next time."


          The cake was
delicious and did much to smooth the atmosphere.  Martin, on
receiving a minatory look from Jimmy which was noted by both Joe
and Steven, even limited himself to two spoons of sugar in his
coffee.  Jimmy was more proud of him than he had ever been of
anyone, but he wasn't going to allow Martin to become a sugar
junkie on the strength of it.  He had other plans for him.

After they had finished their tea, Martin
offered to help Steven wash up and they left Jimmy alone with
Joe.


          "I never
dreamed he had turned out so well," Joe said quietly.


          "He's a good
kid," Jimmy agreed, "Very bright and very, very talented."


          After a long
pause, Joe looked at him and asked,  "Are you two …
?"


          "I don't
think that's any of your business Joe, and any way it's up to him
to tell you if he wants to."


          "You
certainly know how to make a man feel small, Jimmy," Joe said
rather bitterly.


          "I don't
mean to and I'm not doing it deliberately.  But as I said to
you earlier, I'm on his side, and whatever he decides to
do, about anything at all, I'll support him.  But I'm not
going to make decisions for him.  He's been pushed around more
than enough in his life and as far as I'm concerned, if he decides
to talk to you that's fine, and he decides not to talk to you,
that's equally fine.  You probably still think of him as a ten
year old, as he was when you last saw him, but you don't know him
now Joe, because he's changed since then.  In fact he's
changed since I met him.  He's a very sweet natured person,
but when you get to know him, if he let's you, you'll discover that
he has a streak of determination that will surprise you.  It's
what has kept him going so far and as he becomes even more
confident, you won't find it easy to get him to change his mind
once it's made up.  You probably don't want any advice from me
and I can't say I blame you, but I do suggest you accept him as he
is and take things very easy with him.  He's not a child any
more, he's a teenager, and you will have to accept that if you're
going to get anywhere with him.  I hope very much that you do
become friends as he suggested, because I think he's going to need
your help very soon.  He's heading for serious trouble with
his mother and you might just be able to help if you're prepared
to.  That's why I brought him here today.  But, if you're
not prepared to help him, on his own terms Joe,
then don't worry about it.  You can leave it to me to see him
through, though it won't be as easy on my own.  But what I
won't have, is you promising to help him, then when the time comes,
walking away from him again.  So think about it carefully
before you commit yourself.  You're only going to get one
chance and if you let him down a second time … "


          His voice
was totally devoid of emotion as he broke off, but Joe looked at
him as if he had been mesmerised.


          "Between the
two of you, you seem to have it all planned," he said
eventually.


          "Not
really.  I'm the one who has done all the planning.  We
talked about you for the first time today and I must admit I didn't
expect him to go off at you as he did just now.  I thought
he'd got it out of his system this morning."


          "You mean
you've been talking about my private affairs, the pair of
you.  He's told you all about it?"


          "Well he
didn't have anyone else to talk to, did he?" Jimmy said
reasonably.  "You certainly weren't around."


          Joe rested
his head on his hand. "Please Jimmy, don't you think I feel bad
enough as it is?  Talk to him for me.  Please.  Tell
him I'll do anything I can."


          "You'd
better mean that Joe."


          "Of course I
bloody mean it.  What the hell do you think I am?"


          "Sorry, but
you must remember neither of us knows you very well.  Why
don't you talk to him yourself and tell him … " he started to
say but Joe interrupted him.


          "If he
looked at me again the way looked just now, I don't think I could
stand it.  You talk to him for me.  Please."


          "I'll do my
best," Jimmy promised, feeling sorry for him and wondering what it
would feel like if Martin ever looked at him the way he had looked
at his father.  "We'd better not stay too long, I must get him
home before it gets too late.  Oh, and Joe, don't ask him
about school please.  He'll clam up and won't tell you anyway,
but I don't want him any more upset."


          "Is he in
trouble there?"


          "Very much
so, but I haven't managed to get him to tell me about it yet. 
But when I do you can rely on me to sort it out."


          Joe
nodded.  "I suppose I should thank you for bringing him to
me.  It's been a hell of a shock and I wish you had given me
some warning, but maybe this way's been for the best."


          Jimmy smiled
slightly and glanced at his watch.  "We'd better be making a
move," he said getting up.  "They must have had time to wash
every piece of crockery you own by now."


          He followed
Joe into the kitchen where Martin and Steven were talking
quietly.  Martin would tell him later that Steven had asked
him please to consider making up with his father, and although he
hadn't promised, he hadn't refused either.


          They said
their goodbyes, complimented Steven on his cake and promised to
come round soon for the special one he promised to make in Martin's
honour.  Steven would loved to have given Martin a hug, but
not wanting to upset Joe, followed the boy's lead and merely shook
his hand after he had shaken hands with his father.  Jimmy
noted his tact and pointed it out to Martin when they were in the
car.


          "Yes, he's
really nice isn't he.  I like him Jimmy and I'm glad he's
living with Joe.  We had a long talk in the kitchen about all
sorts of things.  I wish I'd had the chance to know him
earlier.  It's very odd.  I spent years on my own not
knowing anybody or having anyone to talk to, then I meet you and
suddenly all sorts of new people start to come into my life. 
Marion, Stevie, that lady at the opera who talked to me," he ticked
them off on his fingers as he spoke. "Suddenly I've got a whole
bunch of people and it's all because of you.  I don't know
what I'd do without you," he went on, putting his hand over Jimmy's
as he changed gear.  "You were the first and the most
important.  Even if I had only met you and no-one else, it
would have been enough.  You're my good luck."


          But Jimmy
laughed and told him he was talking a load of rubbish.  "I
didn't have anything to do with it, you were just due for some
luck, that's all.  And about time too!"


          Martin was
not convinced.


          It was just
on half past five when they got back to the flat and Jimmy insisted
that he get his things together.  Martin argued that as his
mother wasn't due home until the next day, he could spend one more
night.


          "Kiddo, do
you think I want you to go?  I'm going to miss you like hell
tonight and not just because of this either," he told him, giving
him a pat.  "But we have to be sensible.  Or at least I
have to be for both of us," he said, looking at Martin's
unconvinced face.  "If your mother gets home early, or phones
tonight and you're not there, what do you think she'll do? 
She'll go straight to the police and report you missing.  You
know she will.  She couldn't do anything else."


          "And if she
doesn't come home or phone, we'll have wasted a whole night
together," Martin replied swiftly.  "Jimmy, both of us know,
that we're not going to have many nights together.  We'll be
lucky if we manage one a month.  I don't think I can bear not
to have tonight also."


          Jimmy put
his arms round him wavering a little.  He was so tempted to
take a chance but forced himself not to say so.  It would
spell disaster if Martha were to find out about them at this
stage.  "I know, Mart.  Don't think it's any easier for
me.  I want you in bed with me tonight and every night but we
simply can't have it yet.  At least we've had two nights
together and there will be more, I promise you.  As soon as I
can work out a way.


          He held
Martin's small body tightly against him, wanting to keep him and
never let him go, the thought warring with another, buried deeply
inside him.  He wished it was possible to satisfy them both,
and tried to think of a way of doing it.


          Martin broke
into his thoughts saying with a catch in his voice, "I know you're
right, Jimmy.  But it's so hard.  I don't want to lose
you, now that I've found you."


          "You're
exaggerating a bit, kiddo.  You're not going to lose me and
I'm not going to lose you.  You're far too important to
me."


          Martin felt
a little comforted and bringing his hands up to Jimmy's shoulders
pushed himself back slightly so that he could look into his
eyes.


          "Promise?"
he asked.


          Jimmy
nodded.  "Promise."


          Martin gazed
at him a little longer then pulled his head down, kissed him and
moved out of his encircling arms. "We don't have to go just yet do
we?"


          "No, we've
got about an hour."


          "Okay, I'll
get my stuff together.  Come with me."


          He put his
arm around Jimmy's waist and together they went into the
bedroom.  Jimmy sat on the bed that Martin had insisted making
after they got up that morning, claiming he would do a far better
job than Jimmy would.  Now that he had accepted the
inevitable, he rapidly and efficiently collected his belongings and
packed them into his school bag.  The anorak Jimmy had bought
for him was carefully put on a hanger and hung in the built in
cupboard.  Then he came to Jimmy and pushing his knees apart,
stood between his legs, reaching down to tilt his face up.


          "Jimmy," he
said, flushing a delicate pink, "Could we rabbit some more before
we go do you think?"


          Jimmy smiled
at the phrase.  "We'll rabbit any time you want, kiddo." 
He started to get up, but Martin pushed him onto his back.


          "No," he
said softly, "I want something, different.  Just keep still,"
and started to undo his jeans.   


          Jimmy
thought he knew what he had in mind but wanted to be sure that
Martin was doing it for himself and not for him.  "Mart, are
you sure … ?"


          "I know what
I'm doing.  I want to.  It's important to me. 
Lift."


          He slid
Jimmy's jeans and underwear down in one movement, then knelt to
remove his trainers and socks, finally pulling the jeans and
underpants off completely with an impatient tug.


          Jimmy lay
there.  This was a new boy to him, masterful, confident and
very much in charge.  He suspected that It was a side of
Martin that no-one had ever seen, and thought again how much he had
grown up since he'd met him.  By the time Martin had
unbuttoned and taken off his shirt, he was ready for whatever the
boy wanted to do to him.  His one attempt to caress Martin had
been stopped as soon as it began with a growled, "No.  Keep
you hands to yourself.  I'm doing this."


          "Move up,"
Martin ordered, lifting his feet and pushing.  Completely
cowed, Jimmy wriggled up the bed until his head was on the
pillow.  Martin pulled his legs wide apart then crawled onto
the bed between.


          "Take your
clothes off, Mart."


          "No. 
Shut up Jimmy."  Suddenly he grinned.  "Lie back and
think of England.  But keep your eyes open."


          Jimmy smiled
in return.  It came to him, as Martin leaned forward and
kissed his forehead, that their relationship had moved on to a
different level.  A level which in spite of the difference in
age and experience, was one of equality, rather than that of the
older boy leading the younger.  So far he had taken the
lead.  It was plain that from now on it was going to be
different, and he was going to have his hands full.


          Martin was a
very bright and very intelligent boy but he did lack experience,
and it was going to be up to him to check him if that lack looked
as if it was going to lead him into trouble.  It was quite a
responsibility.  He tried to think about and even started to
make some plans, but became too distracted by what the boy was
doing to him.


          Martin,
having kissed his eyes, nose, mouth and chin was delicately tracing
the outline of his breasts while kissing the base of his
throat.  He ran his fingers down the sides of Jimmy's chest
then into his armpits, teasing the silky, dark blonde hairs. 
With one hand, he lifted Jimmy's head and pulled first one hand,
then the other under it.  Once the fingers were laced
together, he let the head go, kissed his nose again, then very
delicately touched the slightly parted lips with his tongue. 
Jimmy's own tongue came forward and for an instant, touched
Martin's before the boy moved away to nuzzle his armpit. 
Lying on his back, his arms behind his head and legs spread-eagled,
Jimmy felt strangely exposed and thought that if he hadn't trusted
the boy crouching between his thighs so completely, he would have
felt quite vulnerable.  As it was, that same feeling was
really turning him on and as Martin's tongue touched his skin, his
penis jumped.


          Martin moved
his head from his armpit and said softly, "You taste nice," then
checked to see if the other side tasted the same.


          His fingers
were moving down to Jimmy's stomach as he lipped first one then the
other small nipple and sucked gently.  Jon had done this to
Jimmy often so he couldn't understand why it was so stimulating
when Martin did it.  Maybe because it was the first time that
Martin had ever done it to anyone?  But he knew it was more
than that.  He was becoming confused.  Is this what women
feel, when a baby sucks them?  Surely not.  This was
going to lead to something that no baby could do and anyway, he was
a man.  So what was it?  Martin was no baby and wasn't
receiving any nourishment from him either, except maybe of the
spirit he thought humbly.  It wasn't a word he liked much with
it's religious overtones, but in his present state of desire, he
couldn't think of a better term.  Whatever, the boy seemed to
be enjoying it as much as he was!


          When
Martin's hands moved lower and his mouth moved down across his hip,
Jimmy was in such a state of raging desire, he almost brought his
hands down to take hold of the boy and guide him.


          Sensing the
movement, Martin said, "No!" and balancing himself, stretched his
arms to grip Jimmy's elbows and hold them in place.  Then he
looked down at the throbbing, pulsing, oozing organ below
him.  Taking pity on it, he brought his head down and kissed
the base of the shaft, then gently kissed his way upwards, feeling
it jump powerfully at each touch.


          As he
reached the part where the head flared out, Jimmy groaned, 
"Mart … please … " then, "Are you sure … ?"


          He lifted
his head.

"I'm sure, Jimmy.  I want to have you
in … " he stopped, suddenly shy, and said simply, "It's all
right."  Then he opened his mouth, curled his lips over his
teeth, and took in as much of Jimmy's swollen cock as he
could.  For a moment he kept quite still, then he moved his
tongue against the most sensitive part.

Jimmy resisted him for as long as he could,
wanting to prolong the pleasure before the climax moved out of his
control, but when the boy brought one hand down to hold his balls,
it was too much.  He only had time to hope that Martin would
be all right, when the sweet, beautiful feeling took him out of
himself, higher and higher, more and more intense until when he
could bear it no longer, he felt himself jerk and then spurt into
the boy's soft enclosing mouth.


          Martin, his
mouth suddenly and surprisingly filled, swallowed desperately, not
wanting to waste the tiniest drop of Jimmy's sperm.  I'm, glad
I'm a boy, he thought, I can take it right inside me and absorb
it.  If I were a girl it would only be down there for a little
bit.  He swallowed again.  As he did so, he felt his own
climax, which he'd been ignoring in his need to give Jimmy
pleasure, begin and thought Oh Christ, I should have got undressed
when he told me to.  I'm going to come in my pants.


          And did.


          The
intensity was such that when it was over, the strength went right
out of him and he felt he was going to collapse onto Jimmy, but he
managed to hold on until he was sure that Jimmy was completely
finished.  Then reluctantly, he let him go and moved up until
he was lying beside the older boy.


          Jimmy
settled his head on his arm, cupping his hip and brought his other
hand across his body to slide it down under the waist of Martin's
jeans.  As he felt the wetness there he said, "I wanted to do
that to you," brought his hand to his mouth and licked his
fingers.


          "You can in
a minute," Martin replied, contentedly.  "Was it all right?"
he said after a pause, "I've never done that before."


          "I know you
haven't.  It was so good.  Just having my cock in your
mouth was … " he broke off then continued, "It was the
greatest, so don't start getting all bashful on me now,
kiddo.  If you can do it, surely you can talk about it
afterwards?" he ended on a questioning note.


          "I know it's
stupid of me, but I can't help it."


          "No. 
I'm the stupid one, not you," Jimmy said, thinking it out. 
"You've spent so long not talking about things you still find it
hard.  Also, you've been brought up to think that sex is wrong
and dirty.  That's not easy to change after all this time, but
it will change eventually so don't worry about it.  And in the
meantime, try this.  It's a powerful magic potion I've found
very effective for curing all sorts of things."  He pushed his
hand into the boy's jeans, making Martin jump, put his thumb
against the opening of his still hard penis and used his fingers to
squeeze out a drop of fluid.


          Martin
hesitated for a moment, then licked the proffered thumb.  He
took hold of Jimmy and did the same to him.  "You know, you're
really part of me now, Jimmy, just as I'm part of you.  You're
inside me and I'm inside you."


          Jimmy
nodded.  "Do you like the idea?"


          "More than I
can tell you.  It makes me feel sort of safe as if we belong
to each other.  But of course we'll have to do it often, just
to make sure."


          Jimmy smiled
at him and kissed his cheek.  "We will," he promised.


          They lay
still, thinking their own thoughts until they were ready to start
again.  Then Jimmy undid Martin's jeans and would have
undressed him completely but by that time Martin needed it too
much, so he just pushed them down enough to uncover him, pulled his
up his shirt and they masturbated each other until they both came,
first Martin and then Jimmy.  Martin scooped up some of
Jimmy's sperm and mixed with his own then after Jimmy had done the
same, they each put their fingers in the other's mouth. 
Somehow, it was a symbolic act Martin thought, too take and swallow
the most intimate part of another person, another boy rather, he
amended.  One couldn't do it with a girl.  The thought
pleased him.


          After a
while, he turned to Jimmy.  "There's something I've been
thinking about a lot," he said, "And I'm not sure if I have the
courage to ask you."


          Jimmy turned
to him and leaned up on one elbow.  "What do you mean
Mart?  Do you think I might be angry, or is it something about
sex that you just feel too shy to talk about?"


          "It's a bit
of both."


          "Well, I
promise not to be angry or upset whatever you say to me, but I
can't do much about you feeling shy except to tell you again that
you can say what you like to me about anything."  He waited a
moment then spoke quietly, knowing it to be true all of a sudden
but not having had the time yet to think out all the
implications.  "And I'll tell you why."

          He paused again while he
thought about it.  He needed to be absolutely sure.  Once
spoken, the words couldn't be taken back.  There were, things,
his plans … but all at once, they were less important. 
What was important was lying right next to him, and looking at him
trustingly.  He felt an astonishing happiness flow over him,
fill him.

          "The reason is," he said
very softly, "I love you Martin."


          Martin's
eyes blurred.  It seemed too good to be true.  He had
known for two days that he loved Jimmy, but hadn't dared hope that
Jimmy might love him in return.  He looked into Jimmy's face,
knowing that he should speak, tell him that he felt the same. 
But as always, he was too shy.  He would tell Jimmy,
one day soon, but not just yet, in case Jimmy thought he was only
saying it because he'd said it first.  So he smiled,
wonderingly, and hoped that Jimmy would understand, as he always
did.


          Jimmy didn't
speak for a moment, didn't dare ask Martin if he loved him in
return, simply leaned towards him and licked off the tear that was
beginning to run down his cheek.  It tasted salty as he had
expected, but also, or perhaps he was just fooling himself,
uniquely of Martin.  Then he kissed him and settling himself
down again, pulled the boy onto his side to face him.  They
were so close he could feel Martin's soft, sweet breath on his
face.


          "Now that
you know how I feel about you, I should think you could ask me
about anything at all," he remarked eventually.


          "I don't
know why this should be so hard, at least I do because I'm afraid
you might be … be disgusted with me."


          "Would you
be disgusted with me at anything I asked you?"


          "No, of
course not."


          Jimmy shook
his head, smiling faintly.  "Well then?"  He paused for a
moment then went on, "Mart, trust me, the way I trust you."


          "Okay,"
Martin agreed.  He wondered for a moment how best to put it,
then decided there was no best way and that it would have to come
out the way it came out.  The difficulty was that he'd been
brought up to consider the words he needed to use both vulgar and
offensive.  There was probably a medical term but he couldn't
think of it and anyway, it would be too clinical.  It looked
as if he was going to have to do it by description and he wasn't
sure if he was up to that either.  But Jimmy was waiting, and
having brought up the subject, he would have to try.


          "Jimmy," he
said softly, "Do you want to … that is, would you like
to … Oh hell," he said, "I don't know how to say it."


          "Yes you
do.  Don't think and worry, just come out with it," Jimmy
encouraged him.


          Martin
breathed in and tried again.  "Do you want to, to …
  to come into me?"  He blushed deeply.


          Jimmy
understood him at once.  "You mean, fuck you?" he asked in a
perfectly natural voice.


          Martin
nodded.  He couldn't have said yes if his life depended on
it.


          "I think you
have the most beautiful bum I've ever seen and I've wanted to fuck
it ever since I first saw you.  But I don't just want to fuck
your bum, I want to fuck you Mart.  You the
person.  You, Martin Jackson.  Not just for the sex and
the wonderful feeling I'd get in my cock, but because I love
you.  I want to feel myself inside you, with you around me,
belonging to me, a part of me.  I want it so much I can't tell
you.  Just looking at you gives me a hard-on, you know that
already, and the thought of putting my cock into you nearly drives
me mad.  But I'm not going to do it until you're ready and you
want it as much as I do.  Maybe you never will and if that's
the way it is, that's okay too. I won't really mind.  But this
is really important Mart, if we do it, it has to be because we both
want it, not because one of us thinks that the other one wants
it.  Do you understand that?  Either it's mutual, or not
at all.  Does that answer your question?"


          "You always
understand me, don't you Jimmy.  And you're right as
usual.  I'm not ready yet.  I think sometime soon I will
be, but I need to get used to the idea first.  You see, I've
always known, or at least I've always been told, not that anyone
said it right out but you know how people go on, that it's
specially wrong.  It's the one thing that everyone seems to
hate about us and it's going to take time for me to get out of
thinking like that, if I ever can.  It, it isn't wrong for us
to do it is Jimmy?  I don't really mind if it is, but I would
like to know what you think.  It's important."


          "Mart,"
Jimmy said, "It's the exactly the same as what men and women do
with each other except for one small thing."  He stopped for a
moment to get his thoughts in order then went on, "The way I see
it, when people fuck, or screw, or have intercourse, or whatever
you want to call it, they do it for two reasons.  The first
reason is to make babies, and the second is for the pleasure. 
If sex was just for making babies then people would only do it when
they wanted children.  But you know as well as I do that they
have sex all the time.  So the most important part of doing it
is the pleasure part, not the baby part.  And for them, males
and females I mean, it's natural where the man puts his cock, which
is into her cunt.  That's the natural thing for them, and
that's the way they usually do it.  But if a man's wife or
girlfriend isn't around, like he's in prison or something, he'll
put it any place he can, even into another man's bum.  It's
perfectly true," he said, as he saw the astonished look on Martin's
face, "They don't like to admit it because they think it makes them
queer, but that doesn't make it any less true, and it's been proved
over and over again.  So maybe using the girl's cunt is not
the only way that's natural for them to have sex.  Now when it
comes to people like us, we can't make babies, so that reason
doesn't count.  But the pleasure part is just as important to
us as it is to them.  The only difference is what turns us on
and where we put our cocks.  Heterosexual guys are turned on
by the shape of a girl or woman, her tits, cunt, wide hips, things
like that.  Homosexuals are turned on by the male shape,
narrow hips, wide shoulders cocks, balls and bums.  And as
it's mostly natural for them to fuck cunts, it's just as natural
for us to fuck bums.  It just depends on what turns you
on.  Not all gay couples fuck, though those that do are lucky
because they can each do it to the other if they want. 
Heterosexuals can't do that because girls just don't have the
equipment.  What I'm trying to say is, although it's natural
for heterosexual men to fuck cunts, it's just as natural for gay
men to fuck bums.  There's no right or wrong about it Mart,
it's just a fact that exists."


          He waited a
minute to see how Martin was taking this then went on, "Now about
us, you and me I mean.  Like I told you, I want to do it with
you.  Not to you, but with you, and I want
to do it very badly.  But I'm going to wait until you ask me
to, because I want you to be very sure first.  And that's
another thing.  You'll have to ask me, whether you're shy
about it or not, because that's the only way I'll know that you
really want me to do it with you.  Now, can I ask you
a question?"


          Martin
nodded, he thought he knew what was coming, but had no idea how to
answer.  He hadn't thought about it, or perhaps, hadn't
allowed himself to think about it.


          "Do
you want to fuck me?" Jimmy asked.


          "Do you want
me to?" he temporised.


          "Don't
answer a question with another question, kiddo," Jimmy grinned,
"That's cheating."


          "Yes, I know
it is, sorry.  But Jimmy, I just don't know.  I've never
thought about it, at least I've never thought about doing it that
way round.  I am curious to find out what it feels
like, but I'll have to think about it first.  I seem to be
really confused about this," he confided.


          "That's only
because it's new to you.  When you get used to the idea you'll
be able to decide if it's natural for you, and when you're sure
about that, we'll know what's natural for us as a couple.  Now
after all that, we'd better get dressed and I'll take you
home."


          "It doesn't
feel like home to me," Martin said getting off the bed, "But I feel
better about going back there now than I did earlier.  I
suppose I'd better shower."


          "Don't
worry, nobody's going to see you and I love the thought of you
being all damp, sticky, spermy and spunky!  It turns me
on."


          Martin
smiled. "Are you sure it's not disgusting?"


          "Quite
sure.  Just very very sexy, like the rest of you.  In
fact, I love the smell of it."  He sniffed the damp patch on
Martin's jeans.  "It's an aphrodisiac."


          In the car,
Jimmy reminded him that they hadn't talked about the school
problem, but Martin dismissed it.  The half term holiday was
approaching and they would have plenty of time to talk.


          "Thank you,
Jimmy," he said sincerely as they kissed goodbye, "This has been
the very best weekend I've ever had.  I'll never ever forget
it."


          "For us
both," Jimmy told him, and urged him out of the car before he gave
in to the temptation to take him back to the flat as fast as he
could drive.  "I'll see you after school on Tuesday. 
Phone me tomorrow if you can."


          He watched
Martin go into the house, then drove home to do some serious
thinking.

 


          The
following day when he phoned, Joe was out so he spoke to
Steven.  Perhaps this was a good thing he decided, as he gave
him a resume of what Martin had gone through in the last five
years.


          "You can't
blame him for being upset with Joe," he ended, "But I think he'll
come round in time,  But Stevie, try to convince Joe that if
Martin ever comes to him for help, he's going to have to give
it.  The kid won't give him another chance, if he feels Joe
has let him down a second time."


          He listened
while Steven told him how badly he felt for not pushing Joe five
years ago.  "I feel rotten," he confessed, "Thinking of that
poor kid alone with that woman.  I wish to God I had done
something for him."


          "I'm sure
you do," Jimmy replied, "But it's no use wishing it hadn't
happened.  What we've got to do now, the three of us, is to be
ready to help him if he needs it.  We're all he's got Stevie,
and I have a feeling he's going to need all the help he can get,
one of these days."


          After they
rang off, he debated whether to call Brian and ask to see
him.  He could do with some legal advice, but decided to try
to work it out on his own first and hold Brian in reserve.  He
thought he knew how to get the boy away from his mother, in fact he
had planned something on those lines when he first discovered that
Martha Jackson had a son.  What he hadn't taken into account
at the time was the possibility that he might fall in love with
that same son.  He had been so in love with Jon, it had never
crossed his mind.

He went to the drawer where he kept his
correspondence and got out Jon's last and only letter to him. 
After he had read it in Brian's office, he had never been able to
bring himself to look at it again, and had deliberately expunged
the most important thing Jon had said from his mind.  The hurt
had eased over time and he was ready now to read it again, and
accept what it said.  All of it.

Even so, he sat in the darkening room with the
letter in his hand for a long time before he could bring himself to
open it.

 

My Dearest Jimmy

 


          As he looked
at the familiar writing, he felt tears come to his eyes.  He
understood now that Jon had tried to make things easier for him,
but it had hurt so much when he read it that day.  The part he
wanted came at the end.

 

 You won't want to believe this Jimmy,
but in time you will find it's true.  You and I loved each
other very much and that was the best thing that ever happened to
me.  But when I'm gone, remember that love can only last when
the person you love is with you.  When they go out of reach,
love goes too.  It may take time but it's inevitable. 
Remember this my darling when you find yourself falling in love
again one day, as I hope with all my heart you will.  Don't
ever, ever, feel guilty about it or think you're being disloyal to
me.  If I'm somewhere where I know what's happening, I'll be
happy.  And if can do anything, I'll be cheering for
you, supporting you, loving you, and encouraging you.

I have never lied to you my darling Jimmy,
and I'm not lying now when I tell you that you are not the reason
for what I'm planning to do and nor is it your fault in any
way.  I had more happiness with you than I ever deserved and
if I was given the chance to go back and change things, in spite of
what happened, I would refuse it without a second thought.  To
have had your love, even for such a short time, made my life
complete.

Don't be sad for me, and don't ever think
that any of it was your fault.  It wasn't.

With all my love my darling

Jon.

 


          Jimmy held
the letter, tears running down his face.  Jon had known so
much more than he had, and he'd been right.  For months, as he
had plotted his revenge he had forced himself to believe that their
love would have been forever, that he would never love anyone
else.  With hindsight he could see how false, though
understandable, that belief had been.  He had loved Jon deeply
at first, and when he was arrested, that love had flared up
strongly again blinding him to the knowledge that this, his first
great passion, wouldn’t necessarily be his last.  And in that
state, Jon's death and especially the manner of it, had triggered
an instantaneous hatred for the judge who had sentenced him, and
for the woman who had taken such pleasure in achieving that
sentence.

          When the judge had died
of a heart attack he had felt cheated and betrayed and had
concentrated his hatred and thirst for vengeance on Martha
Jackson.  Cut off by then from his parents and with little to
distract him, he had started researching her life and
circumstances.  And when he discovered that she had a son, the
germ of a plan had come to him.  As he single mindedly
perfected his scheme, he never saw her son as a person at
all.  He was simply a part of the design.  A major part,
in fact pivotal, but as a thinking feeling person, he didn't
exist.  Until the day he spoke to him.


          It was one
thing to see the boy from a distance, to try to find out what he
was like, the circumstances of his life.  It was an entirely
different thing to meet him face to face, talk to him, and
gradually get to know him.  It had never crossed his mind that
Martin too might be a victim of Martha Jackson's, but it hadn't
taken him long to realise that she was at the root of most, if not
all of his troubles.  His innate kindness had made him
sympathise with Martin while at the same time, his desire for
revenge had been delighted that the boy's circumstances were
playing so directly into his hands.


          And now?


          He loved
Martin.  It was nothing like the instantaneous, wild passion
that had swept over him when he first saw Jon.  It had been
something much more subtle.


          At first, a
fondness for him and an increasing admiration for his talent and
personality, the quiet resolution that took him uncomplainingly to
school where he was given such a hard time, without even realising
his own courage.  The sweetness of his character and the fine
mind that he hid so carefully, but there for anyone to see if they
took the trouble to look.  All those things coupled with his
growing appreciation of the small, perfectly formed body, had
imperceptibly turned his liking into love without him realising
it.


          With Jon, he
had felt fiercely protective when things had gone wrong.  With
Martin, he felt no less protective, but it was coupled with a quiet
determination to look after him, shield him, and put things right
as far as he could.  There was, he groped for the right word,
and when he found it was surprised because he had never felt it in
any other relationship.  It was tenderness in his
feelings for the Martin.  It seemed an almost effeminate word
to apply to himself, but that was rubbish.  It fitted
perfectly and equally perfectly, it described the feeling.


          And
Martin?  If his own first love had turned out to be so
ephemeral, wouldn't the same apply to him?  He knew that
Martin had never been in love before, and wasn't even sure if he
was in love now.  He had never said so.  But if he
was, his heart caught at the thought that perhaps Martin
might grow away from him and fall in love with someone else, just
as he had done.  Could he cope with it if it happened? 
He didn't know.  He loved Martin enough to want him to be
happy, but he didn't know if he could willingly give him up to
someone else.


          As he
thought about it he remembered something that Jon had told him
once, a description and test of love.  'You're truly in love,'
he had said, 'When the happiness of the person you love is
essential to your own.'  Well Martin's happiness had been
important to him for a long time now.  But, if that happiness
depended on Martin being with someone else, loving someone else,
having sex with someone else, how would he feel?  He simply
didn't know.  All he could do was hope that it would never be
put to the test.  He went to bed that night wondering if it
was all academic anyway, because he had no idea if Martin loved him
the way that he loved Martin.

 


          Martin spent
a much happier night.  He missed Jimmy terribly and the bed
was cold and uninviting without him, but he knew that Jimmy had
been right to bring him home.  Not, he thought rebelliously,
that this was home now, it was just the place where he lived for
the time being.  He had planned to finish his homework before
going to bed, but thinking about the weekend and trying to work out
how they could be together during half term, the time slipped away
and he did very little.


          At school
the following day, his teacher's complaints slid off the armour of
his happiness without him noticing them, and nor did he notice or
react to various taunts muttered in his direction.  It was to
be his undoing.  Ross and his gang, annoyed that their remarks
had had so little effect, cornered him in the playground after
school.


          Martin was
scared, though not as badly as he used to be, and from somewhere,
he had no idea where, the conviction came to him that he'd had
enough.  More than enough in fact.  When Ross called
started by calling him a queer, he remembered what he'd been doing
over the weekend, and Jimmy's remarks about what was natural came
back to him.


          He faced
Ross, pale but determined, and said in as firm a voice as he could
manage, "What did you say to me?"


          There was
instant silence among the boys surrounding him.


          Ross was
taken aback by this unexpected defiance.  "I said you're a
queer, Jackson."


          Martin
looked him up and down then said in a steady voice, "So, I’m a
queer.  So what?"  He was proud that his voice didn't
shake.


          "Hey, he
admits it," Ross said loudly.  "He admits he's a fucking
queer!"


          "Why
shouldn't I admit it?  That's what I am.  Though I don't
fuck.  Do you?" he asked in an interested voice, "Or are you
too scared to have done it?"   He waited a moment in the
shocked silence then said, "When you do fuck, if you do, do you
fuck girls or boys Ross?"


          Ross's face
went white under his spots, whether from anger or not, Martin
couldn't tell.  The silence had spread as more boys joined the
group around them.  Looking at Ross, Martin suddenly wondered
about him.  He was very quick to call people queers and
poofs.  Was the reason that was he protecting himself by
getting in first?  I'm probably going to get killed, he
thought, but I'm going to say it anyhow.


          "I can see
you've never done it with a girl though pretend you have," he said
with as much conviction as he could,  "So that only leaves
boys for you.  Unless you're just a wanker."


          "Shut up
Jackson.  You're the one who's a fucking poof!" Ross
shouted.


          Martin
forced a smile.  "Oh yeah, you can dish it out but you can't
take it, can you.  Do you give it to your boyfriend or does he
give to you?"  He thought from Ross's expression that he might
have struck gold, but didn't have long to enjoy his victory.


          Yelling,
"You fucking little shit," Ross waded into him, his large fists
swing wildly.


          Martin got
in a few blows of his own, but he was completely inexperienced and
totally outclassed.  Fortunately Ross was so furious at first
most of his punches went wild, but as he calmed down, they got
harder and more accurate and he alternated between punching Martin
in the face and then in the ribs and stomach.  Although he
tried, Martin simply wasn't able to predict where the next blow
would be aimed and each punch did more damage than the previous
one.  He was hurting really badly and just about to collapse
when his own fist, more by luck than judgement, connected with the
bigger boy's face. Ross reeled back, his nose spouting blood.


          "Go on, 'it
'im back," his bosom pal urged, but Ross was strangely
reluctant.


          "My nose is
broke," he snuffled as a home going teacher appeared, too late as
usual Martin thought through waves of pain.


          He was
panting and starting to shake, but controlled it by a sheer effort
of will.  He hated to think what his face must look like and
wondered how Jimmy would feel if he was scarred for life.


          "What's
going on here?" the teacher asked, obviously unaware of either of
their names.  "Here, hold your nose with this," he handed Ross
a tissue.  "What was this all about?"


          Martin said
nothing, damned if he was going to tell him anything.


          "Who started
it?"


          "It was
Ross," one of the smaller spectators said, then melted into the
crowd before he could be identified.  "Right I'll see the pair
of you in the morning, get off home now, both of you."


          After giving
his name and class, Martin hobbled rather than walked, out of the
gate.  He felt sick and was hurting more than ever as the
analgesic effect of the adrenaline in his blood started to
diminish, but underneath he was glowing.  He knew what
schoolboy rumours were like, he'd been on the receiving end long
enough, and the story of what he'd said to Ross would spread
through the school like wildfire.  Ross was going to find out,
just as he had, that something like that whether it was true or
not, wasn't easy to live down.  As for himself, they were
calling him a queer anyway, so it wasn't going to make any
difference.  In fact he realised with considerable surprise,
he didn't give a stuff about it any more.


          When he got
home, his mother was waiting for him.  She looked at his torn
blazer and blood covered shirt and started to complain angrily
without giving him a chance to explain what had happened. 
Buoyed up by what he thought of as his mental, if not physical,
victory over Ross, he found it increasingly hard to take and when
she said that she thought he was too old for playground fights, his
control over his temper vanished.


          "I just
can't win can I," he snarled.  "If I don't stand up for myself
you tell me I'm a weakling and a sissy, and when I do you say I
shouldn't get involved in silly playground fights.  What the
hell do you want me to do?"


          They glared
at each other for a moment, then Martha said coldly, "Don't speak
to me in that tone of voice young man."


          He was angry
enough to retort but realised that this was exactly what she
expected him to do.  With an effort, made himself speak
calmly.  "I'm sorry mother, that was rude of me."


          It took the
wind out of her sails and all she could say was, "Don't you ever
speak to me like that again.  I won't put up with it."


          "Of course
not," he said. "May I go upstairs and clean myself up please?"


          "Yes, go
on.  But I'm very angry about your blazer.  I shall have
to get you another one."


          "I think I
can probably sew it, but if you think I should have a new one, you
can take it out of my pocket money," he said coldly and went up to
his bedroom.


          He went into
the bathroom, stripped and checked himself.  His face looked
better after he cleaned himself up, though bruised here and
there.  But it was his chest that had suffered the most. 
He felt as if he had pulled several muscles and he could see the
bruises beginning to come out already.  She didn't even ask if
I was all right, he thought resentfully, as he stepped into the
shower.  All she cared about was my bloody blazer.


          To give her
her due, once her anger died down Martha felt guilty that she
hadn't been more sympathetic, and was about to come and talk to him
when she heard the shower running.  Soothing her conscience
with the thought that he must be all right in that case, she
decided to talk to him later.  She really hadn't intended to
nag him, having planned a pleasant evening to celebrate her
news.


          The 
appointment to the bench wouldn't be confirmed for some months, but
it had been made clear to her that all being well, the position was
hers.  A quiet talk over a glass of sherry with one of the
most eminent luminaries of the system the previous evening had been
quite specific.  She was very young for the appointment he had
said, but it was felt that this would be a good thing.  She
would bring a youthful mind to bear in a profession that was rather
slanted towards the elderly, and possibly for that reason, the
poorer.  This was said with a dry smile and in a tone that
made it quite clear that the remark wasn't meant to be taken
seriously.


          Of course it
entailed certain obligations, absolute impartiality that went
without saying, and an expert knowledge of all sections of the
law.  Not perhaps an avocation for someone with family
obligations, the amount of preparation to be done was horrendous,
quite horrendous, but naturally she was aware of this.  She
had after all, already done sterling work in the prosecution
service, and was no stranger to hard work.  As for the time
and commitment she would have to devote, well she had a son of
course, but he would be making his own way in the world in due
course and this needn't be a barrier.


          The voice
became a little lower, a fraction more confidential.  If he
might be permitted to give her a hint, a small word of advice, her
private as well as her public life would be under intense
scrutiny.  She would not be the first woman to be so elevated,
but there rather few ladies on the bench at present and naturally
there would be great interest in her, particularly in view of her
age.  The slightest hint of anything untoward, not he was
sure, that there would be, but if anything should occur, it would
be fatal, quite fatal.  But enough of that.  He himself
was looking forward to watching her career with the greatest
interest, and if she felt that there was any help or advice he
could give, she must not hesitate to consult him …


          The
deceptively gentle voice had gone on for several more minutes, but
she had been under no illusions.  The mind behind it was as
sharp as a razor blade and knew the profession inside out. 
The 'hint' was tantamount to a command, and also a warning, and she
accepted it as such.


          It was with
this in mind that she had set eyes on the son she hadn't seen for
three days.  And it was the sight of him, dirty, with torn
clothes and a bruised and bloody face, that had triggered her
rather paranoid reaction.  Supposing a reporter had been
there, had been her first thought.  The second, would it have
set back her career?


          She was a
very ambitious woman who had worked with single-minded devotion
against considerable prejudice to get where she was.  It was
the thought that her career might suffer a second major setback
because of him, just when it seemed that she was about to achieve
her highest ambition, that had been momentarily too much for
her.  Her reaction had been irrational and as soon as he had
left the room she admitted this to herself.  A schoolboy fight
was not a particularly serious matter when all was said and done,
but … he was becoming defiant, insolent and downright
rude at times, and if these were early signs of serious behavioural
problems, she would have to do something about it at once. 
But she didn't have the time!  Her workload was heavy enough
as it was, and she was going to have to do all the preparation for
her new position as well.  All in all she thought, her anger
rising again, he could hardly have chosen a worse moment to start
misbehaving.


          By the time
they sat down to supper she had calmed down enough to tell him her
news, pointing out that she was going to have to spend more and
more time away from home and that she relied on him to behave
sensibly.  Martin, absolutely delighted and anticipating the
extra time he'd have with Jimmy, carefully hid his elation but
congratulated her with a warmth and sincerity he would not have
felt a few months previously.


          She was
quite pleased with him by then, so he took the opportunity to ask
if he could spend a few nights with a friend during half
term.  It wasn't definitely settled, but he would enjoy it,
specially he added ingeniously, as it looked as if she was going to
be so busy.  Beyond telling him to let her know, she made no
further enquiries though it did cross her mind that the house would
be more peaceful without him.  As soon as could do so
politely, he escaped to his bedroom to finish his homework. 
There was no opportunity to phone Jimmy, but knowing he would be
seeing him after school the next day, he went to bed very sore, but
very happy.


          The next
morning when he woke up he could hardly move, and when he forced
himself to get out of bed, took one horrified look at his face and
refused to look in the mirror again.  Even his mother was
worried when he limped into the kitchen and asked if he wanted her
to take him to the doctor.  He refused, knowing that it would
put her in a bad temper for the rest of the day if she had to
change her appointments, and told her he would go on his own if he
needed to.


          "Well," she
said in a softer voice than she had used for months, "Make sure you
do," and left it at that.


          He had no
intention of going anywhere near the doctor and found that by the
time he got to school that walking had loosened his muscles a
bit.  He timed it as he always did to arrive just as the bell
went and was surprised as he entered the building to receive one or
two smiles and greetings.  For an instant, he thought
resentfully, oh yeah and where were you when they were
giving me such a hard time, then his common-sense reasserted itself
and he forced himself to smile back.  He was pleased to see
that Ross was not present and during the morning break when he went
to see the teacher who had separated them, felt quite cheerful.


          Ordered to
explain what had been going on, he quietly refused beyond saying
that he hadn't started it.


          "I ought to
keep you in after school," the teacher said, annoyed but not
surprised, adolescent etiquette being what it was.


          "That's not
fair, sir," Martin pointed out calmly.  "Ross isn't here today
and anyway I didn't start it.  I was defending myself."


          And how many
times have I heard that excuse? the man thought wearily, then
recalled that the other boy had been a good deal bigger than the
specimen before him, so possibly there was a grain of truth in it
for a change.  "Very well.  I'll forget about it this
time.  You can go."   


          For the rest
of the day although keeping a wary eye out in case Ross's cronies
ganged up on him, he was more relaxed than he'd been since first
coming to the school, and even spoke briefly to a few of his
classmates when they approached him.  The news had got about
as he'd known it would, and they were obviously dying to ask about
it, but he refused to be drawn.


          As he sat on
the bus taking him to the flat, he began to worry about what Jimmy
was going to say.  He had forced himself to take another look
at his face in the toilets before he left the school.


          He needn't
have worried.  Jimmy took one look at him, said "Oh Christ,
what the hell have they done to you this time?" took him into the
bedroom removed his tie and shirt and examined him in
silence.  White lipped with anger and ignoring Martin's remark
that he should see the other guy if he thought this was bad, he
picked up the phone, rang Marion and asked if Tim could see them
right away, and was told to bring him round.  Helping Martin
put his shirt back on, it hurt when he stretched, he said, "This is
it, Martin Jackson.  When we get back, you're going to tell me
the whole story right from the beginning and no more excuses."


          "And if I
won't?" Martin asked, enjoying his concern.


          "Then I
won't rabbit you ever again."


          "I'll tell,
I'll tell," Martin said hurriedly, "Please, please don't refuse to
rabbit me no more."


          But Jimmy
wouldn't answer his smile.  "I really mean it this time,
Martin.  You're going to tell me even if I have to beat it out
of you."


          Martin
nodded, "Child abuse," he remarked just loud enough to be heard, "I
always knew that you were the sort of person who … "


          Then seeing
that Jimmy was really concerned he said contritely, "I'm sorry
Jimmy.  I've wanted to tell you about it for a long time, but
I did something I'm really ashamed of and that's why I haven't
talked you about it.  I'm not sure what you'll think of me
after you know."


          "How many
times do I have to tell you not to worry about what I'll think
before you believe me?  A thousand times?  A
million?  Choose how many and I'll start right away."


          Martin moved
against him and put his arms around him.  "I know.  I'm
being stupid, that's all.  Once a month is enough.  But
you don't know what I'm going to say."


          "Leave that
part out, whatever it is.  I don't care."


          "No," Martin
said nervously.  "It's too important.  I have to tell
you.  Only … only I don't want you to, to think badly of
me."


          "Christ, I
don't even dare hug you in the state you're in," Jimmy said,
holding him very gently.  "God knows what I'm going to do with
you.  The cheek of you thinking that I'd ever think badly of
you takes my breath away.   Come on, let's go before you
start thinking badly of me because I've spanked you for
your insolence."

 


          Marion met
them at the door. "Wow," she said impressed, and led them through
to the surgery.


          "I keep
telling Jimmy he should see the other guy, but he won't take any
notice of me.  There was a lot more blood on him than there
was on me.  His nose was bleeding really badly."


          "Well in
that case he must be in casualty after major surgery," Tim said
with a grin holding out his hand.  "Hello, Martin, nice to
meet you.  Hi, Jimmy."


          "Thank you
for seeing us Tim, I know it's your day off," Jimmy said
gratefully. "But I knew if I didn't bring this idiot to you he
wouldn't see a doctor at all."


          "That's all
right.  I won't say it's a pleasure to look at something the
cat brought in … "


          "Rabbit,"
Martin said under his breath.


          "… but I'll
do my best.  Well let's have a look at you.  Go on, scat
the pair of you," he told Marion and Jimmy.


          "Dr Lake,"
Martin asked, "Can er, could Jimmy stay please?"


          Tim looked
at him in utter astonishment.  "You want that idiot here?"


          "He's not an
id… " Martin began hotly then blushed, "Yes please, I'd like the,
the village idiot to stay, please."


          "I wouldn't
stay if I was called a village idiot," Marion said, preparing to
leave.


          "He calls
me much worse things than that," Martin told her, looking
lovingly at Jimmy.


          "Good
grief!  You'll have to tell me one day," she replied, glancing
meaningfully at her husband.


          Martin
blushed.


         
"Right.  First, I'm Tim, not Dr Lake, and second, where's the
damage apart from your face?" Tim said as she shut the door behind
her.


          "Mainly my
chest and stomach," Martin replied, "But I don't really think it's
all that bad Doctor, I mean Tim, it's just that Jimmy … "


          "Well as
you're here we might as well take a look at you.  Take your
shirt off please."


          Seeing him
wince, Jimmy helped him remove it, then moved back while Tim
examined him carefully, pressing gently here and there, then
looking closely at his face and into his eyes.


          "You're
bruised of course and you've pulled a couple of muscles. 
That's what's causing the pain.  Apart from that there's
nothing much wrong.  There are no broken bones, but I'd like
to give you a complete check.  Jimmy mentioned that you hurt
your spine some time ago, are you having any trouble with that
still, any pain?"


          "Not really,
it only hurts if I bump it.  It was x-rayed at the hospital
but they said there was nothing broken."


          "I'll take a
look just to be sure.  Drop your trousers please, but there's
no need to remove your underpants, just pull them down at the
back.  Umn, that must have been a very nasty fall.  Does
this hurt at all?" he asked, pressing gently.


          "A bit."


          "Don't be
brave please Mart," Jimmy, who was watching his face said
quietly.  "Just tell the truth."


          Martin
sighed.  "Well okay, it still hurts quite a lot.  But
it's loads better than it was."


          "Can you sit
all right?  On the hard chairs at school for instance?"


          "Yes, it
doesn't give me any trouble."


          "Well you're
well muscled there so that protects you.  Again, I don't think
there's anything to worry about but I do want you to be careful not
to bump the bone.  And if you do have any trouble, go and see
your own doctor right away."


          "Could,
could I come and see you Tim?  If I need to that is.  I
can't imagine calling my mother's doctor by his first name," he
said with a smile, "He'd have a fit.  And so would she!"


          "You're not
actually a patient of mine, but we'll worry about that if we have
to."


          "You don't
know him.  He worries about everything, whether he needs to or
not," Jimmy said, as one stating a fact known to everyone.


          "Does
he?  Maybe it is one of the reasons for your headaches," Tim
said turning back to Martin.  "Sit on the chair please and
I'll check your blood pressure."


          Jimmy helped
him with his clothes then sat on the chair next to him as Tim
wrapped the cuff around Martin's arm.


          "Well,
that's okay."


          After
checking blood pressure and reflexes, he gave the boy a thorough
physical examination, peered into his eyes and ears and eventually
pronounced himself satisfied.  He made some notes on his pad
then took Martin through his medical history as far back as he
could remember, then spent some time asking him about his
headaches, when they had started and how often he got them. 
His professional but sympathetic manner, so much at odds with that
of Martin's own doctor, even managed to draw out of the boy
something of the events that had led up to the first attack. 
Martin had his tablets with him and Tim checked the dosage
carefully.


          "Well, I'm
glad to tell you that you're alive," he said with a smile leaning
back in his chair when he had finished.  "In fact you seem to
be a very fit and healthy young man, so let's keep it that way,
please.  The only thing I'm unhappy about are these," he
pointed to the tube of tablets on his desk. "But as you're not
officially a patient of mine and this examination never took place,
I can't prescribe anything else for you.  But don't take them
unless you really need to please Martin.  They really are very
strong.  Well that's it I think.  Shall we go and see if
Marion's left some coffee for us?"


          After Martin
and Jimmy had left, with profuse thanks, Marion turned to her
husband. "Well?"


          "There's
nothing much wrong with him, he's bruised and sore that's
all.  It's just muscular, there are no cracked bones. 
But it was sensible of Jimmy to bring him to me."


          "Did he tell
you how it happened?"


          "I didn't
ask him for the details.  I gather it was a playground fight,
but I got the feeling that there was something more to it than
that, something rather nasty.  What worried me more was a bump
he got some time ago.  It was serious enough to need an x-ray
and I really don't see how it could have happened the way he said
it did.  Frankly love, if he were a patient of mine I would
seriously consider sending him to a psychiatrist to see if he could
get him to talk about it.  But as he isn't, all I can hope is
that Jimmy will take a hand and sort out whatever it is. 
There's no doubt the boy will tell him things he wouldn't tell
me."


          Marion
nodded. "He loves Jimmy doesn't he."


          Tim
smiled.  "Head over heels."


          "It's pretty
obvious, though he tries to hide it.  And Jimmy?"


          "Oh he loves
Martin all right.  You should have seen his face when I was
examining the boy and unintentionally hurt him.  It hurt Jimmy
just as much."


          "I'm glad
for Jimmy's sake.  It's what he needs."


          "I'm not so
sure, love.  I foresee problems.  The boy's only
fifteen.  Though in some ways he's older than his actual age,
much as Jimmy was you remember?  But in eyes of the law, he's
well under age.  I wonder if I should have a word with
Brian?"


          "No," Marion
said decisively.  "For one thing, Jimmy wouldn't thank you,
and for another, he's sensible enough to speak to Brian himself if
he needs to.  You know Tim, maybe you didn't notice, but
Jimmy's grown up a lot since he met this boy.  It's obvious he
feels responsible for him and it's done him a lot of good.  I
liked, even loved Jimmy from the first time we met him, but when he
was with Jon he was a child, mature for his age, but irresponsible
as a child is without in the least meaning to be.  It's how
I've thought of him up to now, as a child.  But he's not that
any more and I'm convinced it's Martin's doing.  Martin's the
little brother he never had, and should have had."


          "Hardly a
brother, love.  You should have seen the way they looked at
each other.  Brothers don't look like that, however fond they
are."


          "I'm not
blind Timothy, and you know exactly what I mean.  Jimmy has
obviously decided that he's going to look after Martin.  Look
at the way he brought him to you today."


          "I
understand that.  It's the other side of the relationship that
worries me.  Martin's mother doesn't sound like a very nice
person at all. and she could cause a lot of trouble if she ever
finds out about them.  You know his surname seems familiar for
some reason."


          "You didn't
try to tell them that did you?" Marion said, ignoring his last
sentence as irrelevant


          "It would
have been a waste of time, energy and breath.  All we can do,
you and I, is hope and pray."


          "We'll do
that," Marion told him, then added seriously, "But you know Tim, if
I had to take a bet on the outcome and even not knowing anything
about Martin's mother, I'd put my money on Jimmy.  As well as
brains he got a streak of determination, even ruthlessness.  I
wouldn't like to come up against him if he really wanted
something.  I don't think he'd stop at much."


          "You may be
right," Tim told her reflectively, "So let's hope he doesn't really
want Martin."

But he spoke without much conviction.

 


           As
soon as they were back at the flat, Jimmy sat on the sofa and
gently pulled Martin onto his lap.  Martin immediately tried
to guide his hand into his jeans but Jimmy refused to
co-operate.


          "None of
that, until you've told me everything," he stated sternly. 
"The sooner you tell me the truth, the sooner you'll get
rabbited."


          So haltingly
at first, then gaining confidence as he went on, Martin told
him.  The only time he really faltered was when he described
the scene with Alan.  He would have preferred to leave it out
and was glad that he didn't have to look at Jimmy's face as he did
so.  When he described how Ross had hit him and how he had
been dropped, he felt Jimmy stop breathing for a minute and turned
his head to look at him.  There was such a bleak expression on
Jimmy's face, his voice faltered.


          "Jimmy," he
said tentatively after a pause.


          Jimmy's
expression softened. "Go on, Mart."


          "I was going
to say that although it really hurt and I was ashamed of why it
happened, later it led to you touching me, do you remember? 
And I loved that.  It was one of the best things that ever
happened to me.  It was … indescribable."


          Jimmy smiled
through his anger and nodded. "For me too, kiddo.  If you only
knew how much I wanted to turn you over and …   Anyway,
tell me the rest."


          "I wish you
had turned me, though I would have been horribly embarrassed. 
I was so hard."


          With the
worst over, he found it easier to finish his story.  Jimmy
smiled as he told him what he had said to Ross which had provoked
the attack the previous day.


          "He wasn't
at school today though I don't suppose it was because I managed to
hit him a few times," he said regretfully, "Even if I did make his
nose bleed.  I'm sure it's what I said.  Do you think I'm
right Jimmy, that he's really like us underneath but won't admit
it?"


          "He's not in
the least like us, if you don't mind.  But I think you could
be right and he probably is gay.  But he's definitely
a thug and while I don't know about me, I do know about you, and
that's one thing you're definitely not!"


          "You're not
a thug.  You're my Jimmy," Martin said obscurely but with
immense conviction.  "Will you rabbit me now, please?"


          "In a minute
love.  Why did feel so ashamed because of what you did with
Alan?"


          Martin
thought for a moment.  He had been hoping that Jimmy would
leave it alone, now that he had brought himself to tell him about
it.  "Well it was, I don't know, just sex I suppose.  I
didn't love him or anything, I didn't even like him much."


          "But you
enjoyed it?  Before the thugs came in, I mean."


          "Yes I did,"
Martin said reluctantly.  "I suppose that's why I feel ashamed
about it really."


          Jimmy shook
his head in exasperation.  "Martin, listen to me.  He was
a boy who likes boys and you're a boy who likes boys. 
Yes?  He was wanking and you enjoyed watching him wank.
 Yes?  You enjoyed looking at his hard cock? 
Yes?  In fact you enjoyed it so much it made your own cock
hard and you wanted to wank too?  Yes?  In fact you would
have wanked if you hadn't been interrupted?  Yes?"


          Martin had
nodded each time


          "So for
Christ's sake, what's there to be ashamed about?  Do you feel
ashamed about what you and I have done?"


          "Of course I
don't.  How can you even think that?  But that's
different Jimmy, you know it is.  I should have waited until I
could do it with someone I really liked.  Like you."


          "Oh come on
Mart, that's so old fashioned.  Like a girl and a boy having
to be virgins when they get married.  It went out with the
Ark!"


          "But I would
have liked you to be my first time."


          "Mart, your
very first time was a long time ago, just like mine was.  Yes
it would have been nice if we'd both been each other's first. 
But things don't work out like that, and in any case, if neither of
us had ever done it before, how would we have known what do
to?"


          "We'd have
found out.  And I still think I should have waited," Martin
said obstinately.


          "Don't feel
like that, kiddo.  I'm glad that you had fun with Alan and I'm
glad you had fun with whoever showed you what it's all about. 
I'm just sorry that bastard Ross spoilt it for you.  And by
the way, I don't think any the worse of you for what you've been
putting up with.  It wasn't up to you to sort it out and any
half decent school would have seen what was going on and put a stop
to it months ago.  And even more by the way, I'm really proud
of you for standing up to that prick even if you did get hurt doing
it.  The more I think about it, the more sure I am that you
were right about him, and that's why he hasn't been to
school.  You showed him up for what he is and he's going to
have to learn to live with it.  I'll be surprised if he
manages it half as well as you did.”

          He thought for a minute
while he turned Martin's face to his and kissed him gently then
said, "I think we need put out some sort of story about us
now.  You seem to have pretty much declared yourself at the
school, which was incredibly brave of you, but there are a lot of
nosy adults around and they're the ones who worry me.  They
always think they know best about things they know fuck all about,
just because they are adults.  So to be on the safe
side, at least 'til you're a bit older, I think we should pretend
that we're stepbrothers."


          "But Jimmy,
that's brilliant.  It's really clever.  It would explain
why we like each other, but at the same time why we look so
different.  Why didn't I think of it?"


          "Because
you're thick," Jimmy replied, with gratuitous provocation.


          "Very
thick," Martin said virtuously, guiding Jimmy's hand to prove it.
"If I wasn't so stiff, I'd punch you."


          Jimmy
grinned at how neatly he had turned the insult into a compliment.
"Yes you are stiff," he agreed, doing a little insult turning of
his own. "Stiff and thick most of the time and I love you for
it."  He gave the stiffness in question a squeeze making
Martin squirm happily.  "But there's something I need to tell
you about too, Mart, and it's just as important. Get up for a
minute, please."


          He fetched
Jon's letter from the drawer and settling Martin back onto his lap,
quietly told him about Jon, though he didn't mention that it was
Martha who had been in charge of the prosecution.  It took a
long time and when he had finished, he offered the letter to 
Martin.


          "You're the
first person I've ever shown it to," he said as the boy took it
from him, "And you're the only one I ever will show it to."


          Martin read
it with mixed feelings.  He wasn't really jealous he had told
himself as Jimmy was talking but it had hurt a bit.  Then he
realised that this was stupid.  Jimmy hadn't known of his
existence at the time and surely, if Jimmy wasn't jealous of what
he had done with Alan, he had no right to be concerned about what
Jimmy had done before they had met.


          When he
finished reading the letter, his eyes had filled.  He
understood Jonathan's intentions when he wrote it and mentally
thanked him.


          Slowly and
carefully he refolded the letter and put it on the coffee
table.  "He must have loved you so much," he said quietly.


          "More than I
loved him.  I only realised that after I met you," Jimmy told
him a sadly.  "Are you upset about it?"


          Martin
didn't reply for a minute, then said with complete honesty. 
"No. I'm not upset.  But I feel so sorry for him.  I
don't think I could stand it if I found out you didn't love me, so
I can understand how he felt.  But that part's over now Jimmy,
isn't it?  And we're together just as he hoped would
happen."


          Jimmy
nodded.


          "He must
have been such a fine person.  It's a beautiful letter. 
Thank you for showing it to me."


          He pulled
Jimmy's face down to his and kissed him for a long minute.


          "Now, please
Jimmy no more confessions.  If you don't rabbit me, I'm going
to burst."


          Carefully
Jimmy helped him up, took him into the bedroom and undressed
him.  "No don't worry about me, I'll take my clothes off
myself.  Climb in."


          Standing
over the naked boy, he said, "Keep still and let me do everything.
I don't want you to pull a muscle again and hurt yourself when you
stretch."


          "There's a
certain muscle I'm going to pull whether you want me to or not, but
it's one of yours so you'd better be close enough for me not to
have to stretch," Martin said cheekily.  "Please hurry,"


          So Jimmy
did.

 


          On the
following Saturday they went to Joe and Steven again for tea. 
Jimmy had met them two days earlier, first in the pub and later
when the conversation became more private they had walked back to
the house.  Jimmy told Joe what Martin had had to deal with
mentally and physically in the five years since he had last seen
him.  He spared him none of the details.


          Joe had
carried in his mind during those years, when he thought about it at
all, the picture of a happy and contented boy, good at school and
getting on well with life, teachers and friends.  He was
devastated when he realised how wrong that picture had been, though
it was difficult to see, given the circumstances, what he could
have done about it.  Nevertheless, Martin was his son, he felt
responsible and had been blaming himself for not trying to keep in
touch with him.  Steven's slightly accusing attitude, although
he hadn't actually said anything, hadn't done much for his self
esteem either, especially when he remembered that Steven had been
so upset about it that he had gone to the school to try to see
Martin.  Which was more than he had done.  Ever since the
day his son had come back into his life so unexpectedly, his sense
of guilt had been growing, which was precisely what Jimmy
wanted.


          Jimmy
quietly outlined his ideas and with Steven's unqualified approval
and support, gradually brought Joe round to his point of view and
secured his agreement to the most crucial part of the plan. 
It took a long time.  Although Joe had been impressed by how
mature Martin was, it wasn't easy to disregard all those years of
thinking of him as a ten year old, and even harder to accept that
he was now an adolescent, well on the way to becoming an adult, and
capable of making his own decisions.  However, he finally
agreed to everything, only stipulating that Jimmy do his best to
reconcile Martin to him if he could.

          Jimmy had responded by
offering to bring Martin to visit them on Saturday for tea. 
Steven wanted them to stay for supper, but Jimmy explained that he
had to get Martin home by six.  Having made the arrangement,
he devoutly hoped that Martin would agree.

 


          Meanwhile,
to his astonishment, Martin had actually achieved a certain measure
of popularity at school.  He had always been physically
attractive, even at his most sullen and defensive, and secure now
in Jimmy's love and in love with the entire world because of it, he
blossomed.  His smile was his most startling feature but
no-one in the school had ever seen it in it's full glory. 
Now, suddenly, it was ubiquitous.


          In a
secondary school of seven hundred boys there was the normal
proportion of those who's orientation, whether they acknowledged it
or not, was towards their own sex.  Equally, there was an even
larger number of those who blindly accepted the prejudices of their
elders and (supposedly) betters.  This group, after Martin's
acknowledgement of what he was, tried to renew their verbal attacks
as they had done before.


          They failed
utterly.  Martin met their remarks with an indifferent look
and simply agreed that he was whatever they said he was. 
Having accepted his nature and no longer feeling either worried or
guilty about it, their remarks seemed to be no more than the
truth.  When he seemed genuinely puzzled that they bothered to
comment on such a self evident fact, it took much of the fun out of
it.  It's not very satisfying to taunt or tease someone who
honestly agrees with everything you say.  As he gained
confidence, the would be tormentors frequently found themselves on
the receiving end of his command of language, and became wary of
crossing verbal swords with him.


          He was also
beginning to acquire a circle of friends, many of whom found as
they got to know him, that they liked him for himself rather than
for his newly achieved notoriety.


          Ross,
returning to school on Friday found the situation had changed out
of all recognition.  It had penetrated even down to the most
junior level that Martin, in spite of being the physical loser in
the fight, had come to school the following day and faced things
out, while Ross had stayed away.  Instead of finding a lonely
and isolated victim staying in view of the teacher on duty for
protection, he found a confident, attractive boy, surrounded by
several friends and acquaintances, while his own supporters were in
considerable disarray.


          His one
attempt to reassert his authority was a disaster.  Coming up
to Martin during the dinner break, he planted himself aggressively
in front of him and said with a sneer, "You're a fucking poof,
Jackson."


          Martin
looked him up and down.  He was so quietly happy that he
didn't want to be nasty to anyone, even Ross, but he knew that if
he allowed him get the upper hand he would be back where he
started.  He deliberately let the tension build, then said in
a voice intended to carry, "That's right, I am."  He waited
for another minute, then added in the tone of one instructing a
small and rather obtuse child, "But it takes one to know one, so
what does that make you?"


          He turned
and was about to stroll away when he saw Father Jarrell, not ten
feet away from him.


          One look at
the priest's face told him that he had heard everything, and
confirmed what the man had always thought about him.  His
brain went into overtime, all thoughts of Ross wiped from his mind
as he wondered what to do.  Jarrell would be sure to feel it
was his duty to tell his mother unless he did something to stop
him.  If I were writing this as a story he thought, how would
I do it?  And without further conscious thought, he knew.


          Father
Jarrell came to the school twice a week to give specialist
religious instruction, as did the other chaplains, and on Friday
afternoons heard the confession of anyone who couldn't attend
before Sunday Mass.  These sessions, while irritating to the
teaching staff, were usually well attended as many of the Catholic
boys felt that even making a confession was preferable to being in
class.  In spite of the fact that he insisted on hearing as
many details as he could drag from his guilty and embarrassed
penitents, they felt that the price was worth paying.


          He was on
his way to the classroom set aside for him when he overheard the
remark.  Giving Martin a look that mixed sorrow for his
sinfulness with pleasure at being proved right, he didn't stop but
walked on, his black cassock swishing righteously around his
ankles.


          Martin gave
him a few moments and when the bell went, asked a classmate to tell
their form tutor that he was going to confession.  He went
over in his mind exactly what he planned to say while he waited
outside the classroom.


          When the boy
before him came out, he walked in and knelt on the cushion by the
priest's chair.  He made the Sign of the Cross then said the
ritual words, "Bless me, Father, for I have sinned, it is four
months since my last confession.  Since then I, Martin
Jackson, a gay, homosexual boy accuse myself of … " and in a
level voice, he told the man every detail he could remember of
everything he had ever done with Jimmy.  He ended by telling
the staggered priest that he had performed those acts with another
boy called James Evans who was also a Catholic.  He knew that
Jimmy had been brought up in the Church but had no idea if the
priest knew him or not.


          His
confession had been so detailed, all Jarrell could do was to give
him a long lecture laced with dire warnings about the perils of the
life he had chosen to lead, give him an astronomical number of
prayers to say as his penance, and urge him to make a good act of
contrition while being absolved.  He was also to receive
communion as soon as possible.


          Martin
repeated the words of contrition automatically while wondering if
he had covered everything.  When the priest had absolved and
blessed him, he remained kneeling.


          "What is it
my son, Is there something else?" 


          Was there a
trace of eagerness in the voice?  Martin thought there was as
he looked into the man's face.  "Father Jarrell, you know who
I am.  I am Martin Jackson, Martha Jackson's son, and the boy
I have been doing these things with is called Jimmy, that is James
Evans."


          "Yes, you
told me in your confession, though there was no need to tell me
your name or that of your, your accomplice."


          Martin
almost laughed.  They were in a classroom facing each other,
not in a proper confessional with a grill between them.  The
priest could hardly avoid knowing who he was.


          "I had to
tell you Father, because I wanted to make sure you know exactly who
I am and who Jimmy is.  Because neither of us have ever told
anyone about this, and no-one else in the whole world knows about
us except you.  But you know Father, you and nobody
else.  And I want to remind you that what I have said here is
under the seal of the confessional.  You can't tell anyone
what I have told you.  Not my mother, not the police, not even
the person who hears your own confession.  And, Father, if
anyone ever finds out about us, I will tell the Bishop, the
Archbishop, the Cardinal and even the Pope, that you have broken
your vows.  Remember this if you are ever tempted to say
anything about Jimmy and me."


          "How dare
you speak to me like this," came the angry whisper.


          "I'm just
reminding you of what you yourself have told me."


          Ignoring a
furious intake of breath and with as good an assumption of calmness
as he could manage, he walked out of the room, willing his legs not
to shake. He wondered how he had found the courage to do it.
Adrenaline had kept him going as he had spoken about things that
were private to Jimmy and him alone, and while he hated the idea of
the priest knowing, it had been the only way, the only sure way, to
make sure he kept his mouth shut about what he'd heard in the
playground.  He felt nauseous for a minute but ignored it by
concentrating on Jimmy.  I could never have done it without
him he thought gratefully, then smiled as he remembered that if it
hadn't been for Jimmy, he wouldn't have had to do it in the first
place.


          He went back
to class and inspired by his victory, began seriously to consider
leaving school as soon as he turned sixteen, and taking courses in
creative writing at evening classes.


          He was
considering what sort of work he could get to support himself when
to his surprise, the bell went and he was free.


          When he
walked to the gate with one of his new acquaintances, he had
another and even more pleasant surprise.  Jimmy was waiting
for him.


          "I wasn't
expecting you today," he said happily, restraining himself with
difficulty from hurling himself into Jimmy's arms.


          "Hi broth,"
Jimmy said with a warning glance. "I was free this afternoon, so I
decided to pick you up."


          "Thanks,
Jimmy.  Uh, Kevin," he said, turning to the lad beside him,
"This is my stepbrother, Jimmy."


          "Hi Kevin,"
Jimmy said, giving him a nod. "I didn't know you were one of
Martin's friends, but he often keeps things secret from me."


          "I didn't
even know he had a stepbrother," Kevin replied, thinking it was
just like Martin not to say anything to anyone about his
family.


          Jimmy shook
his head at Martin then smiled at Kevin.  "I've been
away.  But now I'm back, I suppose I'll have to start looking
after him again.  You ready to go Mart?"


          "Yeah. 
See you Kevin," Martin answered, pleased that they had started the
story going the rounds.  "Where's the car?"


          "Over
there."


          "You'll get
a ticket if a warden comes," Martin said as they walked to the
illegally parked mini.


          "We'll be
gone by then, and anyway I did it for a reason.  Which one is
Ross?"


          "I can't see
him at the moment.  Why?"


          "Don't
worry, love.  I'm just going to have a few words with
him."


          "I don't
think you need to," Martin replied and told him what had happened
earlier.


          "That was
good, Mart.  But it won't do him any harm to know that you've
got a big stepbrother who will be keeping an eye on you."


          "Jimmy, I'm
not worried about him, I'm more worried about Father Jarrell seeing
us.  He might put two and two together and he's the sort of
person who'll make five out of it.  He knows damn well I
haven't got a stepbrother and he's great friends with my
mother."


          "Take it
easy Mart, tell me," Jimmy ordered, hearing the note of panic in
his voice.  "But keep your eye open for Ross."


          Martin had
just started to tell him when he caught sight of the bigger boy
coming through the gate.  He broke off to say "That's
him."


          Jimmy
recognised him at once.  He waited until he and a friend, the
one who had dropped Martin that day in the toilets and was the only
one of his gang Ross felt he could count on now, started to make
their way home.  Then he drove slowly after them, slowing down
and stopping when he thought he was getting too close.  Not
that Ross would have noticed, he was too busy trying to persuade
his reluctant companion to help him waylay Martin the next time he
was on his own.


          Martin who
had been looking back at the school worriedly but hadn't seen any
sign of the priest, began to relax.


          "Jimmy," he
said, suddenly, "I don't think you should even talk to him.  I
have to fight my own battles you know, and I'm beginning to
learning how."


          Jimmy put a
hand on his leg and squeezed it gently.  "I know you are kiddo
and I'm not trying to take over from you, in fact I'm more proud of
you for what you did today than I can tell you.  But you're
going to have more than enough battles to fight in your life, and
most of them are going to be a lot more important than this. 
Save your energy for those.  Besides, I'm not doing this for
you, I'm doing it for me."


          "For you?"
Martin asked, puzzled and a trifle hurt,  "What do you
mean?"


          "Martin my
love, no one is going to touch you or hurt you again without
answering to me."


          Martin
looked at him not knowing what to say.


          "Here will
do.  You stay in the car.  No, stay," he ordered, as
Martin reached for the door handle.  "I can handle both of
them if I have to, but I won't need to.  You'll see."


          Martin
slumped back in his seat.  What Jimmy had said had thrilled
him to the very depths of his being.


          Jimmy
approached the pair with rapid strides.  What long legs he has
Martin thought admiringly, why didn't I that notice before? 
And where they meet, his, his bum is beautiful too.

Jimmy caught up with the pair.


          "You,
Ross!"


          Ross
turned.  He was only a couple inches shorter than Jimmy and
very much bigger than Martin.  Jimmy felt a surge of anger at
the thought.


          "You've been
messing with my stepbrother," he said coldly.


          "I don't
know your stepbrother," Ross replied, frowning.  Martin,
though the most frequent, hadn't been his only victim and he was
trying to place the vaguely familiar face.  "I don't know what
you're talking about."


          "Oh yes you
do," Jimmy informed him.  "Martin Jackson is my stepbrother
and I know what you've been doing to him."


          The boy with
Ross gave Jimmy an apprehensive glance and started to sidle
away.  I always knew we'd get into trouble over that, he
thought.  Jimmy turned on him.


          "Stay where
you are," he snapped, pointing a warning finger.  The boy
froze.


          "We never
did anything to him.  He's lying.  Leave us alone," Ross
blustered trying, if the worst came to the worst, to involve his
companion and spread the blame.


          "Oh yes you
did," Jimmy said between his teeth.  "I know how you hit his
head against the wall after school one day.  And I know what
you did to him in the toilets as well."


          "He asked
for it, what he was doing," Ross said, ignoring his more
intelligent friend's mouthed 'shut up', and played what he
considered to be his trump card.  "He's a queer, a
poofter.  A bumboy," he explained, and waited confidently for
Jimmy's aggressive expression to change to disgust, and shame.


          His
companion took a horrified look at Jimmy's face and slumped against
the wall.  Oh fuck, he thought, he's done it now the
arsehole.  How could he be so thick?  And why the fuck
did I ever get mixed up with the stupid cunt?


          Jimmy who
had gone white with rage, grabbed Ross by the shirt with his left
hand and shoved him against the wall.  "So he's a queer is
he?  A poofter?  A bumboy?  Do you think I didn't
know?  And what fucking business is it of yours anyway?" he
snarled, and backhanded him across the mouth.  "Keep your
dirty thoughts to yourself and keep your ugly mouth shut or I'll
mess it up so much you won't be able to use it for talking let
alone eating.  And you," he turned on the boy cowering against
the wall,  "If you're the one who held Martin that day in the
toilets, you'd better bloody pray I never find out, because if I
do, you are dead!  You and anyone else who had
anything to do with it.  Tell your friends that if any of you,
even one of you, ever touches my stepbrother or
says anything to him again, I will find you, and I will beat the
shit out of of you.  All of you!  Whether you
had anything to do with it or not.  So make sure your gang
know it."  He turned back to Ross. "As for you, this is for
what you did to him.  See how you like it!"


          And with
that, he pulled Ross towards him by the shoulders, then pushed
hard.  He judged it carefully, his instinct was to slam the
boy into the wall behind him as hard as he could, but he curbed his
anger.  He didn't want to put Ross into hospital, just to
drive the lesson home.


          Ross yelled
and put his hands on the back of his head, his eyes screwed up in
pain as Jimmy let him go.  Jimmy ignored him and turned back
to his petrified companion.  "Remember what I said.  I
hear you've laid a hand on my stepbrother again, you or anyone
else, and I'll do the same to you, and much worse.  Tell your
mates, but no-one else, understand?  You don't tell
anyone except them.  No teachers, no
parents, no police, no-one.  Because if you do, I will
know … "


          He left it
unsaid, his tone of voice more than sufficient.  The white
faced boy nodded, relieved to have escaped so lightly.


          "Take this
piece of shit home," Jimmy told him, and walked to the car without
looking back.


          The boy
waited, sick with fear until the mini was out of sight.  He
had been in trouble before with neighbours, teachers, and even on
one occasion the police, and taken it all in his stride, even
boasted about it afterwards because he had known there was nothing
that they could really do to him.  He had his rights, and he
knew it.  No-one had any right to touch him, it was the
law.  But now, now that safe, secure world had been turned
upside down.  He had never thought that the sort of vicious
physical violence Jimmy had just displayed would ever be directed
against him.  It only happened on tv and was a real laugh
because it wasn't true.  Now he knew different.  He
shuddered as he walked Ross home, impatient when he vomited at the
side of the road.  He wouldn't go into the house but left him
at the gate and walked away, relieved not to be seen with him any
longer.


          As ordered,
he faithfully described the scene to the others, then punched the
boy who suggested they find out where Jimmy lived and sort him
out.  If they tried it he warned them, he would go to the guy
himself, and drop the whole lot of them in it.


          Back in the
car, Jimmy looked at Martin's pale face, and said quietly," I
didn't do any more to him than he did to you Mart.  In fact I
did a lot less.  You won't have any more trouble with him, or
any of them."


          "You really
did it for me, didn't you."


          "I did it
for both of us, kiddo.  I'm not taking the chance of you
coming home with your face messed up again.  I like it too
much the way it is," Jimmy said lightly.


          "You did it
to protect me."


          "I want to
protect you love, and I'm going to protect you as best I can. 
Not just from thugs like that, but from anyone who tries to give
you a hard time.  Come on Mart, don't tell me you'd prefer me
just to stand by and do nothing."


          Martin was
silent for a moment, then said slowly.  "No I wouldn't of
course, and, protect me if you want to Jimmy, I couldn't stop you
anyway.  But don't over protect me.  If you do,
I might lose my own strength and start relying on you all the time
and that wouldn't be good for me and I don't think it would it be
good for you either.  You might start thinking I'm a drag and
get bored with me."  He stole a quick look at Jimmy's face
then went on, looking down at his feet.  "You have to let me
grow up Jimmy.  I'm not going to be a boy always."


          "Mart,
that's one of the best things that's going to happen to us. 
You will grow up and I will too, and we'll both change because of
it and that will keep us interested in each other.  I have a
feeling though, that you're always going to be smaller than me and
I hope it isn't going to worry you if you don't get very
tall.  It won't worry me at all because I love the
way you are and I love the way your body fits against mine. 
But if I'm wrong and you suddenly become a giant, I won't mind that
either because then I'll fit against you.  In a way I hope you
do stay smaller than me, because then I'll have the excuse to
protect you physically.  But as far as your mind is concerned,
you're already way ahead of me so that's where you'll be able to
protect me.  If you want to that is," he finished
humbly.  "It's hard for me to know what you really feel about
important things Mart, because you don't talk about them
much.  I wish you would.  In fact I wish you would tell
me if I do things that you don't want me to.  I'm not a mind
reader love, though there are time when I think I know what you're
feeling, but mostly I'm guessing, and If I guess wrong, I might
hurt your feelings or make you unhappy and I don't ever want to do
that.  Your happiness is important to me, more important than
anything else.  Because if you're not happy, how can I be
happy?"


          Martin
squeezed his eyes shut.  He suddenly felt rotten.


          "Mart, don't
cry.  What have I said to upset you?"  Jimmy was so upset
himself, that he pulled over to the side of the road and switched
off the engine.


          "I don't
deserve you Jimmy," Martin said in a choked voice, "You give me so
much, and I don't give you anything at all."


          "You give me
more than you will ever know.  If I didn't have you, I don't
know what I'd do.  I need you Mart.  Just your being here
is enough for me.  Come here, I can't bear to see you
cry."


          As he put
his arms round him Martin said, "People will see."


          "Fuck
them."


          "We can't
talk here.  Take me home please Jimmy," Martin said
eventually.


          "I thought
we were going to the flat."


          "Where do
you think I meant?"


          Jimmy let
him go, pulled out a tissue, dried his tears, and drove home.

 


          Martin sat
disconsolately on the sofa while Jimmy made coffee, castigating
himself for his meanness.  Jimmy had bought him the
typewriter, taken him to the opera, introduced him to his friends,
sorted out Ross, fed him, taken him out, looked after him …
the list went on and on and on.  Even when Jimmy had asked him
to tell him what he thought just now in the car, it hadn't been
because he wanted something for himself.  No.  It had
been so that Jimmy would know better how to give him what
he wanted.  And what did he do for Jimmy in
return?  Absolutely Nothing!  The most he'd ever done was
pay for some fish and chips and that was only once.  He
gritted his teeth, determined not to cry again, feeling nearly as
depressed as he had ever felt in his life.  If Jimmy was nice
to him now, he would break down completely and cry like a baby.


          Jimmy handed
him the mug saying, "Drink this, then we'll go for a walk."


          Obediently
Martin sipped, too listless even to react to the lack of
sugar.  Jimmy let him finish it without saying anything, glad
to see that by the time the cup was empty, he was looking more
himself.


          "Come on,"
he said taking mug from his hand and putting it on the table,
"We're going to the park."


          They walked
the half a mile or so in silence, then sat down on one of the
benches bordering the small lake.  Immediately, a pair of
ducks with seven minute ducklings appeared hopefully.


          "Sorry,
ducks," Jimmy told them, "I didn't bring anything for you
today.  Not that they need it," he said to the silent boy at
his side, "Everyone feeds them."


          Watching the
charming little creatures paddling about furiously as they
investigated everything that caught their eye, Martin felt his mood
begin to lift.


          "I often
wonder if this is where my squirrels live," Jimmy said.  "It's
the only green space around for miles.  Do you want to walk
some more?  When I'm feeling really down, that's what I do,
and I always feel better afterwards."


          Martin shook
his head.  "Not at the moment.  Jimmy I … "


          Jimmy
interrupted him.  "Wait a minute Mart.  You don't have to
tell me anything at the moment, and if you want to leave whatever
it is for a bit, or even forever, that's okay by me."


          "That's what
I wanted to say.  You leave everything up to me.  You're
so sweet to me Jimmy and I'm feeling bad because I've just realised
that I'm not at all nice back.  Look at all the things you've
bought for me, and what have I ever bought for you?  I don't
even know when your birthday is.  You might have had one since
we met and I didn't give you anything."


          "Martin,
listen to me.  I mean this really seriously, so get it into
that head of yours.  I don't want things from you.  It's
you I want.  Maybe it sounds a silly, but I mean
it.  I love your little face, which I think is the most
beautiful I've ever seen, but even if it wasn't it wouldn't
matter.  I would still love it, just as I love your body, your
mind, you! You need to understand that things, possessions, don't
really matter.  Of course it's nice to have them and I love
having the flat and the mini and everything else I own.  But
if I had to choose between them and you, I would choose you without
even thinking about it, and nor would I regret it for a single
second afterwards.  It's you I want.  You,
Martin Jackson.  Not things you might give me or buy for
me.  They don't count and they're not important.  I want
you, and I want, your love."


          He waited
for a moment, then said painfully, "The trouble is, I don't know if
you can truly give me your love.  I'm not sure if you'd even
want to.  All I can do is hope, and settle for whatever you're
prepared to let me have.  You see Martin, every day I love you
more, and I never thought that could happen.  When I was with
Jon, I was in wildly love with him from the first moment I saw him,
and that was it.  As I got to know him and got used to him, it
stayed the same, maybe even got a less."


          He stopped
for a moment as a mother with a toddler in tow walked past them,
then went on when she was out of earshot.  "With you, it
happened so differently.  The first time I saw you, I thought
how good looking you were, but that was all.  I wanted you of
course, because you're the type of person that appeals to me and
turns me on, but nothing more than that.  It was only as I got
to know you that, so slowly I didn't even notice it, I started to
fall in love with you, and suddenly the other day, it just hit
me.  I loved you more than I have ever loved anyone, even
Jon.  You have to believe this Martin.  What I felt for
Jon was nothing like what I feel for you.  He was right in his
letter, though for a long time I didn't want to admit it.  I
did love him, but it would have ended eventually, and I couldn't
have done anything about it."


          There was a
long silence as he looked unseeingly across the water, then he
turned to Martin and with a gentle hand, pulled his face round to
that he could look into his eyes.  "It's because I love you
that I want to give you anything you want or need.  But you
don't have to give me anything back.  And if you can't love me
as much as I love you or even love me at all, I'll
understand.  But whatever you feel about me, I want you to
know this.  We both know that you're not happy at home, and if
you ever need it, my home is your home for however long or short a
time as you like.  No strings, love.  If you want to
rabbit with me, I'll be so happy, but if you don't want to, I'll
try hard not to mind.  And now I've made you cry again, the
last thing I ever wanted to do."


          "It's not
real crying, it's mixed up crying," Martin told him in a choked
voice.  "You're the one who doesn't understand Jimmy. 
Part of me is crying because you're so nice to me.  You want
to give me everything I've ever wanted and you say you don't want
anything back.  What do you expect me to do?  Kick you in
the teeth or something?  Of course I'm bloody crying," he said
fiercely.  "Anyone would cry if someone said something so nice
to them.  But I'm also crying because I haven't done enough to
make you believe that I love you too.  Do you think you're the
only one it happened to, you, you idiot?  I also found out
suddenly that I'd been in love with you for ages.  It was
after the first time we slept together.  I didn't know when or
how it happened but it had, and I knew it.  I was too shy to
tell you, in case you didn't love me.  You
know what I was like, how it wasn't easy for me to talk about
things that meant a lot to me  But it's different now,
I'm different now and I want you to believe this."


          He sniffed
unromantically then said with such sincerity in his voice that it
carried complete conviction.  "I love you Jimmy Evans, with
all of me.  My face, my body, my mind, and all my heart. 
I love you more than I can tell you because there aren't the
words.  And that's the other reason I'm crying.  It's
because I'm so bloody happy, that if I don't cry, I'll do something
really stupid like, like … like take all my clothes off and
jump into the lake and frighten the ducks."


          "Don't do
that, love.  They might think part of you was a worm and
starting nibbling it."


          Martin
looked at him, a smile beginning to gather on his face.  "Oh
Jimmy," he said, starting to laugh through his tears, "I can just
see the poor little ducklings saying to each other, 'Oh, um, you
can go first', 'No you', 'No, no, after you', 'Why don't
you try it', 'No, I'm not very hungry at the moment, but
you go ahead', 'I don't think so, why don't you have a
nibble?' and all of them rushing to get to the back of the
queue."


          "They'd be
absolutely terrified of your monster worm, but some of them might
be brave enough to have a go," Jimmy agreed chuckling.  They
contemplated each other affectionately for a few moments then Jimmy
said,  "Are you really sure Mart?"


          "Yes
Jimmy.  I'm really and truly sure.  Trust me."


          "What I want
to do is kiss you, but it's a bit public."


          "There are
some bushes over there," Martin pointed out.


          "So what are
we waiting for," Jimmy asked, getting to his feet and pulling him
up. "Sorry ducklings, you're not getting that extra treat
today."


          After a
satisfyingly passionate episode in the bushes, they walked briskly
back to the flat where Jimmy mentioned that he had arranged for
them to visit Joe and Steven again.  Martin was quite
amenable.


          "I've been
thinking it over, and I don't really suppose I should blame him too
much.  You know Jimmy, he's the sort of person he is and I
have to accept that don't I," he said over his shoulder as he
washed the coffee mugs, not doing his usual efficient job because
Jimmy was holding him tightly.


          "No.  I
don't believe you can change people.  Not really.  Do you
love him, even a little?"


          Martin
thought about it for a minute, then nodded.  "Maybe a
little.  Not all that much though because I spent so long
resenting that he'd deserted me.  At least that's the way I
thought of it."


          Jimmy nodded
understandingly then realised that Martin couldn't see it.  He
was finding it hard to concentrate because the smell of the boy's
hair was intoxicating him.


          "That's
understandable.  You might find, as you get to know him as an
adult, that you start thinking of him more as a father.  He
does feel bad about you Mart, and he really wants to make it up to
you."


          "Well, I'll
go halfway to meet him.  Shall I leave these here?" he said
indicating the mugs, "And could you let me breathe a little
please?"  He wriggled round in Jimmy's arms and hugged him
hard. "Thank you for taking me to the park.  I'm glad that
we've sorted things out.  I was feeling so bad.  And
Jimmy, thank you for offering to share your home with me.  I
love it here so much and there's nothing I'd like more.  Do
you think that one day I'll be able to?  I could leave school
and get a job to pay my share."


          "We'll worry
about that when we come to it.  Meanwhile, we haven't got all
that much time and on the stroke of five, you're going to turn into
a toad."


          "Well as
long as there's a handsome prince around … "


          "You might
be lucky," Jimmy replied with a grin.  "Meanwhile, how about
phoning Joe and confirming that we'll be there tomorrow at about
four?"


          "Okay, it
will give me a chance to talk to Stevie too.  I really like
him.  Don't you?"


          "Very
much.  I don't think I'm going to have any mother-in-law
problems."


          Martin
raised an astonished eyebrow.  "I though you said our marriage
was off because I don't have any money.  And anyway if I
suddenly get rich and you change your mind, you're not going to
have him as a mother-in-law unless I agree to marry you, and as you
haven't asked me yet … "


          "I knew you
were going to turn into a toad," Jimmy told him, taking him by the
hand and dragging him into the living area.  He dropped onto
his knees put his hands around Martin's small waist and said
formally, "Mr Jackson, will you accept my hand in marriage?"


          Martin bent
and kissed the top of the blonde head.  "Oh Mr Evans," he
squeaked, like a Victorian maiden, "This is so sudden.  But I
will," he added quickly after a warning squeeze, "Provided you
offer me your hand in my jeans as well."


          "You are a
toad," Jimmy said grinning up at him, "If it wasn't that I knew how
to turn you into a handsome prince … "


          "You do go
on and on about it, why don't you just do it?" Martin replied,
pulling his head against him.  "Try putting your hand where
your mouth is," he said as Jimmy mouthed his jeans.


          "Not only a
toad, but vulgar as well," Jimmy said, standing up and going to the
bedroom.  "Make your phone call."


          "Aren't you
even going to carry me over the threshold?" Martin called after
him.


          "I only
carry handsome princes," Jimmy called back.  "You'll have to
hop in here by yourself."


          Martin
pulled a face at him, dialled his father's number and spoke to Joe
who sounded really pleased that he had called, then handed him over
to Steven.  After which, unable to wait a minute longer, he
was about to dash into the bedroom when a naked and erect Jimmy
came out, picked him up, carried him through the door, detached him
with difficulty and dropped him onto the bed, remarking that he
seemed to have as many arms as an octopus.


          "Yeah, I
grow them so I can touch you in as many places as possible. 
You're irresistible," Martin told him, allowing himself to be
undressed.  "Hey, go gently with my bruises."


          "I'll kiss
everyone of them better," Jimmy promised.

 


          Martha made
no objection to Martin being out on Saturday, but was irritated at
his assumption, in spite of their (unspoken) agreement, that he
didn't need to ask her permission.  She had busy day ahead of
her then was meeting colleagues for dinner and although she
wouldn't be home until quite late, his tentative suggestion that he
stay out to see a film was instantly rejected on the grounds that
she didn't want the house empty on a Saturday night in case of
burglars.  When he displayed a tendency to argue, she cut him
off abruptly and refused to discuss it any further.


          After she
left, he was picked up by Jimmy who while sympathetic, told him
firmly that it was better not to antagonise her at the
moment.  To avoid incipient mutiny, he drove them to Croydon
and ignoring Martin's objections, took him shopping and chose a
couple of pairs of jeans, some T-shirts, socks and underwear and
even contemplated buying him a suit, in a lovely shade of brown
that exactly matched his eyes, but Martin put his foot down. 
He waited outside the tiny changing booth while Martin tried on a
pair of the stretch jeans, and grinned as a horrified whisper came
through the closed curtain.


          "Jimmy,
they're far too tight, I can only just do them up!"


          Jimmy peered
in to see that the jeans, picked out by himself and an admiring
young shop assistant, fitted like a glove.  They were well cut
and showed off every inch of the young body to perfection. 
"Turn round," he ordered.  The view from the back was equally
delectable.        "They're perfect,"
he assured the perspiring boy with much amusement as he detached
the price ticket.


          "I can't go
out like this," came the agonised reply, "Everyone will see
everything."


          "And a very
nice everything it is too," Jimmy told him.  "You're going to
cause a riot!"


          Taking no
notice of an indignant glare, he scooped up the ill fitting jeans
Martin had removed remarking, "You'll have to keep them on
now."


          "I'll just
stay in here," Martin hissed.  "Forever!"


          "Then you'll
turn into a toad when the store closes and I won't be around to do
anything about it," he replied, and ignoring Martin's muttered,
"I'll find someone, see if I don't," went to the nearest till and
paid for the clothes.  Martin reluctantly joined him, red in
the face because he been told by the assistant how well the jeans
fitted, and how much they suited him.


          There was a
wistful look on that young man's face as he watched Martin and
Jimmy leave the store.  Some people have all the luck, he told
himself enviously.


          Once he got
over the feeling that everyone was staring at him with voyeuristic
intent, Martin began to enjoy himself, and was quite sorry, after
they had purchased two new ribbon cassettes for his typewriter,
when they returned to the flat for lunch.  After eating, he
settled down happily and worked steadily for a couple of
hours.  Jimmy listened to music and pretended to read a book,
but spent most of the time simply looking at the industrious
figure.  When he had finished he showed Jimmy what he'd done
and they spent some time discussing his approach.  Jimmy made
several suggestions, not all of which Martin approved, but said he
would think about them later as he was written out for the time
being.  Not surprised, considering how hard he had been
concentrating, Jimmy asked with a broad grin on his face, if he had
thought about working the family of ducks into a story yet. 
Especially the bit about the worm.


          "You read my
mind," Martin replied with a smile.  "I have been thinking
about it and I could easily write it straight just as it
happened.  But then I wouldn't be able to show it to anyone,
except you of course.  It's a really funny idea though if I
can just find the right angle.  I'd like to write it so it can
be taken two ways and leave the reader to decide what I mean. 
I'm sure I can and it would be fun, but I haven't quite worked out
how yet."


          "It will
come if you leave it alone for a bit," Jimmy told him
positively.  Oh oh, he thought and waited resignedly.


          "It won't
come actually if I leave it alone and it wants to," Martin said,
exactly on cue.  "So why don't you do something about it?"


          Jimmy
groaned.  "I knew you'd say that as soon as I spoke. 
We're going out, remember?"


          "Not
straight away," Martin said, grabbing Jimmy's wrist to that he
could look at his watch.  "We've got plenty of time for a bit
of rabbiting."


          "It's never
a bit with you, it's a bloody great lot!"


          "Look who's
talking," he was told, as he was dragged into the bedroom.


          "You look
fantastic in those jeans.  Front and back.  Get
them off," Jimmy ordered.


          Martin
raised an eyebrow at him.  "I thought you liked me with them
on.  Now you want me with them off."


          Jimmy kissed
the errant eyebrow back into it's proper place, saying in a husky
voice, "I want you any way, and all ways, and all the time
too.  As you know damn well.  But you really do look
enchanting in them."


          Martin
blushed.  "Really Jimmy?"


          "Really and
truly.  Cross my heart and hope to die."


          Martin
caught his hand.  "Never ever say that.  Say," he thought
for a minute, "Cross my heart and hope to live."


          Obediently
Jimmy did so.  Then he crossed Martin's heart to see what it
felt like, and it felt so good he crossed other parts of him as
well, and one thing led to another …

 


          When Joe
opened the door to them he hugged Martin before leading them into
the sitting room.  Martin had stood quite still, not rejecting
the embrace, but not responding either.  Joe however, after
having just his hand shaken at their previous meeting, seemed
pleased enough. 


          Steven had
done them proud as far as food went, with an extremely rich
chocolate cake as the piéce de resistance, and plied them with
everything in sight.  Having tea helped to break the slight
tension between the Jacksons, father and son, and by the end of the
meal, Martin was explaining how his face had come to be bruised and
embarrassing his companion with a vivid description of how he had
sorted Ross out.  Jimmy quelled him firmly and sternly forbade
him to pull up his t-shirt, one of the new ones acquired that
morning, in order to impress Steven with his war wounds, as he had
started calling them.


          "He's just
jealous because there isn't a mark on him and I'm the one getting
all the sympathy and attention," Martin told Steven while accepting
another slice of chocolate cake.


          After tea,
Jimmy felt that the atmosphere was good enough to leave Martin and
Joe together and went into the kitchen to help Steven with the
washing up.


          "Thank you
for bringing him," Steven said quietly, "It means a lot to Joe to
have him here, and to me too.  He's enjoying it, isn't he?" he
asked anxiously.  "After the last time I wasn't sure if he
would want to come again."


          "We were
both a bit rough on Joe," Jimmy admitted.  "Martin because
he's felt for years that Joe deserted him, and me because I was
angry on his behalf."


          "You think a
lot of him, don't you," Steven said, concentrating on the cup he
was rinsing.  There was the faintest suggestion of a question
in his voice.


          "Yes I do,"
Jimmy said in a matter of fact voice, taking the cup and beginning
to dry it.  He liked Steven, but he wasn't going to reveal too
much of himself until he knew him a lot better.


          "He thinks
more than a lot of you.  You have only to see the way he looks
at you.  I'm not just being nosy Jimmy, if that's what you're
thinking," he said, turning to look at him.  "It's myself I
blame for a lot of this.  I love Joe," he went on as he wiped
the sink with a damp sponge, "But I know that in some things he
needs to be pushed to do the right thing.  I didn't push and I
should have.  I knew it at the time, but I let it go. 
I'm truly thankful that Martin finally found someone who cared for
him before it was too late.  Please Jimmy, will you bring him
to see us as often as you can?"


          "It's up to
him, Stevie.  If he wants to come I'll bring him and if he
doesn't want to, I'll suggest it, but I won't force him.  This
is something that he has to work out for himself, and I have to
tell you, I don't think it will ever become the usual father and
son relationship if that's what Joe is hoping for.  Too much
time has passed for one thing.  But if they're lucky, and I
really hope they are, they will become friends.  And that, you
know," he said thinking of his own parents, "Is not a bad way for
things to be."


          "Joe will
find that hard to accept."


          "I can
understand that too.  But Martin's not the little boy he was
five years ago.  He's a completely different person now, and
he will only accept Joe on his own terms.  I know him pretty
well by now Stevie, and I know that he can be very
determined.  Try to persuade Joe to take it slowly and be
satisfied with whatever Martin's prepared to give him.  He
mustn't push for more than that.  Martin's been told what to
do quite enough by his mother.  He won't allow Joe to do it as
well, even though Joe is his father."


          "It's not
going to be easy.  In a way it would be like Joe giving up
being his father just when he's started again," Steven said
slowly.


          "I know it
won't be easy," Jimmy said, not pointing out that Joe should have
thought about it five years ago.  "But seriously, I think that
it's all he's going to get, because Martin doesn't really need Joe
now."


          Steven
nodded unhappily as they went back to the sitting room.  Joe
had been talking about spending a lot of time with his son, perhaps
taking him on a visit to Ireland.  It looked very much as if
it was the boy who would be calling the tune, and when he saw the
look on Martin's face when Jimmy went back into the sitting room,
he realised that they were not going to have a lot of time to spare
from each other anyway.


          The two
Jacksons seemed to have got on fairly well in their absence. 
They had been talking about something that had happened in Martin's
childhood, but Martin broke off what he was saying and reaching for
Jimmy's hand, pulled him down onto the sofa beside him saying
apologetically to Steven, "I miss him when he's away from me for
too long."  He nearly added that Jimmy had a special magic for
him, but decided that it was too private and something that they
should keep between themselves, even though neither Steven or Joe
would understand the reference.


          That's how I
must write the ducklings and worm story he thought suddenly, so
that at first it goes straight over one's head as a straight
description as if it's about a rather fat earthworm or something
and then one has a sort of double take and sees that it's really
about something else altogether.  But how?  Could I start
it the other way round?  Tell most of the story from the
ducklings' point of view and only in the very last sentence get the
main character, that's me, to say something about how cold the
water is and how tame the ducklings are, as they're getting
closer?  It might work that way, the me character could get a
shock and jump if one of the ducklings got up enough courage to
peck at it, but … He suddenly realised how silent it had
become and looked up guiltily.  Had someone said something to
him?


          "It's all
right," Jimmy said.  "Don't take any notice.  He's
thinking about a story that's all.  It happens all the
time."


          This
naturally led to questions, and Jimmy watched proudly as Martin
explained what he wanted to do with his future and that he had
already written several short stories.  He promised to bring
something for them to look at the next time they came. 
Wanting to take advantage of Joe's pride in his talented son, while
Martin was telling Steven excitedly about his typewriter and how he
much he loved using it, Jimmy quietly asked Joe to apply for a
passport for him.  Only one parent's approval was needed and
Joe agreed without hesitation.


          By the time
the visit had drawn to it's close, three of the quartet had
genuinely enjoyed themselves and if the fourth, Joe, still had some
unexpressed hopes, he hid them reasonably well.  Martin
allowed himself to be hugged by Joe as they left but politely
extricated himself as soon he could.


          Back at the
flat as they were making plans for the following weekend Martin,
totally astonished that he could have forgotten something so
important, reminded Jimmy that it would be the start of the half
term holiday.  Jimmy after some thought, suggested that they
might try to go away somewhere.  Martin was ecstatic, bounced
onto his lap and demanded to know what he had in mind.


          "Well I was
thinking we could go to the coast and stay at a campsite, or even
stay in a bed and breakfast hotel.  Which would you
prefer?"


          "I've never
stayed in either and I've hardly ever been to the sea.  Could
we really?" he asked longingly.


          "Of course
we could.  But you know what the problem is, so don't get your
hopes up too much love.  I don't want you to be
disappointed.  Do you think you could get her to agree for you
to go away for a few days?"


          Martin's
face fell.  "She's been pretty fed up with me lately.  I
did sort of mention it but she might have forgotten about it
now."


          "Well we've
got a bit of time to work on it.  If she doesn't agree Mart,
we will still be together every day when she's out."


          "It wouldn't
be the same though.  She's always going to be a problem,"
Martin said with a sudden rush of resentment.  "Jimmy, do you
honestly think I'll be able to live with you one day?"


          Jimmy
thought carefully before he answered.  This was important, not
only to Martin but to himself as well.  "I'm sure that you'll
be able to one day Mart, but I can't honestly tell you when. 
I've been thinking about it a lot and there might be a way that we
can get you away from her and to your father.  That's really
why I wanted you to meet him, because he's your parent as much as
she is.  Now provided she agreed, there wouldn't be a problem
and although you'd be living with him officially, you would of
course live here with me.  If you still wanted to that is," he
added with a smile.


          Martin
nodded and said, "Always.  So long as you want
me.  But she would never agree to it Jimmy, she hates
him."


          "I
know.  She'd have to be forced into it."


          "But
how?  You don't know what she's like.  She's very,
powerful."


          "I know that
too Mart.  But everyone has their weaknesses and once you know
what they are, you can use them."


          "Jimmy, she
hasn't got any weaknesses.  I'd know if she had. 
Wouldn't I?" he added doubtfully.


          "You might
not Mart.  Remember she's dominated you all your life, always
been the great white chief who's word was law.  You wouldn't
have noticed because it would never have crossed your mind to
look."

          Martin looked
dubious.  “So what are we going to do?”


          "Leave it
with me for a bit longer.  I haven't worked it all out
yet.  But I promise you kiddo, I will keep working on
it.  So," he went on, "If we can manage to go away, have you
decided what you would like to do?"


          "A campsite,
please.  Going to a hotel would be a bit like going to a
house, so I think I'd rather camp.  Where will we sleep? 
It won't be in the car or in the open will it?" he said in a
appalled tone.  "Everyone would see us and we wouldn't be able
to do any rabbiting!"


          "Trust you
to go straight to the heart of the matter," Jimmy said, grinning at
him lovingly.  "Sex isn't the only thing in life you know,
there are other things."


          "There are?"
Martin looked stunned.


          "Oh God,
come here," Jimmy said, kissed him until they were both breathless,
then reluctantly took him home.

 

 










Chapter 14
New Chapter


 

          Martin had never found a
week pass so slowly, which was odd because now that he was getting
on better at school, things weren't all that bad.  It made
such a difference that he had people to talk to now, and it brought
home to him how lonely he had been.  Ross seemed to have taken
Jimmy's lesson very much to heart and nor were his cronies much in
evidence.  In fact if Martin appeared in the vicinity, they
would find something interesting on the other side of the
playground and sidle off.  It was incredible and his gratitude
to Jimmy increased by leaps and bounds.  After the fight and
his public admission that he was gay he'd thought he would be able
to handle things on his own, but thanks to Jimmy's intervention, he
had no need to handle anything at all.

          Ross and
his erstwhile gang were so obviously giving him a wide berth, it
was an object lesson to anyone else who might have considered
having a go at him.  There were remarks sometimes and a
certain amount of name calling by the more homophobic thugs, but
these he either ignored or agreed with, and didn't let it worry
him.  What did worry him though, was his mother's worsening
attitude.

          After she
had returned from the conference (and discreet questioning proved
that he and Jimmy could have spent the previous night
together) she had been in an extremely good mood and even seemed
quite pleased with him after she decided that playground fights did
happen after all, and it hadn't been particularly serious
anyway.  Also his hard work, which had left the house spotless
for her home coming had paid off.  But the mood hadn't
lasted.

          He tried
hard not to provoke her but his thoughts were so centred on Jimmy,
he wasn't very attentive and sometimes appeared to be deliberately
ignoring her.  His mention of an invitation to go away for a
couple of days during half term was rejected, although he had
chosen his moment carefully and put it as tactfully as he knew
how.

          Angry
because she gave no reason for her decision but simply told him it
was out of the question he managed, with difficulty, not to burst
out at her but his sullen demeanour angered her in turn.  She
had always disliked sulky children and decided that he was to go
shopping with her on Saturday, as a reminder of who was in
charge.  Her casual mention of this on Friday evening while
they were having supper didn't provoke the storm she half
expected.  Martin was certainly angry but he said quietly,
"Then I won't need to go to Mass on Sunday."

          "I beg
your pardon Martin," she said icily.

          "If I'm
with you on Saturday, I don't have to go to Church on Sunday," he
replied.

          "And what
gives you that idea young man?"

          "That's
what we agreed."

          Noting
his pale face and putting it down to fear, she felt contempt sweep
over her.

          "You will
come to Mass as usual," she said dismissively.

          "I'm
sorry mother, but I don't have to.  If I don't have Saturday
free, then I don't have to go to Mass.  That was the
bargain."

          The
irritation she had been feeling for some time about this so-called
bargain came to a head.

          "Children
do not make bargains with their parents.  They do what they
are told, and you will do what you are told.  Should
I decide that you are not to go out on Saturday, you will stay at
home on Saturday.  And you will attend Mass on Sunday
regardless.  Is that quite clear to you?"

          "That
isn't fair," he muttered, and pushed his chair back.

          She
looked at him coldly.  "I have not finished my coffee Martin,
and you will not leave the table until I give you permission to do
so.  Your manners are deteriorating young man."

          "You said
I was a child a minute ago," he said sullenly.

          "Sit
down!" she shouted, her temper snapping.

          He did
so, but took his time about it, then stared at her throughout the
subsequent tirade without once dropping his eyes.  The look on
his face eventually penetrated her fog of anger and she broke off
her unflattering description of his character, feeling something of
a shock.  Not so long ago a similar tongue lashing would have
had him cowering in the chair, a quivering mass of despicable
spinelessness.

          His voice
shook a little when he broke the silence, but the words were clear
enough.

          "Please
may I leave the table."

          It wasn't
a question, it was a statement.  He wasn't asking for her
permission, he was laying out of the lines of battle.  Her
anger flared again and betrayed her into making a mistake.

          "No you
may not!" she snapped.

          He looked
at her for a long moment, then slowly a smile crossed his face as
he settled back in the chair and folded his arms.  He'd got
her.  They had finished eating and her coffee cup was now
empty, so they were going to have to sit there until she gave
way.  If she said he could leave the table now she would lose
face, and if she made him stay there, she would have to stay with
him because he would move as soon as her eye was off him.  And
each minute she spent at the table would be measured by the loss of
a little more of her authority.  Instead of making him feel
small as she'd intended, she had put him in a no lose
situation.  His smile grew.

          The
minute she had spoken, Martha knew that she'd made a tactical
error.  She recognised the implications even faster than her
son did.  It was that, smirk on his face that did
it.  The speed with which she left her seat and came around
the table took him by surprise.  Before he realised what she
intended and could unfold his arms to protect his face, she had
slapped him.  Briefly she had the satisfaction of seeing tears
of pain and shock fill his eyes then she stepped back, aghast at
what she had done.

          She had
never smacked him, even when he was a small child, her voice had
always been sufficient.  And now he had provoked her into
behaving like any of the lower class parents that she habitually
prosecuted for assaulting their children.  And this was just
the start.  He was going to get more and more difficult to
control, and it would be a continual battle to make him behave,
just at the time when she needed to concentrate all her efforts on
her career.  And if the story of what she had just done got
out … but everyone would agree that she had been totally
justified.  No parent could put up with the sort of defiance
he had shown, it would make life intolerable.

          It was
not a defence that she had accepted when preparing her
prosecutions.

          Martin
stood up, refusing to give her the satisfaction of seeing him touch
the livid mark on his cheek, and without a word, went upstairs to
his bedroom, leaving her still standing there.  She must have
read his thoughts and known how determined he'd been to sit her
out.  And maybe she thought this would be the last time
something like this would happen.  If so, she was wrong. 
She had treated him unfairly just because she thought she could.
And he wasn't putting up with it without a fight, not
anymore.  Not while he had Jimmy to turn to for support.

          At the
thought of Jimmy's face close to his and his arms around him, he
set his alarm clock an hour earlier than usual.  After
glancing in the mirror and wondering if his face was going to be
bruised (again!), in which case he would need to make up a story to
account for it, he got into bed, determined to put it out of his
mind until the next day, and fell asleep as soon as he had put the
light out.

          Jimmy,
woken out of a sound sleep by the insistent ringing of the doorbell
the next morning, staggered downstairs to let him in, muttering
about people who woke other people up in the middle of the
night.  Martin smiled, told him to go back to bed while he
made coffee and pushed him towards the bedroom.  Seven minutes
later he walked into the room carrying two mugs, and stark
naked.  Jimmy, wondering if he was ever going to be permitted
to sleep late again after this precedent, blinked as he took in the
state of Martin's penis.

          "Coffee
or me?" Martin asked in a voice that warned him he'd better make
the correct choice.

          With a
sleepy grin, he said nothing, just pulled the duvet open and made
room for him.  Martin smiled approvingly at Jimmy's own
revealed state, put the mugs down and climbed in beside him. 
Then he handed the grateful boy a mug saying, "Only because you
were a good boy and answered correctly.  Sit up and drink
it."

          Muttering
about people who expected him to hold cups of hot coffee and sit up
in bed, all at the same time, Jimmy did as he was told and sipped
the reviving liquid.

          "Why are
you here so early Mart?"

          "Don't
you want me?" Martin asked, raising a convenient eyebrow.

          "Of
course I do, I'm just surprised that's all.  But if you're
going to do this often, I'm going to get a set of keys cut for
you.  Then you can let yourself in and by the time I'm up you
will have cleaned the place, vacuumed, done the washing up, done my
laundry, ironed it, and cooked my breakfast.  You can cook
some for yourself at the same time if you like," he added, "After
you've watered the garden and weeded the lawn."

          "You
are kind Jimmy," Martin told him in a grateful voice.

          "That's
me, kind, generous … Mart," he said suddenly in a totally
different voice, "What happened to your face?  Have they
started on you again at school?  Because if they have …
"

          Martin
shook his head.  "No, it wasn't school.  Jimmy hurry up
with that coffee, it's rabbit time."

          "No way
kiddo.  You tell me what happened, or no rabbiting."

          "Jimmy I
will tell you I promise, but I would really like to leave it for a
bit otherwise you'll be too angry to want to rabbit me.  No,"
he said, putting a hand on the other boy's mouth, "I really do
promise, and it's something that might help our plans but honestly,
it's not more important than rabbiting."

          "With
you, nothing is ever more important than rabbiting."

          "I
know.  Oh Christ Jimmy, please hurry up."

 

          He told
Jimmy about it while they were having breakfast.  In his hurry
to leave the house before his mother got up he hadn't bothered to
eat anything and anyway, it was so much nicer to have it with Jimmy
after a satisfying session in bed.  Unconsciously echoing
Jimmy's earlier thought, he made up his mind he was going to go to
bed earlier in future and spend an hour at the flat before going to
school.  Maybe Jimmy would drive him there and they'd have
even more time together.

          Jimmy was
rather white around the mouth by the time he had described the
scene to him, but didn't make too much of it to rather to Martin's
surprise.  He had expected an explosion of rage.

          "We're
not going to let it spoil our day together Mart, and anyway I want
to think about it for a bit and see how we can use it.  What
would you like to do this morning?"

          "It's
going to pour with rain any minute so could we stay here, or do we
need to go shopping?"

          "I did it
last night.  Mart, you do realise don't you that she is going
to be furious with you when you get home.  You have disobeyed
her you know," Jimmy said in a worried voice.

          "I know
Jimmy but I can put up with that.  And I'll go to Church
tomorrow to prove that I can keep my side of the bargain even if
she can't keep hers.  It will be alright, she'll probably go
to visit my aunt after that so I'll be alone most of the day. 
Do you think we could …  ?"

          "We'll
take it as it comes.  But what I would like to do Mart, is go
and see Joe this afternoon.  I want to talk this over with
him."

          "Can't
you do it over the phone?"

          "I can if
you really want me to, but I'm trying to get him completely
committed to helping us and the more he sees you, the more likely
it is that he will."

          Martin
thought it over.  It made sense, so he nodded.

          "Okay,
but let's not spend too long there.  I'm going to need a lot
of rabbiting today to make me brave."

          Jimmy's
heart twisted but he forced himself to smile.  "By the time
I'm finished with you bunny boy, you'll be so full of courage you
won't be able to contain it."

          "Yes,"
Martin said happily, "But that's not the only thing I want to be
full of so you'd better start topping me up now.  Come
on."

          Jimmy
grinned.  "Where on earth do you get all the energy for this
from?"

          "Didn't
you know?" Martin raised an eyebrow, well aware by now that it made
him look cute, "I'm ball powered."

          "You mean
balls powered."

          "Anything
you say," he replied agreeably.  "Oh hell Jimmy, why are you
so slow," he complained, grabbing the older boy's hand and dragging
him into the bedroom again.

          They went
to Joe and Steven's house after a late lunch.  Following the
urgent session in the bedroom after breakfast, Martin had seated
himself at the typewriter and worked hard at his touch typing
exercises, then started on a new story as a way of distracting
himself.  In spite of the brave face he had put on in front of
Jimmy, he was dreading his return home that evening and wondered if
he should have just given way and stayed at home after all. 
Telling her that he would be going to Mass the next day wouldn't
cut much ice or diminish her anger.  All she would see was his
disobedience.  Briefly he wondered if it would help if he went
to confession and communion as well, but decided that it
wouldn't.  In any case, he doubted if he could bring himself
to do it.  The triumphant look on the priest's face would be
too much to bear.

          His new
story didn't go particularly well but served it's purpose, and when
Jimmy decided to have a shower before lunch, he happily squeezed in
with him then mysteriously became totally inept and unable to wash
himself.  Having been told firmly to keep his hands to
himself, he submitted to Jimmy's gentle ministrations, did the same
for him and was in the middle of drying himself when he was
suddenly picked up, tossed onto the bed still damp, and
ravished.  He did some ravishing in return which necessitated
a return to the shower because Jimmy didn't feel he could ask his
father for his hand in marriage while reeking of spunk.

          "And stop
giggling about it, brat," he told Martin as they dried each other
for the second time.  "Oh God, look what you've done to me,"
he said in a dismayed voice looking down.

         
"Me?  It's not my fault if that thing just keeps on
growing.  I didn't do anything to make it like that."

          "Little
liar, if you hadn't been drying me excessively down there …
"

          "Of
course I was drying you, do you think I want you to shrink like
clothes washed in water too hot?"

          "It
doesn't look as if anything in the world could shrink
you!" Jimmy said, inspecting him carefully.

          "Well I'm
younger.  You should have more self control."

          "I'll
control you in a minute if you're not careful.  You're getting
very out of hand."

          "Yes I
know, and it's time you did something about it."

          Jimmy
advanced on him, a determined look on his face and tossed him,
squeaking with delight, back onto the bed, rolled him onto his side
and took him in hand, remarking that he didn't mind putting sheets
into the washing machine but he was damned if he was going to
shower for a third time that day.  "I know what you're like,"
he added darkly, "All you're after is my body and if you catch me
in the shower all naked and defenceless, you'll deflower
me!"

          Martin
went into a fit of giggles at the remark, which sustained him until
the pleasure of Jimmy's knowing ministrations gave his thoughts
another direction.

 

          They were
so deep in conversation when Jimmy parked outside Joe's house that
they didn't notice the car parked across the road.  There was
no reason why they should.

          Martha,
who had been about to get out of the vehicle, glanced at Jimmy
indifferently then saw Martin.  The impact was great enough to
keep her immobile while wondering what to do next.  When the
door opened and she saw both Joe and Steven give them a welcoming
hug, the shock that had kept her frozen, turned to rage.  As
the front door closed behind them, she started the engine, put the
car in gear with a hand that was shaking with anger, and
accelerated away.

          If Martin
hadn't got his expected explosion of rage from Jimmy on the state
of his face that morning, his father's more than made up for
it.  Delightedly storing in his mind some extremely
descriptive language for use later, he saw Jimmy glaring at him and
raised a hand in mute apology.  If he ever decided to use any
of it in a story he'd better not show it to Jimmy.  As he had
clear cut orders to show him everything he wrote, it didn't seem as
if he would be able to use the choicer phrases.  A pity. 
He'd just thought of a story where they'd fit in beautifully. 
Maybe he could tone them down a bit?  Regretfully he turned
his attention back to Joe who was beginning to calm down
slightly.

          Although
the visit did some good in that it finally ended any doubts Joe
still had about what he was getting involved in, none of them could
come up with any definite way to use the incident.  But Martin
had a feeling that Jimmy was holding back and accused him of this
when they were in the car again.  But Jimmy laughed and
refused to be drawn.

          Back at
the flat Martin insisted that they dig out Jimmy's two man tent and
set it up in the garden so that he could see what it was
like.  He was enchanted, asked questions, got in Jimmy's way
continually, and at one point almost collapsed the entire edifice
when he walked into one of the guy ropes because he wasn't looking
where he was going.  Jimmy laughed, called him a pest, then
took him into the tent for a kiss and a cuddle, first zipping up
the inner and outer sections in case the neighbours were
watching.  Martin would have kept him there for the rest of
the afternoon but Jimmy decided it would look suspicious if anyone
was watching.

          "We do
have to be a bit careful Mart, because if people start to talk
about us, we could both be in trouble."

          "I know
you're right Jimmy, it's just that … "

          "Do you
think I don't feel the same?  I only have to look at you and I
want to drag you off somewhere and have my wicked way with
you."

          "Your
what?" Martin said, starting to laugh.  "Oh Jimmy what a
lovely phrase.  Can I use it in a story please?"

          "Provided
you don't use any of the words Joe said.  Don't try to deny
it, I know the look on your face when you're working out a story.
And don't you dare write it and not show me either."

          "How did
you know I was thinking that?"

          "So you
were, were you?"

          "I didn't
say that … "

          "You
didn't have to.  It was written all over your face. 
You're to show me everything."

          "I
do.  At least … "

          "Go
on."

          "There's
one thing I've written since we met that I haven't shown you and I
don't think that I could."

          "Why, is
it so terrible?"

          "Yes it
is.  But not in the way you're thinking."

          "You'd
better tell me.  A clear conscience in a clear body."

          "Don't
you mean a clean conscience in a clean body?"

          "Of
course not.  Only an idiot would say something as boring as
that."

          "What
about a clumsy conscience in a clumsy b … "

          "I am not
going to get involved in your idiocies," Jimmy told him. 
"Come into my arms brat and confess.  Why can't you show it to
me?"

          "Because
it's about you," Martin told him, creeping into his arms.

         
"So?  You will naturally have described me as handsome, good
looking, kind, generous, wonderful, superb, superlative, etcetera,
etcetera.  I may blush, but I know it's my duty to read
everything you write in case it's a masterpiece that you want to
throw away.  But don't worry, I can handle reading about
myself and it won't make me in the least bit swollen headed. 
I will be just the same afterwards, handsome, good looking, kind,
etcetera, you name it.  Even though you will have said the
most wonderful things about me, I won't change.  I'll be just
as modest and retiring as I always was.  The pressure won't
get to me."

          "Oh yes
it will," Martin said, giggling, "It will get to you right
here!"  He touched Jimmy's jeans.

          "Martin,"
Jimmy said in a horrified voice, "You're not writing,
pornography are you?"

          "No of
course not.  At least not all the time.  Only about you!"
he got out between chokes of laughter.

          "You
little toad!  You deserve to be spanked.  And don't take
that as an invitation either," he added when Martin rolled onto his
stomach obligingly.  "Where is this famous story?"

          "Hidden
in a holdall on top of my wardrobe"

          "For
Christ's sake Mart, you'd better bring it here.  If your
mother was ever to find it …   I won't look at it if you
don't want me to."

          "I think
I'll let you, but not just yet.  I'll have to get used to the
idea first.  I, I was needing you very badly when I wrote it
Jimmy.  It was before we did anything you see."

          Jimmy
thought he could see very well, and if the writing was as
descriptive as it usually was, he couldn't wait.  He pulled
Martin against him in spite of the heat in the airless tent and
kissed him.  "Show it to me when you're ready.  I'd love
to read it."

          They were
quiet as they dismantled and re-packed the tent, wondering if they
would really be able to sleep in it, took it inside and had a cup
of coffee before Jimmy drove him home.  They always said their
goodbyes before leaving the flat, but this time, Martin pulled his
face down and kissed him before getting out of the car.  Jimmy
didn't object and held him for a minute before letting him go.

 

          His
mother wasn't home and she hadn't left him a note telling him where
she had gone or when she would be back.  He didn't feel like
eating, so he tidied the house, not that there was much to do, then
got out the vacuum cleaner and did all the carpets including the
stairs, a job he usually hated.  Then he watched television
for an hour but the early evening programmes were as uninteresting
as they usually were on Saturdays, so he went upstairs and finished
his homework before going to bed, wondering what was going to
happen the next day.

          His mother got home just
before midnight and had he been awake, she would have torn into him
without a moment's delay.  It was a pity he was asleep because
hers was the type of anger that fed on itself, and when she woke
later than usual the following morning, she was even more angry
than she had been when she went to bed.  Having forgotten to
set her alarm clock she had to rush to get to Mass on time, which
didn't help matters.

          Martin
knew that she was in a bad mood, but didn’t realise how dangerous
it was because he was going over in his mind the details of a dream
he'd had just before he woke up.  Wondering if it was his
subconscious giving him some sort of message, he had just decided
that it was when they left for church.  His thoughts about it
got him through the boredom of Mass though his lack of attention,
although not unusual, was duly noted by his smouldering parent.

          As soon
as the final prayers were said he left the pew, genuflected in a
half hearted fashion and walked out to the car without waiting for
her.  He did it simply to avoid speaking to Father Jarrell,
but she saw it as yet another act of defiance that he didn't escort
her out of the building as he was supposed to.  She greeted
the priest and exchange a few words in an outwardly calm manner,
but it took considerable self control.  In the car she told
Martin grimly that she had a few things to say to him as soon as
they got home.

          Still
thinking about his dream, Martin forgot the company he was in, and
raised an eyebrow at her, as he did so often when he was with
Jimmy.  Martha saw it as an outstanding piece of
insolence.  It was the final straw.  She knew an instant
of blind rage and if she hadn't been driving, would have exploded
with anger right then and there, and probably slapped his face
again.

          When they
arrived home he automatically headed for his room to change his
clothes, but was stopped in his tracks.

          "Don't
you turn your back on me Martin Jackson, come in here at once," she
shouted from the sitting room doorway.

         
Bewildered, he turned saying, "I didn't turn my back on you. 
I was going up to my bedroom to change as I'm supposed to."

          "Don't
argue!" she snapped, going into the room.

          For an
instant he contemplated disobeying her, but years of ingrained
obedience took over and he followed her into the room and sat on
the uncomfortable upright chair she indicated.

          Standing
in front of him with her arms crossed she looked him up and
down.  He couldn't interpret the look.  There was anger,
but also something else, something that he couldn't identify.

          She
wasted no time.  "Where were you last weekend while I was
away?  And don't try to tell me that you were here because I
know you were not."

          A little
pale, he hadn't expected this, Martin forced himself to reply
calmly.  "I was out a lot."

          "You were
out all the time so don't lie to me.  I know that you weren't
here.  I met that interfering Mrs Crossgrave yesterday and she
asked me where the two of us had gone for the weekend.  'I was
surprised you left the house empty all that time and didn't ask me
to keep an eye on it'," Martha repeated, in an unkind parody of the
woman's affected voice.  "And I had to tell her that I had
been meaning to ask her to, but had forgotten.  I, I,
had to lie to her so that she wouldn't spread the story around the
neighbourhood that my son, a fifteen year old child, stayed out all
night not just once, which would have been bad enough, but two
nights in a row!"

          "Would it
have mattered if you'd told her the truth?" Martin asked, keeping
his voice steady, "It's none of her business anyway."

          "Do you
think I want the entire street to know I have a son who stays out
all night getting up to God knows what with God knows who? 
What were you doing?  Stealing cars?"

          "You know
I can't drive," Martin answered literally, then realised it had
been a mistake.  It was like a red rag to a bull.

          "Don't
you dare be cheeky to me.  I have had more than enough of you,
your insolence and the way you talk to me.  Do you think I'm
going to put up with it forever?  If so, you're going to find
out before you're very much older that I'm not.  Where were
you?"

          She went
on and on, her voice rising steadily, then sinking suddenly down to
a vicious murmur, unconsciously employing the same technique she
used in court when she wanted to bully and humiliate a
witness.  And she was succeeding, though at the same time, his
determination not to tell her where he had been was getting
stronger.  She could say what she liked about him, do what she
liked to him, but he was not going to get Jimmy involved in
this.  Instinctively he knew that if he did, they were both
going to be in real trouble.

          But in
spite of this determination his, new-found and still fragile
confidence, started to ebb away.  She had been angry with him
on innumerable occasions, but seldom like this.  Forcing
himself to stand his ground and look at her, when every instinct
was telling him to look down, to look away, to look anywhere but at
that enraged face, he identified one by one the components of the
look she was casting at him.  Rage, anger, contempt, and mixed
up with them, something he'd occasionally caught a glimpse of
previously, but had never been able to identify.  It was some
time before he was able to put his finger on what it was.

         
Dislike.  Dislike, or even something stronger.  Dislike
of her own son.  Dislike of him.

          It almost
deprived him of thought.  He knew that she had never loved
him, but this?  Surely parents were supposed to like
their children, even if they didn't love them?  But a part of
his brain told him, as he began to revert to his old, well
entrenched habits of thought, why should they like a child, if the
child wasn't likeable?

          The
stress of the thought forced him back into the past, and in that
instant, he felt exactly the same as he had that day when he was
ten years old, as his long suppressed memory of the events after
Steven left the room came flooding into his mind.  The memory
was so clear it was as if he was still on his bed, sobbing,
desperate, lonely, and terrified of her.  He saw her as he'd
seen her then, and knew that not only had she disliked him, she had
actually loathed him.  His mind reeling, trying
deperately to shut out the memories, he snapped back to the present
and his eyes focussed on her.  And saw it again.  Saw the
identical expression on her face and knew that she felt the same
way about him now.  She loathed him.  She always
had!

          Without
thinking, impelled by some force inside himself, he interrupted
her.

          "You're
my mother, and you never even liked me."

          Martha
took a swift step towards him and hit him hard across the face. The
force of the blow rocked him back in the chair and he felt tears
come to his eyes from the pain of it.  This time he couldn't
prevent himself from cupping his swelling face, knowing somehow in
the back of his mind that he had expected it to happen.  That
he almost certainly deserved it.

          "And
you're deceitful," Martha shouted, not affected this time by her
violent reaction.  "I saw you yesterday, going behind my back
and seeing your father.  Is that where you were when I trusted
you to look after the house while I was away?  Anyone could
have broken in but did you care about that?  Did you care that
we might have lost everything we own?  No.  No you did
not.  All you cared about was going out visiting your
father."  The amount of scorn with which she imbued
the word turned it into a major insult.

          "He is my
father," Martin said in a shaking voice, "And I have the right to
see him if I want to."

          "You have
no rights at all.  I decide who you can see and who you can't
see."

          "If I
went to court they would say I could."

          Martha
stood absolutely still, her face menacing.  There was just
enough truth in his statement to make her pause.  If it came
to court, the chances were fairly good under the circumstances that
his father would be denied the right to see him, at least at
present.  But once he turned sixteen anything could
happen.  She glared at him and decided to play her trump
card.  It would bring him to heel, and solve all her problems
at the same time.

          "I'm
going to settle your nonsense once and for all.  As you don't
appreciate the home I've made for you, you needn't stay here!"

          For a
moment this heart leaped.  Was she going to say that he could
go and live with Joe?  The hope was short lived and her next
words made his blood run cold.

          "Father
Jarrell has recommended a Catholic boarding school in Yorkshire to
me.  They are used to handling boys like you and that's where
I'm sending you.  You will remain there until you have learnt
how to behave."

          His first
thought was that he wouldn't be able to see Jimmy except during the
main holidays.  He had no illusions about the type of regime
he would face if she carried out her threat, and she would probably
leave him in the school for the half term holidays as well.

          "The
school organises trips which will keep you busy during the holidays
as well and teach you to stand on your own feet.  You spend
far too much time indoors," she went on in a hateful voice,
confirming his worst fears.

          The
thought of not seeing Jimmy except for the odd furtive meeting for
three months or longer at a time impelled him to speak.  "I
won't go," he said with as much determination as he could muster,
which was not a great deal.

          "Oh yes
you will.  You will do exactly as you're told while you're in
my house and the school will make sure you do exactly as you're
told while you're there.  I am expecting to see a great
improvement in your attitude and behaviour after you've been with
them for a few terms.  Father Jarrell tells me that the
Brothers are experts at handle deceitful boys like you. 
They've had years of experience and never had a failure yet. 
I don't think you're the stuff that heroes are made of my lad, and
I don't see you holding out for very long.  You'll
get the discipline you need, a good education, learn respect for
the priesthood, and they'll put a stop to that writing rubbish or
yours too, something I should have done years ago.  They will
make sure you are kept far too busy for anything except your school
work.  By the time they are finished with you, you will be a
credit to the Church, and a credit to me as well.  Going
behind my back to see your father," she said
venomously.  "Well that won't happen again because only when
the school tell me you have acquired some manners will you come
home.  You have never appreciated the home Ive made for you,
so you can see how you like being somewhere else."

          Martin
got to his feet.  She was looming over him and he hated
getting even closer as he stood.  Martha observed his white
face with satisfaction.  She had not seriously considered such
a drastic step originally, but the more she thought about it, the
more the plan appealed to her.  He would be controlled, out of
the way, and she would be able to get on with the really important
business of her career.  The school was incredibly expensive,
but her salary would be going up substantially and there was no
reason why his father shouldn't be forced to make a large
contribution as well.

          Martin
seeing himself losing the two most important things in his life,
Jimmy and his writing, stood there numbly, unable to think.

          "Think it
over, young man.  I'm going out to lunch and I won't be back
until later.  I forbid you to leave the house today, do you
understand.  You can spend the time tidying your bedroom which
is in a disgusting state, and then you will do the rest of the
house.  You are the one who makes it untidy, so you will clean
it.  Now go upstairs and start."

          He left
the room without a word and went upstairs to his bedroom.  Of
all the things his mother had said, her remark his bedroom was the
most untrue.  It wasn't quite as neat as he usually kept it,
Jimmy's casual ways were rubbing off on him, but it certainly
wasn't the mess that she had implied.  Nor in fact, was the
remainder of the house.  He had done it thoroughly the
previous evening.  Numbly he wondered why he'd bothered. 
Mechanically, he picked up some odds and ends and straightened up
the books on his desk.

          His
mother's sudden appearance to check that he was doing as he was
told, was a bad omen for the future.  It looked as if he
wasn't ever going to get any peace and if she kept it up, he wasn't
going to see much Jimmy before she sent him away either.

          "When I
get back I expect the house to be spotless," she told him as she
left.  He watched discreetly from behind the curtains for a
few moments to make sure she had actually driven off, then went
downstairs to phone Jimmy.  He'll tell me what to do, he
thought confidently, as he dialled the number.

          There was
no reply.

          Nor was
there after he had forced himself to wait an hour before trying
again.

          He didn't
feel like eating, so didn't bother to make lunch but listlessly set
about cleaning the almost immaculate house all over again. 
Normally doing something, anything, however boring, would have made
him feel better, but it didn't this time.  When he had done
everything he could think of, he tried to work on an uncompleted
story, but found that after thirty minutes, he had only written a
dozen words and they didn't make any sense so he gave it up.

          For the
next three hours he sat by the telephone and dialled Jimmy's number
every few minutes, and a little more of his confidence and self
control disappeared with each failed attempt.  After a time he
became convinced that something had happened to Jimmy.  Maybe
he'd had an accident in the mini.  Perhaps he was in hospital
and dying.  Or dead.  He would never find out because
no-one would know to tell him.  And even if he wasn't dead, he
wasn't ever going to see him again.  She would make sure of it
by sending him to that school of Father Jarrell's.

          He
couldn't do anything by himself to stop her sending him there, he'd
never been able to stop her doing what she liked to him.  And
he knew now that she hated him and always had so she would do
anything to make him feel nasty, to make him feel bad, just because
she could … as he probably deserved.  Because he must be
a hateful person to make her hate him like that.  He couldn't
do anything about himself, because you can't change yourself, and
he couldn't do anything about her either, because he couldn't
change her.  He couldn't force her like him, he couldn't force
anyone like him.  The only person who had ever liked him was
Jimmy.  But he wasn't here now, maybe he'd never see him
again, and no-one else could help him, or would even want to. 
Why should they?  He wasn't likeable.  He never had been
and it was true because he had seen it in her face when he was
little, and he'd seen it in her face again today.  So there
was nothing left to do, nothing at all, except to keep on trying
the number, becoming less and less sure as the time passed why he
was doing it, but mechanically dialling over and over again,
listening to the ringing tone until it was cut off automatically by
the system, then trying again.

          And
again.

          And
again.

          And
again.

 

          When
Jimmy finally picked up the phone Martin was so far gone, it didn't
register at first and he almost put the receiver down to dial
again.  But finally Jimmy's voice penetrated his brain, though
for long moment he couldn't speak.  When he did, all that came
out was a whisper, as if he was afraid of being overheard even
though the house was empty.

          "Please
come. Now.  You've got to come now.  Now.  Please
Jimmy.  Please."

          Hearing
the panic in his voice, Jimmy said quickly, hoping to calm him, "Of
course I will love, I'll come right away.  Where's your
mother?"

          "Out,"
Martin said in that same, desperate whisper.  "Come quickly,
please Jimmy.  I, I don't think I can hold on … "

          "Martin,
I'm coming.  I'm coming straight away.  Now do
this.  Close you eyes and say, Jimmy loves me and he's coming
straight away.  Do you understand me?  Say Jimmy loves me
and he's coming straight away.  Now say it back to me."

          Martin
repeated it in a shaking voice.

          "Good
boy," Jimmy said.  "Now, put the phone down, sit there and
wait for me.  When you hear the door bell ring four times that
will be me so come and let me in.  Don't answer unless you
hear four rings.  Okay?"

          "Four
rings," Martin said obediently.

          "That's
right.  I love you Martin, and I'm coming now.  Put the
phone down and wait for me."

          He waited
until Martin replaced the receiver then raced down to the mini and
drove rapidly through the familiar streets.  Fortunately,
being Sunday, they were comparatively quiet.  As he drove he
tried to work out what Martin's mother had done to put him in such
a state.  He had no doubt that it was all her doing. 
When he'd dropped Martin off the previous evening he had been
worried about him, though he had done his best to hide it, but he
certainly hadn't been expecting anything as bad as this. 
Neither of them had.  What she had done to reduce Martin to
this state he had no idea, but of one thing he was utterly
determined, she would never do it again.  He parked, gave the
prearranged signal, and Martin opened the door.

          He got a
brief glimpse of large, staring eyes in a chalk white face on which
another bruise was already beginning to come out, and some dried
blood where a cut he had received in the fight with Ross had
re-opened.  Then the boy threw himself into his arms,
clutching him so tightly it felt as if Martin was trying to force
himself into his very body.  Very, very gently, Jimmy moved
him backwards so that he could close the door, then simply held the
small, trembling body comfortingly until Martin's grip relaxed
slightly.  Only then did he speak, saying quietly, "Take me to
your bedroom, love."

          Martin
shook his head slightly.  "Hold me.  Don't let me
go."

          "I'm
going to hold you all the time, but I want you upstairs," Jimmy
said gently but firmly.

          After a
moment, Martin turned obediently and walked like an automaton to
the stairs.  True to his promise, Jimmy kept his hands on the
boy's shoulders until he started up the stairs then let them slide
down until he was holding the small waist.  In Martin's
bedroom, he made him sit on the bed and lean against the headboard,
then in spite of his appeal not to leave him, went into the
bathroom.  He smiled wryly as he noticed that though the
remainder of the house was antiseptically tidy, the bathroom had
been missed.

          In the flat it wouldn't
have worried him in the least that the towels were thrown over the
rail any old how, the soap sitting on the side of the bath instead
of in the soap dish, and a bottle of Paracetamol headache tablets
standing on the basin instead of in the medicine cabinet.  But
he would imagine the effect this would have on Martin’s mother and
made a mental note to remind him to tidy it up before she got home,
or even do it himself.  He moistened a face flannel with warm
water and went back into the bedroom.

          Martin
was sitting exactly as he had left him and he debated, as he gently
cleaned his face, if he should simply put him into the mini and
take him to Tim.  But once he was sure that there wasn't much
wrong with him physically, apart from another bruise, he abandoned
the idea.  He was the person Martin needed, not Tim or anybody
else.  What really worried him was the glazed look in Martin's
eyes, almost as if he was on the point of fainting.  He
wondered if the boy was in shock but said nothing, dropped the
flannel carelessly onto the carpet and took him into his arms.

          Martin
was stiff and unresponsive at first as Jimmy pulled his head
against his shoulder and gently stroked the thick dark hair. 
Some five minutes later he felt rather than heard Martin give a
convulsive sob then another and then to his relief, they came
faster and faster until he was crying in earnest, his body shaking
from the force of them.  He cried quite openly as a child
does, without either shame or self-consciousness and while he wept,
Jimmy held him and caressed him, and told him over and over again
that he loved him.

          It took a
long time before Martin was to be able to tell him what had
happened.  Jimmy let him talk, putting in the occasional word
to keep him going, and in the next hour learnt a great deal that
Martin hadn't told him before, including the fact of his mother's
imminent elevation to the bench.  This fitted into his plans
like the keystone which links two unstable pillars and forms them
into a strong, solid arch.  With that fact in his possession
everything fell into place, and the moment for which he had waited
so long, had arrived.  He was ready.  Ready to confront
Martha Jackson.  And on his terms, rather than hers.

          But first
he had to reassure Martin and start to rebuild the confidence and
self esteem that she had demolished so thoroughly and
efficiently.

          It was no
easy task.  Each time Martin had dialled his number and got no
reply he had felt as if another portion of his very being had been
chipped away, and had it gone on for very much longer, Jimmy might
have found it difficult to bring him back at all.  He had been
very close to breaking point.  Jimmy promised himself, as he
listened to Martin's uncharacteristically disjointed speech, that
it was never going to happen again.

          Things
that had puzzled him became clear as Martin described his long
suppressed memories of what his mother had said on that traumatic
day.  No wonder he'd had so many complexes about sex, and gay
sex in particular.  Jimmy's cold anger against Martha grew
stronger with every stumbling word that Martin uttered.

          "She was
horrible Jimmy, vicious," Martin sobbed, "Vicious and
spiteful.  And I, I must be really stupid because I
only realised today that she didn't even like me.  She
never liked me.  Why didn't I see it before?"

          "Because
you see the best in people love, and it just wasn't in you to think
that any parent might dislike one of their children."

          "I
thought maybe she doesn't like me because I'm not a, a likeable
person.  That perhaps it was me all along.  My
fault.  I mean, look how they didn't like me at school …
"

          "No,"
Jimmy interrupted him firmly, "Don't you ever say that again or
even think it, because it's not true and it never was
true.  That day, it was your mother who made you think like
that, and because she was your mother, you believed
her.  But it wasn't true then, and it isn't true now.  I
like you as well as love you Martin, and I couldn't do either
either if you weren't a likeable and loveable person.  You are
the nicest and best person I've ever met, and that's one of the
reasons I love you, and would do anything in the world for
you."

          He
stopped speaking for minute to arrange his thoughts, then went on,
"About school, I think what happened was this.  After your
father left, and especially after you wrote that family story that
she read, you didn't like yourself.  It wasn't your
fault that you felt like that and I understand now why you
did.  But it started a sort of vicious circle as far as the
kids at school were concerned.  You didn't like yourself, so
you thought they wouldn't like you because of it, and that made you
act in a way that did make them not like you.  Then
because you knew they didn't like you, you disliked yourself even
more, so they didn't like you even more, and so it went on, getting
worse all the time.  A vicious circle, like I said."

          "You mean
it was, self perpetuating?"

          "I mean
exactly that, and as always, you've used the perfect word to
describe it."

          "But how
did it start?  Or was it a chicken and egg thing?"

          "I'm
pretty sure it started because your mother didn't like you even
before you were born.  Joe has told me a bit about it and it
seems that she was just about to take her Law degree when you
arrived.  She had been working towards it for years, but had
to give it up because of you, and she was furious about it. 
Babies sense things much more than people think they do, and I'm
sure you knew unconsciously, how much she resented and disliked
you.  Then years later during the big bust up between her and
Joe, it all came out.  You heard enough that day to make you
think that you were to blame, and that coupled with her dislike of
you is how it all started.  And you were in big trouble."

          "You make
me feel so much better, darling Jimmy.  I think I'm going to
cry again."

          "Well
that's a fine way to feel better," Jimmy told him with a smile,
"But I'm going to remind you again, so you listen carefully. 
None of this has been your fault.  Your mother and father
separating had nothing to do with you as you know.  It
happened because she found out about Joe and Steven, and she has
never forgiven Joe for it.  You were caught in the middle and
happened to be handy, so I think she made you the scapegoat because
first, you were there, and second, she wouldn't take any of the
blame herself.  I can understand that for any woman to catch
her husband having an affair with a man is an awful shock, but I'm
willing to bet that she gave Joe such a hard time that she
literally drove him into Steven's arms.  Given the choice
between Steven who loved him, and your mother who didn't, of course
he chose Stevie.  And deep down, I think she knew that. 
But she couldn't accept that she was as much to blame as he was, so
she looked for someone else to blame, and there you were.  She
had never forgiven you for arriving and upsetting her plans, and
you were too young to understand what she was doing.  You were
the perfect scapegoat.

         
"Something else Mart.  You didn't ask to be born but when you
were, it was up to both your parents to look after you, to
love you, and to do their best for you.  I think they both
failed you.  But of the two of them, it seems to me that she
failed you more."

          He paused
for a moment then added, "But even if she'd wanted you in the first
place, I don't think she would ever have loved you, because I don't
think that she's capable of loving anyone.  She's just not
made that way.  That's why you shouldn't feel badly about it
and why you should forget about it, and forget about her."

          "But how
can I forget about her?  She can separate us and she
can send me to that school, and, and she wants to
Jimmy.  You didn't see her face but I did, and I could see her
thinking how much better it would be if I wasn't here.  Until
I'm eighteen she can do exactly what she likes to me.  The
law's on her side, not mine, and she knows it."

          Jimmy
gave him a gentle shake to calm him, he had finished on a slightly
hysterical note.

          "No Mart,
she can't do that.  Joe does have some say in the matter and
to a certain extent you do as well.  But much more important,
I'm taking a hand now.  I want you to trust me, love.  I
think I can see my way clear though it may take a little
time.  But I'm definitely not going to let her send
you away from me, so forget about that school.  Trust me love,
she is not going to send you there."  He held Martin
away from him slightly, looked into his eyes and said seriously.
"Trust me, darling Martin.  It's going to be all right very
soon, I promise.  You're not going to escape from me so
easily, you know."

          Martin
looked back at him, heaved a sigh of relief and nodded. 
"Okay, Jimmy.  I trust you."

          Jimmy
smiled, drew him close and kissed him.  Martin's lips parted
and he made a tiny questioning sound.  Gradually he slipped
down onto the bed, pulling Jimmy with him until he was lying on his
back, with Jimmy half on top of him already starting to undo his
zip.

          When
Jimmy raised his mouth from his so that he could remove his
trainers and trousers  Martin said softly but with desperate
need in his voice, "Jimmy, I need you so much.  Please
hurry."

          Jimmy
admired his stiff, strong penis for a minute, then bent and kissed
it.  Then he sat on the bed and undid the buttons of Martin's
shirt while the boy impatiently did the same for him.  He
lifted him, slipped off his shirt and dropped it on the floor, then
stood to let Martin undo his own zip and slide his jeans and
underwear down in one swift movement.  Martin slid a finger
into the springy, curly blonde hairs and tickled them as Jimmy
dragged his trainers off without bothering to undo the laces.

          "It's so
beautiful," Martin whispered, awed as always by Jimmy's
maleness.  "I could look at it forever."

          "I hope
you're going to do more than look," Jimmy told him as he stepped
out of his jeans and removed his shirt.

          "I'm
going to do much more than look," Martin assured him.  He sat
up and putting his arms around Jimmy's buttocks, pulled him close
and rubbed his ear against the thick organ.  "Sit here," he
said, patting the bed.

          Jimmy
sat.

          "Jimmy,"
Martin said shyly and going very pink, but looking into his eyes.
"I've been thinking about this for a long time and now I've
decided.  Please will you," he hesitated over the word then
went on bravely, "Please will you, fuck me?  If you still want
to,  I'm ready now."

          Jimmy
looked at him steadily, though his heart rate was beginning to
race  "Are you really sure that you want to Mart?  For
yourself I mean, not because you think I want it."

          Martin
nodded positively.  "Yes, I'm sure for me.  I dreamt
about us doing it last night and I thought about it all morning
before … Yes," he said firmly and decisively.  "I want
you to do it.  For me.  For you too, but specially for
me."

          "Cross
your heart and hope to live?"

          Martin
smiled.  "Cross my heart and hope to live.   Do you
still want to?"

          "Mart,
I've wanted to ever since I followed you into this house that day
and saw your lovely little bum under those awful jeans you were
wearing.  And I don't know how I stopped myself the day I put
the lotion on it."

         
"Cross?"

          "Cross my
heart and hope to live," Jimmy said solemnly then added with a
reminiscent smile.  "I don't know how I stopped myself from
throwing you down and raping you the first time I saw you out of
your trousers.  Your cute little bum was even more beautiful
than I'd imagined.  Shall I rape you now, little love?"

          "Yes
please," Martin said shyly. "Actually," he went on softly, "You
have a lovely, bum too.  I only really noticed it the day you
went after Ross.  Now I like to look at it as much as I like
to look at the rest of you."

          "That's
good.  I like yours and you like mine.  We're finding
what's natural for us, like I told you, remember?  I don't say
that this would be natural for everyone, but it is for us, and
that's what counts."

          As spoke
he was running his fingers over Martin's leg, enjoying the feel of
the smooth hairless skin and the firm muscle and bone
underneath.  Martin was delicately touching his ears.

          "I'm a
bit scared," Martin said nervously, now that he was
committed.  "You're so big compared to me.  I really want
it, I want to feel you inside me,  but… but I am
scared, Jimmy."

          "If it
hurts, even a little, tell me and I'll stop.  Promise?"

          Martin
nodded, "Promise."

          Jimmy
stretched out an arm, picked up his anorak and removed a small tube
from the inside pocket, then dropped it back on the floor.

          "What's
that?"

         
"Lubrication.  It will make it easier for both of us. 
When you're ready, I'm going to put it inside you, and you're going
to put it on me."

          "Shall I
lie on my tummy?" Martin asked.

          "No,"
Jimmy told him lying down on the bed beside him again.  "If
I'm on top of you, you won't be able to move away from me if you
want to, so when we do it, you're going to lie on your side and
I'll be behind you.  There are other ways, but that will be
best for your first time."

          "I'm
ready now," Martin told him.

          "Well not
quite love but by the time I'm finished with you, you will be,"
Jimmy told him beginning to run his hand over the beautifully
shaped chest with it's tiny rosebud breasts.

          "I'm glad
you know what you're doing," Martin said, imitating his movements,
"You won't mind if I'm a bit stupid because I've never done it
before, will you?"

         
"Sweetheart, the idea of showing you, and doing it with you,
especially because it's your first time, is turning me on so much
if I even think about it, I'm going to come all over
you.  This is the best and sexiest thing that has ever
happened to me."

          Martin
went pink from pleasure and began to trace the outlines of Jimmy's
face.  Each of them knew now where the other was particularly
sensitive, but there was always something new to discover.  As
they felt, touched, caressed and kissed, Jimmy was careful not to
touch Martin's cock or let the impatient boy touch his, for fear
that they would both explode prematurely.

          Just when
Martin felt that he couldn't stand any more of Jimmy's teasing
fingers, Jimmy turned on his side and urged him over to face
him.  Martin kissed his chin, that being the only part of his
face he could reach comfortably, and Jimmy used his free hand to
trace the planes of his back, testing the quality of his shoulder
blades, feeling the tension of his muscles and outlining the bones
of his spine.  Martin, who hadn't known that his back was an
erogenous zone arched involuntarily.  His entire body felt
warm and tingly as Jimmy's exploring hand gradually moved
lower.  Then it was feeling the muscles of his buttocks, his
fingers tracing the beautiful, complicated curves, as if trying to
memorise their perfection by endless repetition.

          Martin
wanted to touch Jimmy as erotically but was finding it so hard to
concentrate he abandoned the idea and lay still, firm but pliable
and gave himself up to sensation.

          It was a
feeling of total surrender, this giving of himself to Jimmy
completely and without reserve.  He wriggled an arm under
Jimmy's waist and put the other on top of it so that he could pull
their bodies tightly together.  As Jimmy's gentle fingers
gradually slid between his buttocks, he was unable to decide which
was more exciting, Jimmy's fingers or the feel of their cocks
touching.  And when the questing fingers finally reached their
goal, he felt his head begin to swim.  "Oh Jimmy," he moaned
softly.

          "It's all
right my darling," Jimmy replied, and turned him round until he was
facing the other way, "Just relax and enjoy it."

          With one
hand he pushed the firm muscles apart so that he could stroke the
small tight opening with the other.  Each time he touched it,
Martin squirmed.  He reached for the tube and squeezed a
little of the clear, jelly like lubricant onto his finger and
continued stroking, slowly and delicately increasing the pressure
until it slipped in a little way.  Martin gasped, but didn't
pull away, so he withdrew it and using more lubrication, began to
work it in, taking it out to add more of the lubricant, then
gradually pushing it deeper and deeper.  As he touched the
boy's prostate, he asked Martin how it felt.

          The boy
groaned.  "It feels so good, I think I'm going to
start,"  he gasped.

          "No, not
yet," Jimmy told him, pulling his finger out very slowly, so as not
to trigger anything.  "Turn around."

         
Reluctantly, Martin turned to face him, hoping that he hadn't
changed his mind.  The feel of Jimmy's finger deep inside him
had been new, exciting and incredibly sexy.  And he didn't
want it to stop.

          "Don't
you want to carry on?" he asked anxiously.

          Jimmy
kissed him.  "You were enjoying it, more than you ever thought
you would, weren't you."

          Martin
nodded.

          "I just
wanted to be sure, love, because I don't think I can wait any
more."

          Martin
looked at him.  "Do you really want me so much?  That
way?"

          Jimmy had
wanted to give him a final chance to change his mind but found
himself answering,  "More than anything else in the
world."

          "That's
good, because I want it the same.  Can we do it now,
please?"

          Jimmy
reached for the tube again and applied a long line to his dripping
cock.  He wouldn't allow Martin spread it.  "If you so
much as touch me, I'll come," he told him.  When he was ready,
he put a finger under Martin's chin and said quietly, "Mart."

          Martin
dragged his fascinated gaze away from the red tipped organ that
looked ready to burst.

         
"Remember, your promise, okay?  I'll go very slowly, but if I
hurt you, tell me straight away."

          Martin
kissed him lovingly and turned away from him again.  "Let's
not waste any more time"

          Jimmy
took a deep breath and holding the boy's cheeks apart, positioned
himself and pushed very slightly.  It took all of his
considerable self control not to thrust himself madly into Martin,
his need for him was overpowering.  As he felt the resistance,
he said softly, "Relax, my darling, let go and accept it. 
Want it.  Need it."

          Using his
hand, he rubbed the head between Martin's cheeks then making sure
it was well lubricated, started to apply gentle pressure
again.  Already, before he was even inside Martin, the feeling
was incredible and as he pushed again, he felt himself begin to
slide past the source of the resistance.

          Martin
didn't know what he was feeling.  It was sexy, hugely,
enormously, incredibly sexy and it was turning him on in a way that
had never happened before.  But at the same time, Jimmy was
large, and so hard as to be inflexible.  He felt himself being
stretched more than he thought he could take, and it was starting
to hurt.

          Sensing
this, Jimmy withdrew and used his fingers again for a minute or
two.  Then he applied more lubricant to them both and started
again.  This time, it was easier and although it still felt
huge, Jimmy managed to get it in a tiny amount, relishing the feel
of the strong muscles enclosing him.  He was very close to
coming but forced himself to think of other things until the
sensation eased.  When he asked, Martin told him it was all
right, so he pushed again and with a suddenness that surprised them
both, the tight ring of muscle gave up the unequal struggle and the
head of his cock slipped right in to be followed slowly by the
slightly smaller shaft.

          Martin
drew in a breath of pure lust as Jimmy entered him completely and
wondered if he was going to faint.  The feeling of Jimmy's
cock deep inside him, owning him, belonging to him made the blood
rush from his head straight into his own cock, filling it to
bursting.  It felt as big as Jimmy's.  Jimmy gave him a
few minutes to get used to the feel of it and to prolong his own
pleasure, then began to move his hips.  He realised it wasn't
going to take long and brought his free hand to rest on the boy's
taught stomach and pull him even closer.

          "All
right?" he whispered.

          Martin
managed to nod, too overwhelmed by his own feelings even to
speak.  As Jimmy's strokes deepened and his cock massaged his
prostate, he could feel his own climax building, even though his
cock wasn't being handled by either of them.  He tried to push
back but couldn't get into the correct rhythm, so he relaxed and
left it to Jimmy.

          The
thrusts began to get faster and more urgent and Martin knew that he
must be close.  Jimmy's hand moved from his stomach onto his
cock but Martin held it still, only allowing it to grip.  He
had no need of movement, Jimmy's plunging cock was enough to bring
him closer and closer to the ultimate agonising ecstasy. 
Jimmy snaked his lower arm under Martin's waist and held him
tightly against his chest, his other hand was still clasping
Martin's swollen, throbbing organ.

          Jimmy
gasped slightly as he pushed himself in as deeply as he could and
said,  "I love you beautiful Martin, love you, love you,
love … oh," and Martin, feeling the raw power of his maleness
as his climax started, released Jimmy's hand which moved
convulsively and triggered his own rising ecstasy, tentatively at
first, then taking firm hold of his cock and growing, growing,
growing, leaving him unable to think except to know that
it was Jimmy doing this, to him and for him, the glorious feeling
coming to a peak as he sensed Jimmy's sperm jetting into him,
filling him, becoming part of him, and his own sperm gushed out as
it had never done before, squirting onto the bed cover, beautiful,
satisfying male spasms, as he came, and came, and came.

 

          When he
came down from the heights, he felt Jimmy's hands and body shaking
and wetness where his face was pressed tightly against his
hair.  He's crying he thought, and was so unbearably touched,
that he had to clench his own teeth.

          "Why,
Jimmy?" he whispered when he could speak, sure that the trembling
older boy would know exactly what he meant.

          "Because
I love you so much," Jimmy said into his hair.

          "Me
too."

          After a
long while, Jimmy, although still very hard, withdrew gently. 
Even that was sexy, and provoked another tiny ejection of sperm
from the younger boy.  When Martin turned to face him, Jimmy's
eyes were still wet.  He reached up and wiped them with his
hand.  As Jimmy put his arm around him and held him close, it
came to both of them that they had never been so satisfied, or so
happy.

          Not even
his very first, astonishing time when it was new and incredible had
felt like this, Jimmy thought, nor all those times with Jon. 
This was something so special he would remember for as long as he
lived, and he went over it in his mind, to fix it forever in his
memory.

          For long,
precious minutes, they lay pressed together revelling in the
aftermath, then Jimmy whispered softly, "Are you okay?  Did I
hurt you?"

          Martin
shook his head.  "It did hurt when you first came into
me.  But I got used to it, and then … Oh Jimmy, it was
wonderful.  I felt that you were really and truly part of me,
that you had given me the most precious part of you.  No-one
will ever give me a gift like that again.  I loved it, and I
would have liked you to stay inside me, but I need a rest before we
do it again, please."

          Jimmy
looked at him,  "You are really something, you know
that?  Here am I worrying that I might have hurt you, and
already you're talking about doing it again."

          "You
don't think I'm some sort of sex maniac do you?" Martin asked
anxiously.

          "I think
you're the loveliest and most sexy boy I've ever known.  And
if you're a sex maniac I'm so pleased about it I could, I don't
know, run up a mountain or something?"

          Martin
snuggled against him.  "Well in that case, you'd better be a
sex maniac too so we're equal.  But no mountains," he said
firmly.  "You have to keep all your energy for me."

          They
talked desultorily for a while then fell into a light sleep as
their bodies recovered, hardly losing their youthful erections.

          When
Jimmy woke he was immediately filled with desire for the body
clasped firmly in his arms.  He moved his hand down to caress
the mounds, between which he had found such incredible
pleasure.

          His
movements woke Martin, who responded with some exploratory
investigations of his own, before feeling a matching amount of
desire and equally unable to wait, reached for the tube and
carefully applied it to Jimmy.  Using what was left on his
fingers on himself, he kissed Jimmy on the nose and turned around,
saying over his shoulder, "I think I've turned into something much
worse than a toad.  Will you do something about it please
darling Jimmy?"

          Jimmy
held his hips, wanting desperately to penetrate him again, but
worried that he hadn't prepared him.  "Wouldn't you like me
touch you a first, like I did before?" he asked dubiously.

          "No, not
this time.  I just want you to do it.  Now," he
commanded, "Only start slowly like you did before so that I get
used to you."

          "Okay, my
love.  But tell me straight away if you want me to stop."

          It was
easier.  Martin's muscles were already stretched and far more
relaxed and knowing now what to expect, he didn't automatically
tighten up at Jimmy's insistent pressure.  As he felt Jimmy
enter him again, felt Jimmy's hand on his stomach pulling him
close, Jimmy's other hand gently caressing a nipple which firmed
and tingled under his touch, he knew a delight that had nothing to
do with the sexual feelings being generated in him.

          I love
him and I'm being loved by him, he thought blissfully.  This
is what I've always wanted.  I don't care what anyone thinks,
this is natural for me, natural for him, and natural for us. 
To hell with everyone, if they don't like it, they can go and get
stuffed.  Like I'm being, his mind added saucily, if not very
grammatically.  He felt Jimmy nuzzling the back of his neck
and his last thought, before Jimmy's hand moved downwards, took
hold of him and began to move, was that next time he wanted to face
Jimmy if that was possible, so that he could look at his face, kiss
him, caress him and hold him, two halves of a whole, joined like
Siamese twins into one.

          Jimmy's
movements became more urgent and frantic as his desire and love for
the boy started to take over his conscious mind.  Martin met
him with an equal need, just as demanding and with a craving as
powerful as Jimmy's own.

          And just
as they both entered the stage in which neither had any control
over themselves and their mutual orgasms started, Martin's mother
stalked into the room.

 










Chapter 15
New Chapter


 

        
 Martha's mood had not improved during the day.  After
leaving the house, everything had gone wrong.  Her car was
scraped by another driver who had aggressively claimed that it had
been her fault although it wasn't, the colleague with whom she had
lunch had been in an argumentative mood, and their subsequent visit
to a controversial exhibition of painting and sculpture in Bond
Street, had been detestable.  She disliked modern art as
intensely as she disliked modern music, but the artist was facing a
charge plagiarism and being sued by another, extremely well off
sculptor.  Eminent counsel had been retained, and the legal
profession generally were looking forward to hearing the arguments
advanced on both sides.  It was going to be a fascinating
case.  As it was a civil matter Martha was not involved, but
she felt that it would be useful to know something about it. 
She might, after all, have to preside over something similar one
day.


          The Gallery
was hot and very crowded, the publicity having brought the whole
world and his wife to see what the fuss was all about. 
Looking around with distaste, Martha couldn't understand why anyone
in their right mind would think of creating, let alone copying, any
of the works on display.  Already feeling decidedly ruffled,
the jostling, shrill voiced and ill mannered crowd fanned the
flames of her irritation.  And when she was manoeuvred into
meeting and shaking hands with the scruffy, surly, long haired
artist, it was the last straw.  He reminded her of her
son.


          For the sake
of appearances she felt obliged to offer her colleague a late tea
after they left the gallery, and had to spend another hour
listening to her irritating conversation before managing to
extricate herself.  When she got to her car, there was a
ticket on windscreen.  She had planned to go home immediately
after viewing the exhibition and had neglected to (illegally) top
up the meter.  She drove home furious about it, the journey
taking three times as long because roadworks had mysteriously
appeared since she'd passed that way earlier.  Naturally there
was no-one actually doing any work, only abandoned equipment
occupying the coned off sections.  She arrived home hot,
sticky and weary, with no thoughts in her head other than a long
cool bath, and early to bed.  Bearing in mind the
confrontation with her son that morning, it had been a long and
tiring day.


          She was
still sufficiently angry with Martin to check all the downstairs
rooms to see if he had tidied them as she had ordered. 
Annoyed at finding nothing to criticise, she went upstairs vaguely
aware of sounds coming from his bedroom.  Glancing through the
open door, she saw at once the wet flannel on the carpet where
Jimmy had dropped it, then her eyes were drawn to the clothes
scattered everywhere.


          Furious, she
stalked into the room to see her naked son, his eyes closed, lying
on his side facing her, while a hand manipulated his erect
penis.


          She stood
there stunned, unable to take in what she was seeing.  His
body was moving rhythmically and suddenly the significance struck
home.  The figure she had been vaguely aware of behind him was
male, and when she focussed her gaze, from her elevated
height above the bed she saw the driving hips, and knew with
sickening certainty precisely what he was thrusting himself
into.  It was his hand on her son and his,
his … in her son's … Her brain reeled and she
couldn't bring herself to name them.


          A sound must
have escaped her because Martin's eyes opened, glazed and
unfocused, then in front of her eyes, in the throes of orgasm his
body spasmed, and from his penis came spurts of thick white semen
which splashed disgustingly over the cover carefully chosen by
herself to match the carpet and curtains.  The body behind him
groaned and shuddered to a halt.  Then the blonde head lifted
and the bespattered hand that had been moving on her son's bloated
penis came to her son's panting, half open mouth, touched the lips
briefly, then moved to it's owner's mouth, for the tongue to
lick.


          At that
instant, Jimmy looked up and saw her.  For a moment they
stared at each other, then she turned and fled, retching, to the
bathroom and slammed the door.


          Martin felt
that his heart had stopped beating.  During his orgasm he had
seen his mother without really seeing her, but as the intensity
began to fade, he knew that she had seen everything.  He
wanted to hide himself away somewhere and die.  So strong was
the feeling that he tried to pull himself away from Jimmy, as if by
doing so he could expunge what she had witnessed.  He felt no
shame in the act itself, only that she had seen him; naked, erect,
and in that most intimate and private of moments.


          Jimmy
refused to let him go.  One arm tightened around him and the
hand on his stomach held Martin so firmly he couldn't pull himself
off that impaling masculinity.  All he could do was move his
head forward a little but Jimmy followed the movement and gently
kissed the back of his neck.


          "It's all
right, Mart," Jimmy said in a soothing voice, gentling him as if he
was some small, wild animal, trapped and terrified.


          Very slowly,
the soft voice and the caressing hand on his stomach worked their
magic and Martin became more calm.  Jimmy still held him
firmly and after a while Martin stopped trying to pull away,
accepting the presence still in his body.


          "She had to
know sometime, love," Jimmy said quietly as he felt Martin
beginning to relax.  "It's not the way I would have told her,
but there's nothing we can do about that now."


          In the
bathroom the toilet flushed and they heard the door open. 
Convulsively Martin tried again to pull away, but again Jimmy's
strong hand stopped him.


          "Don't
worry, love.  She won't come back," he said, feeling the boy's
muscles tighten deliciously around him, and even as he spoke, they
heard Martha stumbling down the stairs. Jimmy waited until Martin
had relaxed again, then slowly began to withdraw.


          His feelings
the exact reverse of those a moment ago, Martin said quickly in a
small voice, "No.  Don't leave me," and moved his free arm
back to hold him.


          Very gently
Jimmy came out, leaving him feeling empty and incomplete. 
"Don't think I want to my Martin," he said lovingly, "But we have
to go down and settle things with her once and for all. 
You're not afraid are you?"


          Martin
turned to face him.  "I am," he said, with painful honesty,
"But I'll be alright as long as you're with me.  But when I'm
alone with her later … " he couldn't go on, the thought too
awful to complete.


          "Mart, I've
asked you before to trust me and now I'm asking you again. 
Leave it to me.  It's going to be okay, I promise.  Just
trust me," although even as he spoke, he wondered if he would
really be able to pull it off.  Martha Jackson was no
pushover.  Which was the reason he wanted to go on the attack
now, while she was still demoralised.  "Right.  A quick
shower together, no more than a rinse, then we'll go down and face
her together."


          Martin
nodded, and for the first time ever they soaped each other in the
intimacy of the shower without it going any further.  When
they were dressed, Jimmy took his hand and led him down the
stairs.

 


          Martha was
sitting in her favourite chair, glass in hand.  It was a
moment before she looked at them and when she did, the look on her
face made Martin move instinctively closer to Jimmy.  
Jimmy let go his hand to put an arm reassuringly around his
waist.


          "I don't
know how you can look me in the face," she said to her son.


          Jimmy sensed
Martin nerving himself to speak and gave him a warning
squeeze.  "I don't see why," he said quietly.


          Martha
ignored him.  "I'm not surprised," she went on in a withering
voice.  "You are exactly like your father."


          "Like
father, like son," Jimmy agreed.  "You would think like that
of course, and in a way you're right, though not the way you
think."


          Martha
turned on him.  "Keep out of this.  Get your hands off my
son and leave my house."


          "I'm here
for Martin.  When he asks me to go, I'll go.  And until
then, I stay."


          "He doesn't
give orders around here and neither do you.  If you don't
leave immediately, I will call the police."


          "And I will
call the gutter press straight afterwards, so I don't think that
would be wise," Jimmy replied in a considering tone.  "Would
you really like to continue this conversation in the police
station, and later on in court?  I know a great deal about you
Mrs Public Prosecutor and I'm pretty sure you wouldn't like
that.  It would all come out you know, what we were doing just
now, and what we've been doing for weeks."


          He felt
Martin wince and tightened his arm to reassure him.


          For the
first time, she really looked at Jimmy, trying to place him. 
Upstairs, she had recognised him as the youth who had been with
Martin the day he visited his father.  Now something about his
stance triggered a deeper memory and took her back to a courtroom,
and an insolent youth in the witness box.  A youth that she
had so soundly trounced.


          "You did
this deliberately," she said in a low voice.  "I remember you
now.  You did this deliberately."  Her voice
began to rise.  "You set out to seduce my son because he
is my son!  You preyed on him and led him into
this!  Oh yes, I remember you James Evans.  I remember
you very well in court that day and I'm not surprised at
this.  If I'd had my way, you would have been in the dock as
well that day.  With your, paramour!"


          "I'm glad
you remember me Mrs Jackson, because I remember you even
better.  I have never forgotten you, what you did and how you
behaved.  And I can say this to you now, because you haven't
got your tame policemen around you, and there are no
witnesses.  Yes, I may have seduced Martin as you say, but fo
you really believe he would have allowed me to if he hadn't wanted
it?"


          Martha was
on her feet in one angry movement.  As she took two infuriated
strides towards her son.  Jimmy thrust Martin behind him and
stood in her path.


          "You will
not hit him, Mrs Jackson.  Not this time, not now, and never
again.  Keep your hands to yourself!"


          He stood
there, perfectly balanced, hands at his sides lightly clenched,
ready to become fists at the smallest provocation.  Martha
stood still.  Jimmy had grown and filled out since she had
seen him last and she was facing a very determined and fit young
man, who clearly had no intention of getting out of her way. 
Even as she felt a jolt of unaccustomed fear, she thought it was
typical of her son to shelter behind him.  Involuntarily she
took a step back, despising herself for doing so.


          "I might
have known he wouldn't have the courage to stand up for himself and
fight his own battles," she said contemptuously.


          Jimmy sensed
Martin stirring and put his hand back to stop him.  It was
pure coincidence that it pressed against Martin's crotch, but to
Martha it looked deliberate.


          "There's no
reason why he should," Jimmy said evenly, "As he's got me to fight
for him."


          "You! 
What do you care about him?" she snapped, despising Martin for his
silence.  She knew exactly how to reduce him to contemptible,
trembling, obedience, and when she got the chance, she would to do
exactly that.  But first, she would have to get his
lover, she used the word scornfully, out of the
house.  The thought calmed her.  She looked Jimmy up and
down.  It was an effective weapon when she used it in
court.  "Well?" she said coldly.


          "I care a
lot more about him than you ever did," Jimmy said quietly, still
poised to protect Martin physically if he needed to.  "You're
supposed to be his mother but you don't even like him, and you
certainly never loved him.  You never took the least care of
him, never picked him up and cuddled him when he was hurt, never
cared about what he was feeling or thinking.  All you ever did
was force your own ideas on him, give him orders, and expect him to
obey you blindly.  And even now, at this very minute, you
don't care what he's feeling.  All you care about is how it
affects you.  As long as you get what you want, you're
prepared to trample all over his feelings and you don't give a damn
what he wants for himself.

          I know you Martha
Jackson and I know the type of person you are.  I saw you in
court that day and I’ve seen you in court many times since, and I
know you for what you are.  Did you think I’d forget the look
on your face, as you sat there gloating when Jon was
sentenced?  You and people like you claim that you only do
your duty, but I know better.  I humiliated you a little while
you were questioning me, and you wanted revenge because you
couldn’t tolerate a sixteen year old standing up to you.

          You hide behind the law
pretending that everything you do is right, working out your
frustrations on powerless people who can’t fight back, so you’re in
exactly the right job.  Not once did you or that Judge think
of the misery you have caused to so many people over the
hears.  I had plans for him as well, but all I can do is hope
that he’s burning in hell as he deserves.  But you are still
here, so let’s see how you like being on the receiving end
for once.  This is just between you and me Mrs Senior Public
Prosecutor, because this time you don’t have the law, the courts
and the police to back you up.


          "You can't
call them in because the minute this goes any further than the two
of us the press will be down onto you like a pack of wolves, just
as they were with Jon.  Then you'll discover what it's like
being on the wrong side of the publicity. They will twist and
distort everything you say as they always do.  There will be
banner headlines all over the country and probably around the world
too.  How do you like that idea, Mrs Public Prosecutor about
to become a Judge?  Tell me," he invited.


          "I've waited
a very long time for this," he went on when she didn't
answer.  "I've waited and planned and now I've got you exactly
where I want you and you are going to pay for what you did, the way
I paid, and the way Jon paid.  You drove him to kill himself,
you and that judge between you, and that makes you guilty of murder
in my book.  I'm going to make you feel what it's like to be
on the losing end, to feel what it's like when someone has total
power over you, just as you had over Jon and me.  If you piss
me off just once you'll learn what it's like to get on the wrong
side of me because I’m the one who has the power now, not
you.  And you'd better not forget it even for a minute,
because I never forget and I never forgive."


          Martha
glared at him.  "So that's what this is all about is it? 
Revenge!  Cheap, theatrical revenge, like something out of a
trashy film.  Exactly the sort of thing that would appeal to
your, puerile mind.  You say you care for my son?  You
don't care for him any more than his father did.  You used
him!  Used him simply to get at me.  From the very
beginning that was all you wanted from him.  You say
I didn't care for him?  Well your supposed care for
him doesn't look very good from where I'm standing.  You
exploited him and he was stupid enough to fall for it.  My
God, how I could have produced something so naive, stupid and plain
disgusting I cannot imagine.  And if he's disgusting,
what does that make you, James Evans?"


          "You're a
fine one to talk about disgust," Jimmy interrupted, his control
over his temper beginning to slip.  "When last did you have a
compassionate or even a human impulse?  So he's disgusting is
he?  And so am I?  Well what are you going to do about
it?  Send him away to that boarding school so you don't have
to see him?  Put him out of your mind and forget about
him?  That wouldn't be hard for you would it?  But what
about the holidays, or do you plan to leave him in school then as
well?  Do you seriously believe that you can change him into
what you want him to be?  If so, you're even more stupid than
I thought.  Nothing and no-one can change his nature.  He
is what he is.  Even if you do send him to that school, you'll
have to have him home sometime, and then what?  Can you watch
him every minute of the day, or will you employ a minder to do it
for you?  That will go down well with your colleagues when
they find out!  But that's what you'll have to do.  He's
a queer, a poof, a bumboy, a homo if you prefer, and what
are you going to do about it?  Get those perverted
priests to beat it out of him?  I'm sure they'd enjoy trying
and you'd enjoy it being done too, but however hard they hit him
they won't succeed, because what he is, a confirmed homosexual, is
not something you can beat out of anyone.”


          "You
revolting, depraved, male slut!  I knew what you were the very
second I saw you in court, you and that … that gigolo of
yours.  It makes my skin crawl even to have you in my
house.  You debauched my son."


          "Don't make
me laugh!  I debauched your son?" Jimmy said scornfully. 
"He knew what he wanted from the beginning, it just took him a
little time to realise it.  And once he knew, he wanted it as
much as I did, and wants it more and more all the time.  Your
son is bent Martha Jackson, not bent like the coppers you love so
much, but bent as in queer.  I have never, ever, forced anyone
to have sex with me, they all wanted it as much I did, or
more.  And he's exactly the same.  Like his father!"


          "Get out of
my house!"  Martha shouted.  Not even when she had caught
her husband out, had she felt such rage.  It was him, this,
this youth!  This cheeky, disrespectful, insolent
youth, and, she realised suddenly, her son too!  Her
son had been plotting, scheming, conniving with him to
deliberately deceive her!  "Get out!  Get out of my house
and take him with you.  He's no son of mine.  He never
was."


          "Do you
think I don't know that.  You couldn't stand him from the
minute he was born.  That's why you treated him like
shit.  Call yourself his mother?  If the rest of the
human race was like you it would have died out centuries ago. 
All you ever cared about was your bloody career.  You never
gave him a single thought or cared about him in the way that
ordinary people care for their children.  As for loving him,
you don't even know the meaning of the word!"


          "And you do
I suppose?  You're going to stand there and tell me that you
love him?"


          "Yes," Jimmy
said more calmly, "I'm going to tell you exactly that.  I love
him and I'm going to take care of him.  He will get whatever
he needs, and whatever he wants from me.  Which is a hell of a
lot more than you ever gave him."


          "Oh for
pity's sake.  Do you think I've forgotten you standing up
shamelessly in court not so long ago, whining and snivelling that
you loved and needed that, Jonathan Melton?  You may have
haven't forgotten, but I haven't.  I have never forgotten the
spectacle you made of yourself, and I vividly remember you claiming
that you would love him forever.  Well now, boy, tell
me.  How long did that last?  Two weeks? 
Three weeks even, after he went to prison?  Is that what you
mean by forever?"


          She paused
for a moment then continued, her voice glacial.  "I suppose
it's going to be different this time, is it?  Perhaps it's
going to be longer than forever, this time.  You're
going to be together and in love for much longer, this
time.  It might even last for five weeks, this
time!  Spare me!  I know what people like you are
like, God knows I've seen enough of them in court.  I'll tell
you exactly how long it's going to last this time. 
It will last up to the moment another good-looking deviant comes
along and makes eyes at one or other of you.  Then it will be
all over.  You think you're going to live together happily
ever after like some nauseating fairy tale do you?  Oh I can
see it now.  You two apologies for men living together in a
half baked fashion.  How touching.  How sweet" she said,
her voice dripping sarcasm.


          "The first
time one of you looks at someone else you'll be scratching each
other's eyes out if you're not hitting each other with your
handbags.  And which of you is going to be the man in the
relationship?  It will have to be you.  My limpwristed
son certainly hasn't got it in him.  In fact living with you
and twining himself around you for support would suit him right
down to the ground.  It's what he was born for.  But mark
my words James Evans, it's not going to happen.  If you think
I'm going to stand by while you turn him into even more of a
mincing catamite than he is already, you can think again.  The
very thought of you inducing him to take part in that, that
loathsome act sickens me.  Pushing your … your …
yourself into his … Not even pigs carry on like that. 
Coupling in a way that not even the lowest of animals would even
dream of.  Spreading your filth, an affront to decent people,
an affront to God!  If I had my way you and everyone
like you, male and female, would be locked up for the rest
of your lives to protect the rest of us.  You disgust
me.  The pair of you."


          "Not as much
as you disgust me, you foul mouthed harridan!  Look at you,
standing there so upright, so convinced you're right and everyone
else is wrong.  You don't have an iota of feeling or sympathy
for Martin.  You haven't said a single word about loving him,
not one word about sympathising with him, not a word about trying
to understand him, not one word about his thoughts or his
feelings.  All his life, all you've ever done is criticise him
for not being exactly like you.  You've hardly ever said a
decent word to him, or said a kind word about him to anyone
else.  All you've done is lay down the law as if you, and
everyone who thinks as you do, are the only ones who count. 
An apology for a man is he?  Well let me tell you this, Martha
Jackson, he's more of a man already than you are a woman.  And
even if he wasn't, what gives you the right to force him to be
something he isn't and doesn't want to be?

          "Much you’ve ever cared
for him or his needs.  When he needed sympathy, reassurance
and support did you ever give it to him?  Not bloody likely,
all you worried about was your career and so long as he didn't
interfere with that, you tolerated him.  But the minute he
stepped out of line or did something that you didn't like, or when
he needed a little of your attention, then it was a different
story.  Then he was a sissy.  Then he needed to be kept
up to the mark.  Then his nose had to be kept to the
grindstone.

          “I could
forgive you if you'd done it out of love for him, but you don't
know what the word means.  But understand this Mrs Jackson,
however badly you and the vicious people like you try to treat him,
you won't succeed because I'll be there to protect him from
you.  I'll be there to pick him up when he falls and hurts
himself.  I'll be there to help him sort things out at that
appalling school you sent him to.  I'll be there to nurse him
when he's sick, to comfort him when he's sad, and to cheer him up
when he's unhappy.  I'll be there because I love him and I
want to see him happy.

          “And I’ll tell you
something else.  He has something now that you've never had
and never will have because you've never been worth it, and that is
someone who loves him.  Between us there's not only love, not
just passion and sex, but friendship and companionship, jokes and
laughter, caring and tenderness.  And if you want to think of
that as effeminate, I don't give a damn and neither does he. 
We know what we are and accept what we are.  Not perfect but a
bloody side better than you with your narrow minded
nastiness.  You're not going to turn him into something like
yourself!  I won't let you even to attempt it, because in the
process you would destroy every bit of talent he has, not just for
writing – and when did you ever take the slightest bit of interest
in that? –  but his talent for living and loving."


          Jimmy
stopped speaking, panting slightly from the intensity of his
emotions and wondering if anything he had said had got through to
her.  Just saying it had got much out of his system and he
felt almost light headed with relief.  For a few minutes, as
he had faced her for the first time since the trial, he had been
again that bitter, angry and vengeful sixteen year old.  He
had felt again that fierce anger and wanted nothing more than to
see her, and her career, utterly destroyed.  But that had
changed as he'd been speaking from the child he had been then, to
the young adult he was now, able to meet her on equal terms both
mentally and physically.  He was as tall as she was,
physically stronger, but still retained the mental agility and
strength of youth.  He no longer hated her, or felt that she
should be made to pay for her crimes against Jonathan.  All he
cared for now was Martin's happiness, and making sure that she
would never again do to him, what she had done that morning. 
That was what he would concentrate on.


          When she
didn't reply, he thought for a moment then said quietly, "We don't
just love each other you know, we like and respect each other as
well."


          "Respect?"
Martha spat, "After what I saw you doing upstairs.  What sort
of respect is that.  It's obviously a word that you
don't know the meaning of.  As for him … do you
understand that thanks to you he is in a state of mortal sin? 
That when he dies he will go to hell?  Though I'm beginning to
think that it's where he belongs.  My only comfort is that you
will be there with him."

          Jimmy
looked at her measuringly for a moment, and then he smiled.

          "Do you
know," he said.  "I don't believe in all that rubbish. 
But if it does turn out to be true and you are there in heaven, you
and the others like you, we'd rather go down below.  Neither
of us would touch your heaven with a barge pole.  You can
stuff it!"

          Martha
glared at him.

          "Get out
of my house," she said between clenched teeth, looking at him with
loathing.  "Get out.  And if you ever interfere with my
son again, so help me, I will call the police."


          "Leave him
to your tender mercies?" Jimmy asked, shaking his head. 
"After what you did to him this morning?  No Mrs
Jackson.  No way.  When I leave this house, he goes with
me or I go to the newspapers.  I can see the headlines now;
'Public Prosecutor's Underage Gay Son had Sex in Front of Mother' –
'Hard on Homosexuals Prosecutor's Son is Queer' – 'Bumboy in Court,
Prosecuted by Mother, Tells all.'  And of course, the really
big one, 'Prosecutor Mother of Gay Son Forced to Resign. Career
wrecked by Scandal of Son Buggered in front of her.' "


          He saw her
wince and turned the knife in the wound, aware that this was his
final chance to convince her, wishing that he had Martin's way with
words.  "No-one would be interested in your side of the story
after I gave them the details.  The press wouldn't be able to
publish half of them of course, but that wouldn't make much
difference.  They would skirt around the edges and hint at the
salacious bits, they're very good at that, and everyone would know
exactly what they meant.  They'd crucify you.  Especially
when they learned that you, the person who prosecutes parents for
assaulting their kids, had assaulted your own son.  Twice that
we know of, but how many other times, everyone would wonder. 
There wouldn't be a minute of your life that they wouldn't go over
to find something damaging.  And how much of your career would
be left after that?


          "You know as
well as I do how the establishment operates.  They never
forgive a scandal, and particularly one like that.  You'd
never be a judge.  If you had to try a case involving gays,
and you gave a lenient sentence, the press would say that it was
because your son was gay, and if you did the opposite, they would
say the same thing.  But either way of course, they'd bring
everything up all over again to sell their papers, and the great
British public would lap it up and talk about it and gloat over it
for days.  Oh no, you wouldn't be a judge, I don't suppose
they'd even let you carry on as a prosecutor."


          He let it
sink in for a minute the said in an offhand tone, "Of course it
would be done tactfully.  I don't suppose they would actually
fire you, just shunt you off into some obscure department never to
promoted or heard of again.  Or they could make you announce
that you were resigning for reasons of health, not to spend more
time with your family of course, that wouldn't work under the
circumstances.  But they'd make sure you went one way or
another.  They can apply so much pressure, taking away your
pension, things like that, you know better than I do how it's
done.  Think about it, years and years of hard work down the
drain and just when you were beginning to get somewhere.  Of
course you could still work as a defence lawyer, hundreds of gays
are prosecuted every year, and you with your intimate knowledge,
because you have a gay husband and a gay son, would be in an
excellent position to pick up work.  You might find it a
little uncongenial though, gays so seldom win in court, no matter
how well they're defended.  Or you could give it up altogether
and work in an office as a legal secretary or something."


          She turned
slightly away from him and he watched her profile, wondering if he
had said enough.  He didn't underrate her intelligence but she
was badly off balance and he decided to let her think about it for
a minute.


          He turned to
smile reassuringly at Martin, but he wasn't there.  He didn't
know at what point he had left the room, and knowing how he must be
feeling, Jimmy desperately wanted to go and find him, but he didn't
dare.  Things were in too critical a state.  He faced
Martha again.  She was looking sick he thought with
satisfaction, but was careful not to let it show.  He'd made
that mistake once before.


          She said
nothing because she was struggling with emotions she had never had
to handle.  No-one had ever threatened her like this. 
Certainly there had been occasions when she had been verbally
abused at the end of a trial, but it had never worried her because
she hadn't felt it was directed at her personally.  It was the
system she represented which had been the real target. 
Besides which, it had happened in the context of the
courtroom.  Although the insolence of the threats had
irritated her, she had never felt unsafe.  She was an officer
of the judicial system after all, and the full weight of the law
would have protected her as a matter of course had she been in any
real danger.  But at this moment, here in her own house, it
was a different matter entirely, and personal in a way that left
her both vulnerable and unprotected.


          She knew as
well as Jimmy did how the press would revel in the story.  And
although Martin's name couldn't be revealed, she would be easy
enough to identify and then the rumours and innuendoes would start
to fly.  Particularly when the youth confronting her was
named, as would certainly happen.  The newspapers would be
ecstatic.  The story had everything they loved; underage sex,
an underage victim, revenge, blackmail, the murky past of the
articulate blackmailer, a suicide, herself as the hated
establishment figure to be brought down.  The story would run
and run.  Yes, she thought bitterly, they would find out who
she was quickly enough then all hell would break loose.  And
she had been specifically warned to avoid the slightest hint of
scandal.  This wouldn’t be a hint, it would be the scandal to
end all scandals.


          As she
thought about it, her anger flared again.  That Martin,
Martin, her own son, should do this to her and lay her
open to this sordid situation.  For a wild moment she was
seriously tempted to go through with it and damn the consequences,
for the sheer pleasure of seeing the look on the face of the youth
in front of her.  He'd get an extremely long sentence she
thought viciously, whatever weak excuses he brought forward in his
defence.  But it would be a hollow victory, because by then
her career would be in ruins.


          As for her,
her son, she could send him to Yorkshire after the trial
and they would be able to keep him quiet for a couple of
years.  But once he turned eighteen he could do and say what
he liked, and nobody could stop him.  Anyway, it was
immaterial.  Without a well paying job she couldn't afford to
send him to Yorkshire anyway.  I should have packed him off
with his father in the first place she thought angrily, but it's
too late now, the damage is done.


          She had a
sudden vision of Martin describing the scene upstairs to a judge
and jury, with herself in the body of the court instead of at it's
apex.  A mere, powerless parent, humiliatingly forced to
listen to the acts committed, and worse, the acts enjoyed
by her depraved son.  She would be called by the prosecution
to confirm every sickening detail, because she had been an eye
witness.


          No! 
She couldn't go through with it.  Even if she had resigned by
then, it wouldn't help.  Any defence lawyer worth his salt
would bring up every unpleasant detail of the last five years,
including the reason her husband had left her.  The
humiliation!  And suppose Martin wrote about it himself? 
She hadn't forgotten the episode at primary school when he was
ten.  He'd find a newspaper or a publisher easily enough, even
if he had to wait until he was eighteen.  No, she couldn't
just throw everything away like that.  She hadn't got where
she was by cutting off her nose to spite her face, the childish
saying suddenly occurring to her.  Although Evans would pay
dearly if she went to the police, her son would come out of it
almost unscathed.  In point of fact, he would come out of it a
lot better than she would, and very well off into the bargain
because he'd be paid a fortune for his story.  He had nothing
to lose.  She had everything to lose.  And lose she
would.


          Jimmy,
watching her closely, saw the slight sag of her shoulders and
decided it was the moment to give her a face saving way of getting
out of the corner she was in.


          "It doesn't
have to be like that," he said quietly.  "Let him go to his
father.  That's what he wants and no-one will think twice
about it.  Do it quietly without any fuss and everyone will
get what they want.  His father wants him, and once he's out
of the way you can concentrate on becoming a judge and you will get
everything that you've worked for.  If he stays with you,
whatever you do, he will always be a liability."


          He wondered
if he had said enough, but decided to add something more.


          "It won't
get any better. You might be able to control him for another year
or so, but he has grown up a lot in the last few months and it
won't be easy.  He'll be resentful, sulky, sullen,
disobedient, and you will have to spend more and more time, and
more and more energy trying to make him behave.  He will defy
you, fight you, and oppose you every step of the way.  You
can't watch him twenty-four hours a day and you can't lock him in
the house, so he will do what he likes and you won't know what he's
up to until he gets into real trouble, probably with the
police.  You could try sending him to that boarding school,
but his father would oppose it and even if he failed to stop you,
he would insist that Martin spend his holidays with him, if you
refused to have him here."

          He waited
a moment for this to sink in then added, "Let him go, and this can
forgotten.  His father has agreed to have him."


          Martha
stiffened.  She realised that she was being manipulated, but
decided wearily that it didn't matter.  More than ever she
wanted to go upstairs, have that long cool bath and then go to
bed.  She'd had a long, frustrating and desperately tiring
day, and was both physically and emotionally worn out.  She
wanted to go to bed and sleep for hours, but of course she
couldn't.  She would have to get Martin's supper, or nag him
into making it himself, various household chores were waiting to be
done, laundry, ironing, his as well as her own.  If she didn't
have him to worry about, she could leave everything until
tomorrow.


          She would
have to make arrangements for the rest of the week while he was on
holiday as well.  She couldn't leave him on his own, not now
that she knew what he'd been doing.  And no matter what
arrangements she made, she couldn't watch him all the
time.  She knew only too well what they were like, and if he
wasn't with this, this animal, he would be with someone
else.  She knew the type, they had no self-control.  All
they wanted was to indulge their, appetites, and anyone, man or
boy, friend or stranger, would do.  She wouldn't know if he'd
brought people to the house either, and would wonder about it every
time she came home.  She would have to check his sheets. 
He might even do it on her own bed out of sheer wickedness. 
Her stomach heaved at the thought.


          All at once
she wanted to be done with him.  She never wanted to see him
again, or at least, not until she'd had a chance to forget that
scene upstairs.  If she ever did.  She had a vision of
the house without him.  Peaceful, undemanding, and herself
able to concentrate her energies without distraction on what was
best for her.  No tidying up to do, no shoes on
bedspreads, no dirty towels all over the bathroom, no unreasonable
demands on her time and energy, no checking of homework to
do.  Her selfish heart embraced the vision.  As this,
this creature had said, no-one would know the real
circumstances.  It would be considered quite natural for him
to live with his father, in fact her superiors would almost
certainly approve of it.

          "I won't
let him go to you," she said eventually, looking at Jimmy with
unconcealed distaste.


          "That will
be for him and his father to decide," he said firmly, determined to
make sure that she let Martin go totally.  "Either you give
him up completely, or you keep him.  You can't have it both
ways."


          Martha's
vision of the pleasant, peaceful house collapsed abruptly and was
replaced by one containing a sulky, surly, rude teenager, daily
becoming more difficult to handle, getting up to God knows what
when she wasn't there, and probably falling foul of the law out of
sheer perversity.  She shook her head slightly to drive it
away.  If only this debased individual wasn't involved she
might be tempted.  And what about his soul?  She knew her
duty as a Catholic parent, none better.  But how could she do
anything about it?  Neither she nor Father Jarrell had been
able to overcome his obstinacy and there was no way that they could
force him to receive the sacraments, or even attend Mass.  She
shuddered to think of the scene he might create if they were to
try, and recalled him asking if she intended to drag him to
confession and communion by force.  She wouldn't put it past
him to start shouting about how she treated him in the Church
itself, if she forced him to attend.  And what force could she
apply in any case?


          She realised
as she considered it, how little real power she had over him
now.  Neither upbringing nor the example of her own correct
behaviour, had had any effect on him.  As for the sinful
relationship he'd been enjoying, he had amply demonstrated that he
had neither qualms nor guilt about it, in fact had embraced
it.  Eagerly.  Like father like son, she thought
bitterly.


          Let the
priest worry about his soul she decided, it was his responsibility
now, she had done her best and could do no more.  She would
have to handle Father Jarrell carefully or he might cause trouble,
but that was the least of so many evils, and she had no doubt of
her ability to take care of it.


          "Very well,"
she said coldly after a very long silence.  "Take him to his
father."

 


          Jimmy said
nothing, just nodded and turned towards the stairs.  He
realised that his hands were shaking and thrust them into his
pockets before she noticed.  We've done it, he thought, we've
bloody done it.  We're rid of her for good!  If he hadn't
been feeling so drained he would have danced and shouted all the
way up the stairs to Martin's bedroom.  We'll only pack his
school stuff, notebooks and a change of clothes.  She can burn
the rest for all I care, I'll buy him whatever else he needs. 
We'll see about a new school if that's what he wants and we'll keep
up the fiction of us being stepbrothers.  I'll get Brian to
draw up a power of attorney or whatever for Joe to sign.


          He had few
illusions about Joe, and it came to him suddenly that he was going
to be totally, and probably legally responsible for Martin for the
next three years until he turned eighteen.  I'm all he's
really got, poor little toad he thought, awed by the idea. 
But we'll manage.  With a light heart, he tapped gently on
Martin's bedroom door and walked in without waiting for a
reply.  Martin's dirty clothes were where they had dropped
them, still scattered on the floor.  But of the boy himself,
there was no sign.


          The room was
empty.

 

 










Chapter 16
New Chapter


          Jimmy's
rising euphoria faded abruptly.  He's in the loo he tried to
tell himself, but knew that he wasn't.  As he'd come upstairs
the door had been partly open and there was no way he would have
missed seeing Martin.  Knowing that it was futile, he went to
the bathroom anyway, to make sure.  It was empty as he had
known it would be, as was Martha's bedroom when he glanced
in.  He went back to Martin's bedroom and feeling weak, sat
down abruptly on the bed.  It was rumpled exactly as they had
left it when they went down to confront her.  He could see the
damp snail trail of Martin's sperm on the bedcover.  Staring
at it he tried to force his tired brain to think, but all he could
manage was to ask himself over and over again, why?  Why did
he leave the house?  And why didn't he wait for me? 
Why?


          He stood up,
bunched the bedcover and brought it up to his nose, inhaling
deeply.  The smell of Martin's sperm was heady, intoxicating,
and made his head swim.  It also concentrated his mind and he
recalled something that he must have noticed subconsciously. 
Martin had left the room early on during the confrontation. 
He took another deep breath, filling his lungs with the boy's
intimate scent.  Again it triggered his subconscious.  Oh
Christ, he thought as it came back to him, did he think …
surely he couldn't have thought …  ?


          Moving
quickly he went to the wardrobe, reached up and collected the
holdall full of notebooks, then found Martin's school bag.  On
the desk he noticed another notebook which he packed into the bag,
along with as many school books as would fit.  Last of all, he
collected Martin's school blazer and tie.  I'll buy everything
else and make sure it fits him properly, he told himself. 
Finally as he glanced around the room, his eye fell on the stained
bedcover.  He knew that Martin wouldn't want it but he
couldn't bring himself to leave it.  The thought of Martha
handling it while bundling it into the washing machine was
unbearable.  He stripped it off the bed, folded it neatly and
put it under his arm with the blazer, picked up the schoolbag and
holdall and without looking back, walked rapidly down the stairs
and let himself out of the house.


          He drove to
the flat, telling himself that Martin would be waiting for him
outside, and swearing at himself for not having had that set of
keys made for him.  But there here was no sign of Martin as he
parked.


          Really
beginning to worry, he let himself into the flat, dropped the bags
in the living area, and hung Martin's blazer in the built in
cupboard in the bedroom.  Then he sat on the bed, held the
still damp cover to his nose and tried to think. 
Joe's, of course.  Why didn't I think of it and go
straight there?  Mart knew he couldn't get in here so he must
be there.


          The let down
when Steven told him that they hadn't seen Martin since their last
visit was almost more than he could bear, but he forced himself to
answer the anxious enquiries as calmly as he could.  He
outlined briefly what had happened, and asked Steven to warn Joe
that Martha would probably be getting in touch with him soon.


          "It happened
a lot sooner than I thought it would when we talked earlier, but
that's the way things go and I'm glad it's over.  He's mine
now Stevie and I'm not going to let him go, but I may still need
Joe to back me up.  I told her that what Martin does from now
on is his own business and nothing to do with her.  Make sure
that Joe understands this, and don't let him give way to her if she
changes her mind when she's had time to think it over.  I
don't want to have to fight Joe as well as her, and Martin doesn't
need that either.  But no-one, no-one Stevie, is
going to come between Martin and me now."


          Steven was
silent for a moment and then spoke quietly, his seriousness
bringing out and exaggerating his Irish accent slightly.  "I
will do so Jimmy, surely.  But only if you promise me
something."


          "Well,"
Jimmy asked impatiently, "What is it?"


          "I know I
haven't the right to ask this of you but I still feel so badly
about him.  Will you promise me that you will look after him
for as long as he needs it?  He is a lovely boy and he needs
you, anyone can see that.  But, do you need him as much as he
needs you, Jimmy?"


          Jimmy
answered equally seriously.


          "I need him
so much I can't live without him.  He belongs to me as I
belong to him, and I hope that this will be forever.  I will
work all my life to keep it that way because he is the most
important thing in my life.  And whatever he wants or needs
from me, I will give him.  And Stevie, if … " his voice
broke slightly and tears came to his eyes but he forced himself to
carry on.  "If after what happened today, he doesn't want me
anymore, please will you and Joe look after him for me.  Don't
let him go back to that woman, whatever happens."


          "Do not
worry Jimmy, I promise you that we will not make the same mistake
twice.  I will make sure of it.  Now is there anything I
can do?"


          "No, not at
the moment.  I have to think, and then find him."


          "You will
let us know?"


          "Yes I will
and, and thank you Stevie."


          He said
goodbye and put the phone down.  He was about to go back to
the bedroom, when he noticed that one of his squirrels was on the
windowsill, looking in hopefully.  Mechanically he opened the
window and held out a peanut, remembering Martin's delight the
first time the little animal had taken food from his hand. 
Watching it busily nibbling the shell to get at the contents, he
remembered the ducklings, and smiled in spite of himself as he
recalled the conversation about Martin's worm.  He was
wondering how he would write the story, when it came to him.


          Martin had
loved the park that day, had felt better after their visit and
often spoken of it since.  If he wasn't with Joe and Steven
maybe, just maybe, that's where he had gone.  Unless he went
up to town.  He winced at the thought of what might happen if
he had.  With his looks it wouldn't take long to find a
protector and he might just be desperate enough to … then as
the implications of the word desperate struck him, he remembered
something that had been nagging at the back of his mind.


          "No," he
whispered clutching the work surface to support himself, and
disturbing the squirrel which scampered away.  A picture of
bathroom as it had been when he checked if Martin was in there came
into his mind.  The towels flung carelessly over the towel
rail, the soap on the side of the bath instead of in the soap dish,
the basin… . the basin!  He could see it as if it was
in the room.  There had been no bottle of paracetamol tablets
on the basin.


          He put his
head in his hands, his brain filled with horror trying to believe
that he was wrong, that he hadn't seen the bottle there
earlier.  He wouldn't he told himself, Oh God, surely he
wouldn't … but he remembered Martin telling him what he had
thought of doing when things had been so bad once before. 
That time, the bottle had been nearly empty.  This time? 
He had no idea.  For a moment he went into a state of panic
then with a tremendous effort pulled himself together, knowing that
only by keeping a firm grip on himself would he be able to do
something about it.  Forgetting the open window, he ran into
the bedroom, collected Martin's anorak and charged down the
stairs.


          The ten
minutes it took him to drive to the park were the longest in his
life.  As he drove he tried to remember what he knew about
overdoses, and wondered if he should have taken the time to phone
Tim before he left.  Why didn't I look after him better? he
asked himself miserably.  I should have realised how he was
feeling and gone after him straight away, not waited.  He had
thought of it at the time, but it had seemed more important to
concentrate on Martha while he had her at such a disadvantage.


          He parked
any old how near the park gates, grabbed the anorak and ran towards
the lake saying to himself over and over again, let him be there,
oh God please let him be there, praying to a God he didn't believe
in, more likely importuning more ancient gods.  He was more
afraid than he had ever been in his life.


          It was
getting dark as he ran along the path and when he saw the vague
shape in the distance, he couldn't decide whether it was his
imagination or not.  As he neared the bench and it resolved
itself into a human figure, he wondered what he would do if it was
not Martin.  In the midst of his fear the answer came
immediately.  He would search until he found his boy, even if
it took the rest of his life.  And when he found him, or if he
didn't … ?  Then he was at the bench, and the figure
turned to face him.


          He stood
still, feeling his heart hammering as they stared at each
other.  For a minute he didn't understand the look on Martin's
face and moved closer, arms outstretched.


          Martin made
a faint but unmistakable gesture of rejection, turned away and in
quiet desolate voice said, "You didn't ever love me did you."


          Jimmy had
been about to pull him off the bench and into his arms when the
tone of his voice registered.  He didn't take in the sense of
the words straight away and said, "Did you take those
Paracetamols?" before he took in the meaning of Martin's
words.  Then his blood ran cold and he forgot Martin's quiet
statement when he saw him nod.

          'Oh
Christ Mart, why?" he asked in anguish.


          "Why didn't
you love me," Martin said.  "Why not?"


          Jimmy looked
at him, trying to understand.  Nothing he said seemed to make
sense.  "I've got to get you to the hospital straight
away."


          "I don't
need to go.  Just, just leave me."


          Martin's
voice thickened on the last words and he knew he was going to
cry.  Some part of him said scornfully that he seemed to do
nothing else these days.  He really was the weakling, no sissy
he told himself dismally, that everyone had always said he
was.  He stared through gathering tears at the lake.  I
do still love him he thought, I always will.  Why didn't he
love me like he said he did?  I was so sure of it I even let
him … how could I have been so wrong?  How could I have
been so stupid?  What's wrong with me?  Why
doesn't anybody ever love me?


          He felt
Jimmy sit down on the bench beside him and an arm came round his
waist.  His muscles tensed, as they used to previously, at any
physical contact.  Jimmy's other hand took his face and turned
it towards him.


          "Look at me
Martin," Jimmy said in a frightened voice.  "I have to know
about the Paracetamols.  I don't want you to die.  Tell
me how many you took.  Please, tell me.  Tell me
now."


          He
desperately wanted to hug Martin to him, dry the tears that were
trickling down his cheeks and wipe the dazed look off his face, but
he was too worried.  He knew how serious an overdose could
be.  He had to know how many Martin had taken.


          Martin's
eyes went past him.


          "You don't
love me so it doesn't matter.  It's nothing to do with you
what I do," he stated flatly through his tears.


          " Mart,
don't say that,"


          "You just
used me to get at my mother.  Because of Jonathan.  She
was right.  It's the only reason you were nice to me and
pretended to love me.  You led me on and all the time,
underneath it was," he broke off with a sob, "It was
revenge like she said.  You didn't care about me.  You
lied when you said you loved me.  You lied all the time from
the first time we met and I was stupid enough to believe you."


          He was
finding it more and more difficult to speak and his eyes blurred as
the tears gathered faster.  "Leave me Jimmy.  Just leave
me.  I don't want any more lies.  I never meant anything
to you before and I don't mean anything to you now, so don't worry
about me.  There's no need.  Just go away.  I'll be
all right on my own, I'm used to it.  I've been on my own ever
since I met you except, except I didn't know it.  Leave me and
go away."


          He turned
away from Jimmy and as his control slipped away, put his arms on
the arm of the bench, leaned his head on them and sobbed as if his
heart was breaking.


          Jimmy wasn't
sure how to handle this.  Should he try to soothe and comfort
him, if Martin would allow it, which didn't seem very likely, or
try to shock him out of it?  Hoping he was right, he made a
conscious decision to take the second course.  He had a
feeling that only something drastic was going to get through to
him.


          "No I bloody
will not leave you," he said, raising his voice.  "If you
think I'm going to leave you here to die by yourself you've got
another think coming.   I'm sure as hell not going to let
you fucking die at all.  Look at me Martin, dammit!" he
shouted, and gripped his arm roughly.  "Look at me!"


          His voice
penetrated Martin's misery.  Jimmy had never shouted
at him.  He'd never even been angry with him.  Slowly he
raised his head turned and looked at Jimmy's determined
features.  The puzzled and hurt expression on his face tugged
at Jimmy's heartstrings but he hardened his heart,


          "Martin, how
many of those bloody tablets did you take?  You'd better tell
me now, or so help me I'll fucking hit you!  Tell me,
now!"


          "It's none
of your business, it never was," Martin said turning his head
away.


          "It is my
business because in spite of the way things look, you're my
responsibility whether you like it or not.  So tell me. 
I mean it Martin," Jimmy said loudly, his voice threatening.


          "I told you
to go away."


          "I'm not
going away until you tell me, you little brat," Jimmy shouted, and
pulled him roughly round to face him again.


          "Two for
Christ's sake if you must know," Martin shouted back,
still wrapped up in his misery but sick of being nagged by
Jimmy.  "I was getting a headache, so I took them before it
got so bad I had to take the stronger ones, like Tim told me."


          Jimmy sagged
against the bench, emotion flooding over him with such intensity
that he felt dizzy and almost started to cry himself.  It was
some moments before he recovered, so overpowering was the
relief.  Then his heart lurched as he realised what Martin
must have heard during his set to with Martha.


          He
straightened up and turned to the boy who was staring across the
lake.  He knew intuitively that this was the moment for
absolute truth if he was ever to have Martin's unqualified trust
again.  It was another turning point in their relationship,
and he had a horrible feeling that this might be the only chance he
had to put things right.


          "Martin," he
began quietly, "It's true that when I first met you, I was thinking
of revenge.  I don't know if you can understand how hard it
was at the time, the police questioning me and making me tell them
what Jon and I done, making me feel like shit, and enjoying
it.  They didn't care about me.  All they wanted was
to get Jon because he'd committed a crime that they pretend to
hate.  I say pretend, because they love it really.  You
see it's such an easy crime to prosecute, and it makes them look
good when the person goes to jail which happens almost every
time.  It's a crime all of them like; the police, the
prosecutors, the judges, the newspapers, and especially the public,
who love reading every word about it.  When it's over and a
long sentence has been passed all of them, without exception, are
proud of themselves and pleased about what they've done.


          "So the
police went on and on at me, and without meaning to, I let them
trick me into telling them things that were used at the
trial.  I hated them for that, and I couldn't forgive myself
for letting them do it.  One of the policemen even said that
people like Jon and me should be castrated, because that was the
only way to stop us."


          He shook his
head, then continued softly, "Jon wasn't allowed to write to me, so
I don't know what happened before he killed himself.  But he
was a strong person and it must have been very bad to make him do
it.  When Brian and Tim told me, I couldn't believe it. 
I even felt for a time that he'd deserted me and left me to face
things on my own.  Then I read the letter I showed you. He
must have written it just before he died.  I was, numb and
miserable for months.


          "About eight
months after he died there was a programme about the case. 
They tried to interview your mother, but she wouldn't talk to
them.  But one of the policeman who questioned me, had just
retired and he talked.  He said that Jon killing himself was
the best thing that could have happened, and was saving the
taxpayers thousands of pounds. Your mother had done a superb job,
and it was because of her that Jon's sentence was so long.  He
also said that people like him never change and as soon as they're
out of jail, they do it again.  He was glad that the victim,
meaning me, and other boys would be safe from him now.  He
finished by saying that he wished everyone like Jon would kill
themselves because the world would be a better place if they
did."


          There was a
silence as Jimmy gathered his thoughts.


          "Up to then
I had just been desperately unhappy, but when he talked about Jon
that way, making out that he was a monster who attacked every kid
he saw, I got angry.  Jon had loved me and I was the only kid
he ever had anything to do with.  They had no right to lie
about him, especially after he was dead and couldn't defend
himself.  I hated that policeman, just as I hated the judge
for what they'd done.  I was trying to think of a way to get
back at them when the judge had a heart attack and died.  I
was really glad and hoped it had hurt him when it happened.


          "Then I
remembered your mother.  If she hadn't worked so hard in court
that day the sentence would have been much shorter.  If it had
only been a year or two, maybe Jon could have coped with whatever
they did to him in there.  But your mother saw to it that he
got the longest sentence the judge could possibly give him. 
She killed him Martin.  She can deny it and say she was only
doing her duty, but she killed him, and she did it for one reason
only.  She did it because it was a very important case for
her, and she needed to get a really long sentence to prove how good
she was at her job.  She didn't care about Jon and she didn't
care about me, and she didn't even care about the law.  All
she cared about was herself, just as she's always done."


          He had been
looking at the ground while he spoke.  Now he looked up and
turned to the boy beside him.  The look on Martin's face made
him want to put his arms around him, to comfort him and to be
comforted, but he didn't want to influence him or put him under any
pressure.  Martin had to decide by himself whether to believe
him or not, and without feeling that he had been manipulated.


          "I knew your
mother's name of course and looked her up in the phone book, but
the number was ex-directory.  So I had to wait until I got my
drivers licence before I could follow her to find out where she
lived.  To make sure I went back the next morning and parked
across the road and waited.  After she left for work, I sat
there wondering what to do next, because I hadn't made any plans
for after I found her.  And while I was sitting there, you
came out of the house."


          He felt
Martin tense, and looked away from him.


          "Something
must have happened between you that morning, and I thought you were
the most unhappy person I had ever seen.  I left the car and
followed you as you walked to school.  You walked so slowly,"
he said, remembering, "As if you hated going there, and I stood
near the gates and watched how you stayed by yourself and didn't
seem to have any friends.  I watched until the bell went, and
not one person had talked to you.  I couldn't understand
it.  You were so attractive I thought you'd have millions of
friends.  I thought about you all that day and I followed you
for days before I made up my mind to talk to you.


          "And then
you were off school.  I waited, not sure you were even at home
until I saw you at the window.  Then I pretended that the mini
had broken down and asked you for water to fill the radiator."


          After a long
pause during which Martin said nothing, just waited for him to
continue, he  said painfully, "I swear to you, I was going to
tell you this Mart, not yet, but soon."


          He glanced
briefly at Martin's face but it told him nothing, so he went
on.  "I was going to use you against your
mother.  I even planned to seduce you if you'd let me, and
make sure she found out.  I reasoned that if you were gay and
she knew, it might teach her to think about people like us. 
But I soon found out that it would just make her hate you, and I
didn't want that to happen because by that time, I was getting to
know you.  We'd talked and become friends and I liked you very
much.  So I drifted along, not knowing what to do, except that
I could see that you needed somebody to look after you, and more
and more, I wanted that person to be me.


          "It puzzled
me, that feeling, because I had never felt protective like that
about anyone before, not even Jon.  I didn't understand it but
I liked the feeling.  Then one day I discovered that I loved
you.  I had wanted you really badly before that Mart, your
lovely face, your beautiful body, and I wanted you even more after
I found out that I loved you.  And something else happened
that had never happened to me before.  Because I loved you,
your happiness had become the most important thing in my
life.  That hasn't changed.  It's still the most
important thing in my life, and it breaks my heart to see you like
this."


          He stood up
slowly and looked down at the small, still figure on the
bench.  Even in the gathering dusk he could see the tears
glistening on the perfect skin, and ached to wipe them away and to
see Martin smile again.  His own eyes started to fill.


          "I'm just
going to say one more thing then if you want, I'll drive you to Joe
and Steven and leave you with them.  This afternoon when I saw
what she had done to you, I was so angry I wanted to kill her, and
if she'd been in the house, I might even have tried to.  But
then you asked me to make love to you and I was the happiest person
in the world.  So happy that I completely forgot that she
might walk in, and didn't even think to lock the door.  It was
as if all my dreams had come true and you were really going to be
mine in the nicest way possible.  I can't tell you how I felt
when you trusted me so much and truly wanted it as much as I
did.  And the second time," his voice broke for a minute,
"Well if the first was heaven, how can I describe the second? 
It had been so beautiful, that when we went downstairs and she was
so vicious about you and about us, I lost my temper.  It was
as if the last two years had never been and I was back at the
trial.  I hated her so much again that I forgot you were
there, and I said all the things that I'd been bottling up for so
long.  I didn't mean to hurt you Mart, but when I heard her
saying hateful things about you, I couldn't take it. 
I should have made you stay upstairs while I had it out with her
because you heard things I never meant you to hear."


          He was
crying openly now.


          "But I
promise you this my darling Martin.  What she said about me
using you for revenge was true, but it wasn't all the truth. 
It started out like that, but after I met you, I slowly began to
give up the idea of using you against her for revenge, and only
wanted to protect you and to try to get away from her.  Only,
for a few of minutes there with her, because I was so angry I
remembered only that I wanted revenge and forgot about everything
else.  I hurt you, and I can't forgive myself for it."


          He took a
deep breath, still looking across the water and spoke barely above
a whisper.  "I love you Martin. I've loved you for what seems
to be a long time now, and whether you still love me or not, makes
no difference.  There's nothing I can do about loving you, now
or ever.  I just … love you."


          His voice
stopped, choked with tears.  I've done all I can he thought,
either he believes me or he doesn't.  But whatever he decides,
I'll take care of him, even if he never wants to see me
again.  He stood there numbly, like an animal at bay that has
been fighting for it's life but has come to the end of it's
strength, knowing that there is nothing more it can do, except
submit to death.


          It was a
long time before Martin moved.  Jimmy sensed rather than heard
him come up behind him, and put the anorak he'd left on the bench
over his shoulders.  He closed his eyes.  He doesn't even
want the anorak I bought him, he thought in anguish.  I'll
have to take him to his father and leave him there.  Stevie
will look after him, but who will sit with him if he wakes up
miserable in the night, or comfort him if he has nightmares, or
hold him if he's sick from a headache?  His mind insisted on
latching onto trivialities even as he tried to prepare himself to
be dismissed irrevocably from Martin's life.  His tears flowed
faster as he waited.


          Then he felt
Martin's hands on him, gently turning him around, then holding,
hugging, comforting.


          “Don't cry,
Jimmy.  Please don't cry.  I can't bear to see it either
and it makes me cry too.  We've both cried enough.  It
was so shocked to find out what she'd done I couldn't think
properly, and when she said that you'd used me for revenge I half
believed her.  You didn't tell me she was the prosecutor when
you told me about Jon, so I thought maybe you'd lied to me when you
said loved me.  I wanted to die if you didn't love me Jimmy,
and it made me a bit crazy.  But when you finished explaining
a minute ago, I started thinking, and I knew that you couldn't have
kept up a lie for so long.  No-one could.  And I
remembered how you'd proved you loved me, over and over in
everything you said, and everything you did.  But my brain had
been in such a weird state I'd forgotten it.  But it’s all
right now, truly it’s all right now.  I know that you love me,
and I know that I love you just as much, that we love each
other.  And … "


          The last
came out in a sort of gasp as the Jimmy's arms came round and
pulled him close, in the way that he loved.  He could hear and
feel Jimmy's heart beating and the joy of it made him tremble.


          "You're
cold," Jimmy said in a husky voice.


          "Not
really.  Just shivery happy,"


          "Why did you
put your anorak around me?"

 
        "I thought you looked
cold,"


          "Little
toad," Jimmy said, almost starting to cry again.  "I thought
you were giving it back because you hated me.  And I thought
I'd never be able to call you a little toad again."


          "Oh Jimmy,
I'm sorry, I didn't mean it like that."


          "I know that
now, but for a minute I thought … " he broke off.  "I
thought you didn't want it, because you didn't want
me."


          Martin
sniffed rather unromantically, "I'll always want you.  You're
my Jimmy."


          "That's
good," Jimmy said, pulling out a tissue and drying first Martin's
eyes, then his own, "Because you're stuck with me now my
darling."


          He told
Martin what had transpired after he had left the room adding,
"Don't worry, love.  She doesn't want you anymore. 
You're mine now and you belong to me, whether you want to or
not?"  He ended on a faintly questioning note.


          "I want to,"
Martin said without hesitation.  "I've wanted to ever since I
saw you that day standing in the doorway.  It just took me a
long time to find it out.  But there's something else that's
important Jimmy.  You say that I belong to
you, but you mustn't ever forget that you belong
to me as well.  You're mine also you know."


          He pulled
Jimmy's head down and kissed him tenderly at first and then with
increasing urgency and passion.  As they both began to
respond, filling deliciously, Jimmy moved his hands down and
cupping the delicate buttocks, pulled Martin tightly against his
body in an frenzy of love.


          "Oh Christ,
Mart," he moaned eventually, "if we don't stop I'm going to come in
my pants."


          "Don't you
dare," Martin said mischievously.  "Especially as you seem to
think I'm a toad again.  Jimmy, could we go home very quickly
and do it all night like minks please?"


          Jimmy was so
turned on by this he didn't dare move in case he lost it, until
Martin said in a thickened voice, "For Christ's sake Jimmy, take me
home or we're going to have to do it here right in front of the
ducklings."


           Jimmy
grinned and let him go but took his hands. "I won't have you
corrupting them."


          Martin
raised an eyebrow.  "So what's wrong with a bit of
corruption?" he asked, "I don't see that it did you any
harm. Especially when you were corrupting me today!"


          Jimmy
attempted to raise an eyebrow back at him and, as usual, failed
dismally.  "I?" he asked, "And who was the one who
asked, no begged, to be corrupted this afternoon?"


          "Me," Martin
replied, smiling up at him sweetly, and taking the wind out of his
sails completely.  "And it was lovely and I'm ready to be
corrupted again, so …  ?"


          "Okay,"
Jimmy said, holding his hands very tightly and determined never to
let them go. "Race you to the car.  Last one there's a
toad."


          "No a
mink."


          "A
rabbit?"


          "I don't
care.  All of them at once!"


          But Martin
didn't move, his mind flashing back to a Friday afternoon in school
a long time ago.  Well not so long in days and weeks, but in
what had happened to him since.  A lot of bad things, but very
good things as well, and best of all, Jimmy.  Jimmy here with
him now, holding his hands, both of them knowing that they would
always be together.  There would be no goodbyes to say each
day, no worries about when they would see each other next.


          Jimmy! 
Jimmy who loved him and unlike his mother, would encourage and
support him, especially in his writing, as he had done right form
the start.


          A vista of
creativity opened in front of him, ideas for stories flooding into
his mind, some new, some already there but only half formed. 
Come to think of it, he never had finished the story of the
ancestor and the geese.  He knew now how it should go, how to
end it in a way that would make people laugh.  He'd work on it
as soon as they got home.  No!  Not tonight.  They
would be too busy rabbiting tonight!


          But the
image of the tale had taken possession of his mind, to such an
extent he could almost see the geese surrounding them, with Gander
(QC), at their head.


          He laughed
softly because in reality, there was only Jimmy watching him, a
mixture of affection and amusement on his face.  Jimmy always
knew when he was thinking about a story.


          They smiled
lovingly at each other, then hand in hand, walked out of the
park.

 


          There was no
one around to see them.

          Not even
a flock of geese for Martin to say boo to.

 










Author's
Note

 

When one edits one's own books as I do, it is all
too easy to miss things.  Typing errors get overlooked,
as do mispellings, confusing punctuation, and even sentences and
paragraphs that don't make instant sense to the reader. But
one of the exciting things about epublishing is that changes
can be made to a work even after it has been published, so if you
have noticed anything of the sort, I would be grateful if you would
let me know so that I can make corrections.

I would also enjoy hearing what you think of the
story.  Any comments (good or bad!) will be really
appreciated.

My email address is:  r.b.c.gbks@hotmail.com
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