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PART 1






THIS IS

ALAIN'S

DIARY

Saturday, 17th of April 1971

My sixteenth birthday. This diary is the present of Babette and Corinne. They bought it with their savings, and then Babette made the cloth cover for it. Dad gave me a pocket flashlight, and mum a pair of jeans I wanted. Didier is too little to give me presents, but ate the cake with us, happy as can be.

But what is to be written in a diary? Bah!?


Today's my birthday. But I already said this. And in a diary you must never erase, Babette explained to me, so I must be more careful about what I write.


It is eleven at night, the children sleep, I can hear mum in the kitchen still cleaning. Dad is in the mine. But he came home at lunch for my birthday. He asked to change his shift just for today. I'm using the flashlight he gave me, to see what I write. It would be easier to turn on the lamp - more comfortable - but it is more amusing to write this way, like some kind of a spy. Only, I don't know what more to write. I'll go to sleep.


Good night.

Tuesday 20 of April, 1971.

Dad has been strange for some days, he is always silent. Everything is tense. When it is like that, mum shuts up too and almost doesn't talk. Only Didier seems not to notice anything and makes a big mess as always. When it happens like that, I just would like being somewhere else, to breathe easier. Perhaps I am selfish but these situations are really heavy for me, put me in a state of anguish. If I am cheerful, it seems to me I bother them, like I didn't give a shit for them. If I am serious, it seems I worsen the situation, making it even heavier. A solution is to start to read or to study, so it is almost as if I were in another place, far away, absent, even if I'm there.

When dad is in good mood, our home seems filled with sun. Everything is right. But it happens rather seldom.


Tomorrow I will possibly have an oral history test and the day after tomorrow we will have a written math test. I should study a little more, but when things are bad at home, I almost can't study. I must be careful with history, because I'm too close to passing. It is hard to remember all those dates and names correctly. But the history teacher is so fussy!


I should ask dad to buy me a new pair of shoes, since the ones I wear are almost falling apart. But perhaps this is not the right moment, not only because he is moody, but also because I know we haven't got much money. That could be why dad is so strange. Maybe I will ask him for the new shoes when he gets his biweekly pay, it will be simpler. For the moment I'll try to go on as usual, I just hope they don't come apart while I am in town, at school. It would be embarrassing.


Solange invited me to study at her home, so I would have to go to St. Etienne. I have to ask mum if I can. Solange is pretty and likable, and also elegant. Her father is a pharmacist, and money at their home is not a problem. Moreover she is also good at school, her grades are all pretty high. And possibly she likes me, who knows, and I can try to flirt with her. Maybe after a while we can meet to study.


But now it is better if I start to study by myself.

Tuesday, 27th of April 1971.

This week I didn't write because I had a lot to study. The day before yesterday I overheard dad and mum talking. As we don't have enough money, she said that I should start working. Dad doesn't want to hear about that. He says I have to study at all costs, even if they have to tighten their belts, because he doesn't want me to end up like him. I don't dislike studying at all, nor even starting to work. But they didn't ask me, so... They discussed it at night time in their room; probably they thought I was asleep and couldn't hear them, I don't know. My shoes haven't given out yet, so I continue to wear them and I have not asked for a new pair, at least not for now.

My mother gave me her permission, so I can often stop to study with Solange and they make me have lunch with them. The food is good and mum saves the money for a meal. But her mother is a pain in the ass. She wants us to study in the lounge while she crochets and so she controls us. Solange says that it is because a boy and a girl alone, at our age, is dangerous. In short, her mother is afraid we will have sex. I didn't even think about that, but now that Solange pointed it out, I think I would like having sex with her. The problem is that I haven't yet done it with any girl, and I'm afraid I would screw up. But I think that really there is no problem, in fact; anyway Solange didn't ask me to do it with her.

Friday 30th of April, 1971.

Today, coming back home on the bus, a weird thing happened. As usual it was crowded and I was standing, packed like sardines. Just in front of me there was a girl who must have been around nineteen, not pretty not ugly, in a neat dress. Very showy, anyway. I could see her in profile. Behind her, little by little, a guy around forty, in a fancy suit, something like a bank clerk, just to say the type, moved in behind her. I saw him move as if he had to get out at the next stop, but instead he went right back to the girl. The guy started brushing his groin against her little butt. I smiled waiting for her reaction. In fact she turned back with a killer's glance, looked at him up and down. He pretended not to notice, and then I thought that she would have moved, or said something to him. Then, damn, if she didn't turn back again as if nothing happened and I saw her wiggle her little ass! Evidently she liked the guy! Or what he was making her feel. They continued in that way for a while and I was asking myself how they could have the nerve to do that in front of everybody. If I was aware, other people could notice what they were doing. Then she started to get off the bus. I would have bet that he would have followed her and gone out with her, she seemed so hot to trot. But no, the guy stayed on the bus. I was even somewhat disappointed, but it's their fucking business after all, I thought.

Then, after a short while, the man changed his position, slipped forward among the pressed bodies like an eel.


So I thought he had spotted another girl with which to start again his secret game. Instead, the guy little by little comes up in back of me, and he starts to push against my ass! First I felt like this warmth, and then I clearly felt his hard tool pushing against me. I was amazed and embarrassed and didn't know what to do, but the weird thing is that I liked feeling that warmth and that hard thing against my butts, and also my own started to become harder and harder. Then he left the bus. I would never have thought that just feeling that he was aroused could arouse me too. That's possibly why the girl didn't move and was game - possibly it had the same effect on her as on me. Moreover, all the time the guy brushed and pushed it on my ass, I felt a strong desire to put my hand there to finger it and feel better its shape and consistency, but I just didn't dare. But just feeling it as I did, he must have been hung big.


Evidently for that guy an ass was an ass. He didn't give a shit if it was male or female.

Saturday 1st of May, 1971.

When I feel like beating off, usually I don't think about anything special. Just enjoy the pleasure I feel, until I get my rocks off. But last night in bed, while I was jerking myself, I recalled that guy on the bus, and imagined he was still brushing against me, and it was more exciting than ever. Even now, just writing it down, I'm starting to get a boner. In a while I have to go take the bus to my aunt's house on an errand for mum. What if something like that would happen to me again? I really would like it.

The neighbor's cat had kittens - how cute they are! I would like to get one, but won't even ask mum. She would say (and would be right) that we barely have enough to feed ourselves, so forget cats!

Sunday, 16th of May 1971.

Mum is pregnant again. I can't guess if they are glad or not. Sure, one more mouth to feed will not be easy. Dad was saying he wants to ask the mine's owner to do some more overtime. We already see him so little now, so we will almost not see him at all any more.

The parish priest gave us some clothing, second hand, but in very good shape. There is also a nice pair of shoes, just my size, and that seem almost new, so I solved my shoe problem. They are black moccasins, the type with small leather tassels, I like them.


Now I have to start studying again. I really don't feel like it, but I must be careful, the school year is near its end and I've got to pass. I just worry a little about history and sciences. In all the rest I have no problems. Babette does very well at school. She is really good. She has a head worth two! She is really growing up well, my little sister. Also Corinne is good, but she is still in primary school, and I too was good back then.


Who knows if it will be another female or a male? I too don't know what to hope, as now we are two and two. But anyway, it doesn't depend on me.

Monday, 21 June 1971.

I passed! So next year I will be in the first course, then one more year and I'm done.

Now I found a temporary job in St. Etienne for these summer months, so I can help at home with some money. I'll be an errand boy and a porter in a factory. Something like a gofer, if I understood right. Since I don't start till next Monday, I have a week of vacation and I can use it to paint the house rooms.


By the way, Babette and Corinne also passed. But there were no problems for them, we were expecting it.


I read this diary again up to today. About what happened to me on the bus around two months ago; nothing more happened. But, just before the end of the school, in our school gym, another thing happened that I didn't write here on my diary, so I'll write it down now.


We had already changed after our sports class and we were going back to our classroom, when I realized I left my glasses in the locker room. So I gave my books to a classmate and went back to look for my glasses. In the locker room I heard the noise of water running in the shower, and I thought that somebody forgot and left it on, and I could hear what our coach would say! But I heard another noise also. So, instead of opening the door, I climbed on a bench and looked through the small window above the door. There was our P.E. coach washing himself. First I saw him from his back, but then he turned around and what I saw hanging between his legs almost made me fall off the bench - he has a big dong that swung back and forth every time he moved. Then he soaped it, and I saw it growing and becoming hard, rising up straight. I was not able to take my eyes off of it - it really was a show! Then I was afraid someone could come and see me, so I got out of there silently, but that vision gave me a hard on too. I found my glasses and went back to my classroom.


It was the first time I have seen a mature man's dick. Mine is just a toy compared to his. It's true I have still to grow, or rather, I'm growing. Who knows if my classmates have bigger dicks than mine or not? I have no way to know that. Three years ago, when the school had common showers, we saw each other, and sometimes copped a feel. But now that they built the new individual showers, and we all have grown up, it's not possible to see them. I have to say that the coach's, besides being huge, looked great when it got hard. But even when it was dangling down soft, it was still big. Who knows how dad's is? Perhaps I can peek through the key hole when he goes in the bathroom... but it is too dangerous, what would the others say if they caught me peeking? Anyway, with all the children he gave birth to, it must be not bad at all. Well, who knows if there is a relation between the size and the number of children one can make? I don't think so. I would like to have x-ray vision like Superman to be able to see inside the pants of men and how they are endowed. It would be great!

Saturday, 3rd of July 1971.

First week of work over. Tiring! Alain here, Alain there. Do this. Do that. Move, hurry up, run... so I can't stop a single moment all day. I'm the youngest one there. To tell the truth all are rather young, except the chief who must be a little more than forty and Roland who is thirty-four. All the others are around their twenties. Roland is a fatty, ugly but likable man. The chief is severe, a man of few words.

One thing I like about my new working place - the toilet. Yes, really so. In this factory there is a long enameled trough along a wall about twelve feet from end to end - the urinals are not separated and divided by a slab like at school - and it has a long pipe with several small holes from which the water sprinkles down. So, when I go to take a leak, if there is somebody else, I can see it when they pull it out and start to pee, or when they shake it before putting it back in their trousers. I pretend to be looking in front of me, at the wall, but I can see something. Of course, I cannot look at them the way I would like. I already saw three or four friend's. Roland's is smaller than mine. But Jean's is almost as big as my coach's.


Some pull it out already hard, others still soft. While I peek at them, I feel my heart beating because I'm afraid somebody can catch me peeking - just think how ashamed I would be! But all of them stare straight in front of them, without turning their head towards the others. Therefore, I think they cannot be aware of my glances.


But I've noticed that when one is already there and another comes, almost always he chooses the furthest place, and even if two friends come together, they usually stay somewhat far from each other. I would like to be an invisible man to look at them at ease while they unbutton their trousers, slip their fingers in the open fly, and pull it out. I would like to see what Thibaud's is like, but I never met him in the toilets. Thibaud is twenty-four years old and, as far as I can guess, he must have a nice body. He also has a very likable face. Beautiful hands that seem to be those of a pianist, even if he is the storeman. Thibaud is his christian name, and not the family name as I thought. He lives in St. Etienne, very close to the factory, alone.

Thursday 8 July '71

I ended yesterday telling about Thibaud, and I start again talking about him. Finally I saw his dick! Just this morning I was in the center, alone. He went to my right, about one meter from me. He pulled it out. I was right it is really beautiful, well-shaped, smooth, straight, and long. After he pulled it out, I saw out of the corner of my eye that he turned his head to his right that is away from me, so I was sure he couldn't see me. So I turned a little my head towards him and could look at it at my ease - he was really well endowed. At a certain point I even felt like going near him and stretching out my hand and touching it to feel how hard it was. But I didn't dare. To look at it, it seemed half way between soft and hard. Then he shook it and so I put mine back so we went out together chatting. To look at his trousers, anyway, you wouldn't notice he has such a good thing between his legs! I would like, even if just once, to see him all naked, but here there are no showers. He must be really handsomely shaped.
Tuesday 13 Jul. '71.

Today at work Thibaud had his shirt open, and nothing under it. He has a nice chest, firm and muscled, with a tuft of hairs in its center, not too thick. And his stomach is flat and smooth. Then, I noticed something - when I go to the toilet, for two or three days now, after a short while Thibaud comes in and he always places himself between me and the wall and looks in the other direction. It is almost as if he was saying to me "look all you want, I can't see you".

But I really believe that those are just my fantasies.


Sometimes, when I beat off in my bed, or in the toilet at home, I recall the beautiful tool of Thibaud and try to fancy him all naked, beating off, there at my side.


Corinne just barged in and asked me what I was writing in my diary. I wouldn't like, curious as she is, I wouldn't like for her or anybody else to find this diary and read it. It is true that I lock it with a small key, but it would not be so difficult to open it if one wanted. I have to find a safe hiding place for it.


Of course, if someone reads those things, who knows what he or she would think, as I always write about dicks. It is not that I am only interested in them. Possibly, reading here, one can get the idea that I am a faggot, but it is not so. It is true that I don't feel very attracted to girls, but I wouldn't mind at all trying it with one. About the males, it is just curiosity, nothing more. Sure, to listen to my companions, at school or there at work, they always talk about pussies. It seems that they have nothing else in their heads. Sports and pussy. Cars and pussy. LPs and pussy...


Even Thibaud often talks about his girl, and what he does with her. His talk arouses me but, honestly, more because I fancy him than her, also because I never met her. But I don't think that this means I am abnormal, queer. But perhaps I have to try to go with a girl to check if I like it and if my tool works properly. But where can I find one? Possibly with Solange, if I had tried, I could have got it. She seems available. I don't mean she isn't serious, but possibly she liked me and with me she could even have tried it. But now she is at the beach with her mother. And then, I will be ashamed to do it the first time with a girl I know. I'm afraid I will not be able to do it properly and then she can poke fun at me.


Maybe I should look for a prostitute, but I wouldn't know how or where to go. Some girls seem like whores the way they move and dress, but you just can't go and ask them, right?

Friday, 23 July 1971.

My fantasies are coming true! Yesterday afternoon Thibaud asked me if I have a girl. I said no, but that I would like one, so he asked me if I ever fucked and again I told him no. So he asked me if I wouldn't like to give it a try, and proposed to take me to a whore house with him. I said that I have no money, because I have to help out at home. So, he smiles and says, "I'll offer you your first fuck." So, yesterday evening, after work we went to his place, then he changed, and with his bike we went to a place he sometimes goes. We entered and he talked with the madame and explained to her that I still was a virgin, therefore she had to give me the youngest and prettiest of her girls to wean me. I was ashamed. Thibaud chose a girl he already knew and they went into a room. Then a buxom girl around nineteen, came, and took me into a room with her. She undressed me then undressed herself, but I couldn't get a hard on. I was much too embarrassed. So she started to work it with her mouth and tongue and, when she succeeded in arousing me, she rode me taking it all in her pussy. She did everything, until I came.

Well, it certainly is better than beating off alone, I never enjoyed it so much, before. But it is not all that wonderful thing everybody talks about. I was expecting something better.


When we went out, Thibaud asked me if I enjoyed it, and I answered yes. He smiled satisfied and said he was sure I did. I asked him if he went often in that place and he says, "No, because I have my girlfriend and normally do it with her". But then adds that his girlfriend doesn't like to do certain things that he loves, therefore at times he goes to that house. I then asked him what it was, and he says, "For instance, sucking it or taking it in her little ass". His girl likes to make love just in the traditional way, with him on top and her on the bottom and that's all. She takes it only in her pussy. So he goes there, because those girls, for money, do everything he likes.

Tuesday 27 July

After he took me for my first fuck, Thibaud has become a lot more open with me. Now, at times, when we go to take a leak, he shows it to me and tells me to look how hard it is, because he needs a girl. Or like this morning, in the store room, we were alone, he took my hand and put it between his legs and tells me that he again wanted it, because his girl was on vacation for three days and so it was four days that he couldn't fuck. He asked me if I wanted to go again with him to that brothel, but I made up an excuse because I don't want him to pay every time, and I cannot spend money.

When he made me touch between his legs, even if through his trousers, I felt blushing with shame, but I also enjoyed it. I wonder what it feels like to touch it without the clothes on it? But in the toilet, he just let me look at it. One sure thing is that, when he has a hard on, it must be long, at least 8 inches and maybe nearly 2 inches in thickness. When one of the girls of the house takes it in her mouth, she has to really widen it a lot and she can take just half of it, I guess. Who knows what it feels like? That girl did lick mine a while, then took it between her lips on its side and on its head, but she didn't do as Thibaud told me, let all of it slip in to her throat and then suck.


What would it feel like to take such a thing in your mouth? Is it likable just for the suckee or also for the sucker? The first time he brings up the subject again, I have to ask him. Anyway I don't feel so much ashamed now with Thibaud.

Tues, 3rd of August 1971.

Thibaud went on vacation for fifteen days, so he will not be back until the 18th of this month. His colleague Marc is filling in for him, but I don't have so much confidence with him. We are friendly, we exchange some jokes, but it stops there. They take their vacation in turns. The factory never closes.

That's why they hired me, I am a kind of stopgap, in short.


I'm starting to get used to this rhythm and it seems strange, but I feel less tired than in my first days. Of course, there is the all-day drudgery. Better than gymnastics, here - you put on muscles even if you don't want to.

Thursday 8-5-'71

Today when I went to the toilet, Jean was already there. I started to pee and out of the corner of my eye I looked at it. Jean was there, still, his thing all hard and straight, and he didn't pee. When I left, he was still there, still without peeing. Who knows what the fuck he was doing? I didn't understand. Possibly he was just waiting for it to come out. At times it happens, when you really have a hard on, that you go intending to piss, but it doesn't come out. Anyway he has a really big thing, more than Thibaud, but it is less beautiful, full of hairs and a little twisted. Jean, I noticed other times, when he pulls it out, he completely opens his fly to the bottom, and pulls out also his balls. Each man has his own style. And then, he keeps it resting on his hand. Roland just pulls his out and holds it from above, with two fingers. Some hide it with their hand, like Lucien; others grip it like a fireman's hose, like Marc. Others, instead, after pulling it out, take away their hand, like Thibaud. Now I can describe by heart what each of my companions has, what size, how he pulls it out, how he holds it and shakes it. For instance, Thibaud strongly moves it up and down. Roland gently sways it here and there. Marc squeezes it as if he was milking. Jean squeezes it between two fingers passing from the root to the tip, like squeezing a toothpaste tube. Philippe gives it two or three small taps on the top side. The most beautiful of all is possibly that of Philippe. Then comes without any doubt that of Thibaud. But that of Thibaud, I could see better than that of the others. Also mine, anyway, is not bad at all, it is on the average or bigger, even if I am the youngest.

I haven't yet seen that of the boss. But I think he uses the employees' toilets in the office building.

Wednesday 18 August '71

Today Thibaud came back to work. He is tanned, making you envious to look at him. He went to the Côte d'Azur. He brought me as a souvenir a paperweight with Cannes' coat of arms. He says he wanted to send me a picture postcard, but that he didn't have my home address. I asked him if he had some hot adventure at the beach, but he says that he was near to making it with a nice German girl, but then she left him in the lurch. I like Thibaud, because he is not a boaster. He says that the German girl had tits like that, spreading his hands wide. To me, I don't know why, the big tits of women instead of arousing me bother me. Thibaud on the contrary, seems to like them big and firm.

I asked him if he didn't fuck for two weeks, but he smiled and said that he did a couple of quickies with the waitress at his boarding house. Better than nothing, he said.




PART 2






Monday, August 31st, 1971

Today, just after lunch, I went to the toilets. Nobody was there, so I went, as usual, to the center, so if someone arrived he could not place himself too far from me. After a short while, Philippe arrived and stood nearby. He pulled it out and, instead of starting to piss, began to caress himself while looking away from me. I couldn't resist the temptation and turned my head a little to look better at it, so I saw it becoming hard and rising little by little, throbbing. Then he slowly started to jerk himself off! There, under my eyes! At that scene, I too got a hard on. It could just be my idea, but Philippe really wanted me to see he was jerking off. My head felt like fire. Yes, Philippe's tool is beautiful. Then we heard somebody coming, so Philippe in haste put it back in his trousers and went out at once. It was Mark. So, just taking the time to give a fast glance at Mark's, I too left. When I passed in front of Philippe, he continued to work without looking at me, indifferent. I looked towards his fly but his soft overalls hid everything. I could be wrong, but I think that Philippe did it on purpose. Can he have noticed I like to look? And he likes to be looked at too, as he really has a nice tool? Why was he jacking off right under my eyes? Was he hoping I too would start to wank? But he was looking away from me, so he could not even know if I was doing it. And why did he hurriedly leave as he heard the door open? Could Philippe be a fag? He really doesn't seem so; moreover he got married about a year ago. I don't know, I don't understand.

And then, I ask myself, why do I like so much to look at dicks? And looking at them, at times I also feel the desire to touch them? Especially those of Thibaud and Philippe. Would I like them to touch mine? I don't know, but I think I would. Just thinking of it, I have a hard on now. Now I'll hit the sack and jack off, before sleeping.

Saturday, 11th of September, 1971

This morning was my last day at the factory. Everybody greeted me and gave me their best wishes. Two different things happened, and I didn't expect either of them!

The first is that around 10 o'clock, I go to the toilets and Michel is already there. My usual sidelong glance at his dick, then Philippe enters and puts himself between Michel and me. Then Michel leaves, and Philippe, who had just pulled it out, started at once to jack himself off but, instead of looking away like the last two or three times, he looks at me and winks. I think I blushed and looked away. But he says in a whisper I can look, it doesn't bother him, rather, and then he asks me to jack off too. I didn't know what to do, I look again at his dick and he moves a little towards me and tells me to touch it. I desired to do so, but was too afraid. Then we hear a noise at the door, and I have just the time to put mine back and leave in silence, and at the door I meet Claude.


The second thing happened with Thibaud. When we bade each other goodbye, just before it was time to go out, he took me behind some shelves in the store room, and gave me a fine fountain pen, so, he says, I will remember him each time I write. Then he says he regrets I am leaving, and puts his hand on my fly, rubbing me a while, and tells me not to forget that I had my first woman thanks to him.


I'm sure that to him that was just a friendly gesture, but it made a huge impression on me, because while he pushed there with his palm and rubbed, I was of course embarrassed, but I was also liking it a lot and at once I got a hard on, and he, instead of pulling his hand away, stroked me some more, even though he could feel it was rock hard. Then he stopped. Nothing happened. But I still think how much I liked being touched so. Am I a fag, by chance? I like looking at the other guys' dicks. I feel the desire to touch them, and if one touches me, I like it. I really don't understand shit. What am I? I really hope I am not, because everybody mocks fags and gives them a hard time. But I don't know who I can talk about that with, or how to understand what I am... With that prostitute, it worked, anyway, even if she did everything. If I could at least talk with somebody, to confide myself or to ask advice... But - who?

Wednesday, 15/9/1971

School started again. I met all my old classmates and also Solange. She is really a pretty girl. I would like having sex with her. It is not that thinking about her I get a hard on, but I think it could be good. And then I can check what side I'm on... No, anyway I really don't think I am a fag. They are effeminate, and I'm not, not at all. I have to start to study again with her, at her place, and once we are alone I have to try. Seeing how she greeted me she must really like me, so I think she will be game. Now that I have tried it with a woman, I feel less embarrassed to try with her. I have to start to flirt a little with her or something like that. We will see how it goes...

Everybody can see that mum is pregnant. Even if for the moment she seems like if she just got fatter. Yesterday Aunt Jeanne popped around to see us. As usual she brought us her horrible cookies and we, not to hurt her, ate them. In my opinion this is a bad mistake - that way she is convinced we like them and continues to bring them to us. Anyway, I don't like Aunt Jeanne. She always has to tell everything about everybody in all the dumb details, she is a real gossip. And I'm also sure she embroiders facts, if not inventing them to make a sensation. But she is mum's sister and we have to put up with her. As Babette says, it could be a way to earn a place in heaven...

Monday 27/9/1971

Today something funny happened. For a few days I went again to study at Solange's. This afternoon, I was at her place and at a certain point her mother went out on some errands. It's the first time she left us alone; who knows what made her change her mind. As soon as she left, I think that this is the moment to try to flirt with Solange, but I don't know how to start, what to do or to say.

So, while we are studying, my head was completely somewhere else, and Solange noticed that and asks me what am I thinking. I say I'm thinking nothing, and she says I'm really not very kind - I could say I was thinking about her. I think I blushed, because she giggles, then tells me that on the contrary she has been thinking about me for a while, because she likes me and I really am her type. Like a stupid ass, I felt even more embarrassed. Then Solange asks me if by chance she is my type. I told her yes, that the truth was I was really thinking of her and how much I liked her. She then said she didn't believe me, that I said that just out of kindness. Then suddenly she changed her tone and told me that the last summer she had a half crush on a young man.


I don't know if she said so because it really happened, or just to make me become jealous, or possibly to show me that she is not an inexperienced greenhorn. Because then she soon added that the young man lost his head for her and that he wanted at all price to do certain things with her. She said exactly "certain things", but it is evident she meant he wanted to fuck. So I asked her if they did those things. She answered, upset, that that is not a question to ask a girl. But it was she who started this subject! Bah, can one understand girls!?


Then her mother came back so we started to seriously study again. But when she accompanied me to the door, and I was almost going downstairs, she whispered that yes, they did, not really everything but something... And suddenly she closed the door and I remained there like a fool.


Anyway, I decided that tomorrow I will take her a little present. I have to show her that I think and care for her. I don't know whether to give her chocolates or flowers. No, not flowers, her mother will see them and understand. Chocolates will be better, she can hide them. Should I also put in a card? But what do you write, on these occasions? "For Solange, with love". No, possibly too sentimental. I'll write just "For Solange". Well, but it will have no meaning. Perhaps it is simpler not to add a card.


Why does it have to be so complicated? Would it not be simpler to just say you would like to do it, and ask the girl if she feels like it too? She just says yes or no, and all is settled. She says yes, and you go to bed together. She says no, and you look for another one. But girls are so complicated that possibly they say no and instead they mean yes...


But why everything that concerns sex must be so complicated? Everybody does it but nobody talks about it. For instance, I am sure that my schoolmates, the boys, all jack off like me, but nobody ever talks about it. Do girls jack off too? But how? Perhaps they slip a finger in there and move it up and down? But a dick is lot bigger than a finger, and has a completely different feel. No, possibly girls don't jack off...

Thursday, October 7th, '71

I'm making progress with Solange. Again today her mother went out for fifteen minutes, and I took advantage of that time to caress Solange. First I caressed her hand and she let me do it. So I became more daring and caressed her neck, and she smiled me. I wanted to go down to touch her tits, but I lacked courage. Also because she let me caress her, but she didn't brush me, not even with a finger. But I told her that I like her very much and she answered that she too likes me. She said that I am one of the more handsome in our class, and that pleased me, even because there are several handsome boys, for instance, Robert. Also when we do P.E. or sports, I like looking at him, especially when we change clothes. He has nice sound legs, a little more hairy than the rest of us. And under his briefs you can see a nice basket. He must be the most developed of us all. But I too am well developed, anyway. It's really a pity they made the new personal boxes in the showers, because you can't compare any more, you can't see each other naked. I would like to see Robert naked, but also Gilbert and Michel. And then, also Benoit might be not bad at all.

Benoit is funny, because if you see him dressed, he still has a childish face. But if you see his body, it is already a manly body and that makes an odd contrast. It seems like they were wrong putting together his body and head. Anyway his briefs are less full than Robert's. And mine too.


Well, it seems that Solange prefers me to the others. But who knows, if she could see us almost naked in the gym locker room, which she would prefer? Possibly Robert. Anyway everybody knows that Robert is dating a girl in the next class.

Friday, November 5th, 1971

I gave my first kiss to Solange, and also touched her breasts. Even if just through her blouse, it felt weird. She has small ones and she doesn't wear a bra yet. They seem made of rubber and are sort of elastic. She put her hand on my ass and squeezed it a little, and I liked it. She pulled me against her. Possibly she hoped she could feel my hard thing. The problem is that it remained there quietly, at rest, and I didn't want her to be aware of that, so I was pulling back. Then we had to part in a hurry and to sit down, because we heard the front door opening. At once Solange started to repeat aloud the lesson while we were sitting each at our place on the opposite sides of the table.

I felt like laughing, but the fear that her mother would suspect something, helped me to stay serious.


I know that Solange would like to have some heart shaped earrings and I would like to buy them for her, it's just that I have no money. I've used the little I had to buy her the chocolates. I can't ask for money at home, and I don't know what to do. They are not expensive, but for me it is just too much.

Sat. 12th Nov. '71

Today in the bus, on my way to school, I fingered a dick!

As always it was super-crowded and we all were so crushed we almost couldn't breathe. I was hanging on to the strap with one hand, and with the other I held my book bag. Somebody had to go out, so he pushed me and so with the back of my hand holding the books, I felt something warm and became aware that my hand was right between the legs of a young guy, just at the height of his tool. So, as if they were pushing me again, I pushed some more with the back of my hand and the heat was stronger, but I couldn't detect anything yet. Then he pushed against me, as if somebody was trying to pass at his back. And then I started to feel something strong inside his trousers pushing against my wrist. I looked in his eyes, and he was looking straight at me and right at that moment when our eyes met, he makes his thing throb. I moved slightly my hand brushing it, and he again makes it throb. I move my hand a while, then stop. He makes his thing throb a while, then stops. We continued that game a good while and each time it seemed bigger and harder. So I too became really aroused. Then I thought that if I didn't have my bag in my hand, I could turn my hand and feel it also with my palm. I would have liked it, and for sure he would have let me do that... So I put the bag on the floor between my legs, and put again my hand at my side, the palm out. But now I had not the courage to touch him, to finger it. At a shake of the bus, the young man again pushed against me, remaining pressed against my side, so I just went a little up with my hand, and clearly felt he was still hard. So, through the cloth of his trousers, I almost took it between my fingers and felt it was of a good size, and he made it throb several times. I liked it so much that I felt great heat all over my body. I had to stop and change position, because I was afraid if I continued, I could cum and wet my trousers, so much I was excited. Then he went out before me and, going to the door, he managed to pass in front of me and, waiting for the door to open, he fingered my swollen fly. I looked around; nobody could see his hand... Before my cock could fully resume its rest size, I was already entering my school! Who knows if I'll meet him again?

Mon. 15th Nov. 1971

This afternoon, while we were studying, suddenly Solange put her hand on my fly, under the table, and fingered it until she gave me a hard on. I was madly scared, because her mother was at home, in the next room doing something, but she could be back from one moment to the next. When she felt it was hard, she whispered me that she would have liked to touch it with nothing in between, that is without my pants or shorts in the way. I think I blushed to the tips of my ears, because she giggled. Then happily she stopped. Anyway I liked how she touched me and I would also like it if she took it, bare, in her hand, but the fact is that lately we're never alone long enough. Who knows if I will ever be able to make love with Solange? I think she desires it at least as much as I do.
Sunday, December 5th 1971

Mum's belly has grown. She sure is pregnant. At times she feels bad she feels queasy and has headaches and so forth. She is now in her seventh month. Babette and me have to carry out the housework, because mum has no strength and she needs a hand. Dad is in the mine this morning also, because he asked to do also the Sunday shifts where they are paid more. He has to be back around 1:30 p.m., so today we will have lunch later than usual to eat all together. This afternoon our relatives will come to see us. What a bore!

This morning at Mass the priest gave a less boring sermon than usual. He told us about when he went to Rome and met the Pope, and about how beautiful the Vatican is, and the ceremonies and so forth. He made me daydream for a while. Yes, he was less boring than usual. Normally, during his sermons, I think about my own thoughts.

Tuesday, Dec. 21st, 1971

Last days of school before Christmas vacation. Solange continues to touch me there and to arouse me. I like it but, at the same time, am somewhat ashamed. Moreover, she likes doing that until she feels I've got a hard on, then stops. So almost always, as soon as I'm back home, I have to shut myself in the toilet to jack off.

For a while now I do it in front of the mirror, as I like looking at it while I beat it. It is almost as if I'm not doing it alone, but with somebody. I know that would be silly, but in that way I enjoy it more. Now I understand why Philippe at work asked me to jack off too. So on these occasions I don't think of Solange, because she cannot jack off with me, but of some of my class mates, like Robert. I really would like to be able to see him naked. Who knows if he also jacks off? I think he does. Yes, I would like to look at him while he is jacking off. Like instead of the mirror he was there, in front of me, his trousers lowered to his knees doing it! Or better, he to me and me to him.


Damn, I got a hard on again!


The day after tomorrow there is a party at Benoit's house, because it is his birthday. Babette promised me to bake some cookies so I don't have to go empty handed. She makes really good ones so I think Benoit will like them. Solange will give him a new LP, but then she doesn't have money problems.


Even if we stay late at the party, there is no problem, Didier will take me home on his bike, as he lives beyond my village. Mum didn't want me to stay late, but Dad gave me his permission. Since she is pregnant, she worries about everything, is afraid about everything. Before she wasn't so. Maybe it is normal that pregnant women change their character, who knows?


Didier, my schoolmate, not my brother, is not a handsome boy, but he is the most likable in my class - always cheerful and somewhat mad; no, not mad crazy, but a lot of fun. In school he is not so good (doesn't like much to study). On the other hand, the one who is a brain is Michel. He really has such a big head. He is also a little nasty but possibly I think so just because I envy him a little. In fact girls find him attractive. Michel necks with Marie France. Both four-eyes, both skinny, they really are well-matched. I think that if they made sex, you could hear the rattle of their bones, and the clinking of their eyeglasses.

Thursday, December 23 rd, 1971

I'm writing by flashlight. I have to write about what happened at Benoit's party. His parents were not at home, it was just us class mates, as they left him the house free for the party and they went to see some relatives in Roanne and slept there.

Benoit had three stereos - one in the living room, one in his bedroom and one in his parent's bedroom. In the kitchen there was all the food and drinks - sandwiches, pastry, beers, cokes, and so on. Whoever wanted something had just to go there and help himself. Then you could go around the apartment to listen to music, or to chat or to play games. In the living room, some couples danced also. In his parents' bedroom there were at least seven of us stretched on the double bed, chatting and joking, including Benoit. In the corridor Robert was embracing Josiane, and I had the feeling she was caressing his fly, but I didn't look because it would have been stupid.


At a certain point Solange and I were alone in Benoit's room, sitting on his bed, as Alain and Catherine went in the kitchen to prepare some food. So she at once felt between my legs and asked me how he was. I answered he was sleeping and she said she would wake him up. Then, as if it was the most natural thing in this world, she proposed we lock ourselves in the bathroom, as she wanted to pull him out, and look at him and touch him. I looked at her astounded, and said no, because what would it look like if the others saw us going together in there. And she said "Silly boy! I thought about that..." The bathroom window opens on the kitchen balcony. She would go in the bathroom and close herself inside, then she would open the window, and I could jump inside, and leave afterwards, climbing over the windowsill and nobody would be aware of what we did. We just have to be quiet about it. I felt uncertain and nervous, but when she asked me if I was a man or not, I said that it was all right with me.


As I entered by the window, she closed it and at once started to unbutton my trousers. I was half ashamed, half aroused - possibly also by the danger, I don't know. She pulled my pants and shorts down so then I raised her skirt and lowered her lace panties. So we touched each other. I liked a lot feeling her hands on my free and hard dick and on my balls. She says: "It's beautiful." So I tried to push it between her legs. At first she seemed game, but when I tried to slip it inside, she pushed me away and said no, because she wants to remain a virgin. I felt like shit, as I was really turned on, more than that time with the prostitute. But then she said that with that young man during her holidays she made love, but in another way, so she was still virgin. I asked her, pissed off, how. She said me to let her do it. First she knelt in front of me and sucked it for a while - fucking hell, did I like it! It was really a great sensation. When she felt it was really hard, she stood up, turned her back to me and told me to slip it inside her little ass.


I tried but couldn't get it inside, and it was even rather hurting. She says: "It's a pity we don't have Vaseline, he used it and could enter me smoothly..." But I liked so much pushing it against her tight and hot little hole, feeling how it resisted me and palpitated. Meanwhile she was teasing her slit with her finger, so now I know that also girls jack off. After a while I was trying and pushing on her back hole, I came without even entering her. She parted, cleaned herself with the toilet paper, and tidied herself. When she saw I too had put back my trousers and buttoned them, she asked me if I liked it. I was just able to nod yes, and then she kissed me deep in my mouth, all her tongue inside me. But I think it would have been lot better if I could slip it all inside her. Then I left through the window, and she from the door so we joined the others and nobody suspected nothing. But now I want to have sex even more than before. It is so much better than doing it alone, with your hand!

Wednesday, January 12th, 1972

At school everybody just talks about the Christmas presents they got, or they show them each other. I received nothing. At home we don't have money for presents. But I'm ashamed to tell that to my mates, so I made like I received a nice pair of flannel pajamas, and an electric Phillips razor with three heads. Nobody knows that instead I use Dad's old hand razor. I just have to be careful not to cut myself now. Solange got a lot of presents, because money is for sure not a problem at her house.

No, to tell the truth, I received a present - Babette, Corinne and Didier made a drawing for me. Babette drew it with the pencil, Corinne filled with color the most difficult parts and Didier the easiest. It came out a somewhat messy thing, but I was pleased. And under it they wrote: "To our dear big brother with affection and a lot of greetings for a Merry Christmas" then their three signatures, if Didier's scrawl can be called a signature.


I don't feel like writing more. I feel tired. That is, I would like to write more, but I don't know what. I feel strange. Outside there is a pale setting sun. I would like to sleep, but to sleep for days and days. Also, because during the Christmas vacations I worked a lot to bring home some money. I split the firewood for Monsieur Fauchon who sells it for the wood stoves, and I delivered it. Just on Christmas day I stayed home, and slept almost all day long.


Solange has some relatives at home, so for a while I can't study at her place, and anyway it isn't possible, there is too much confusion. Now it would be better if I studied, but I really don't feel like it.


Mum will deliver in about a month. How big she got! She's sick a lot. I wonder if she was that sick when she was pregnant with us. I remember when she was waiting for Didier, but I can't remember if she was sick or not.


Didier, my friend, not my brother, always takes me home on his bike on those days I don't go to Saint Etienne to study with Solange. It is cold, but I can save the bus money and also a lot of time. I like riding curled up behind him, holding him tight, and my arms around his waist. At times I fancy lowering my hands and putting them between his legs, on his fly. Of course I can't do that he would think I'm a fag or something. My schoolmates, and especially Didier, often tell cruel jokes about fags. Once one of them tried with Patrick and François while they were going home, and they beat the shit out of him. At least, so they say. François and Patrick are always together like two brothers. They also dress almost the same. They are neighbors, so they always study together at Patrick's. They are so inseparable that I think that the day they have a girlfriend, they will have just one for the two of them. 




PART 3






January 24, 1972 - Monday

Today I was alone with Solange and tried again. But she told me to stop it. I was disappointed. I asked her if she didn't like me any more, and she said yes, that I am good-looking and hot and so on, but she's in love with somebody else, a twenty years old guy she met at her cousin's home. I, without thinking, told her that I really wanted to do it with her and then she says: "Go to the toilet and jack off, then." Yeah, right! I think I blushed bright red. Then she tells me that she wants to study with me because I'm nice, but that I have to stop teasing her if I don't want to spoil our friendship. I got pissed off. She's the one who has always been teasing me, not the other way around. So I stood up and went to the toilet to do exactly what she said. While I was beating off, I was thinking of her new boyfriend - which I tied him up tight and shoved it up his ass to make him pay and was telling him "You fuck her, so I fuck you!" I came suddenly and spurted all over, so that afterward I had to clean everything up with toilet paper. When I went back, Solange asks me unbelieving: "You really went to jerk off?" and I answered yes, so that she can be sure I would not touch her. She laughed softly and gave me a light caress but I pulled back and asked if she wanted to study or what. So, with Solange it is over. She can go to be fucked in her ass by her twenty year old guy, the turd. I really think that I won't study at her place any more and that tomorrow I will ask Didier if he can take me home on his motorbike.
25th of January '72, Tuesday

Didier gave me a ride on his motorbike. Being like that, holding on to him tightly, feeling his heat, then the bike vibrations, I got a hard on and I hoped he wouldn't be aware of that.

Didier, my brother, is in bed with the mumps. He is now sleeping. We all had them, so there is no danger. Mum seems to be a little better and says that it is only a few days more. If he is a boy, they will call him Eric, and if she is a girl, Eve. I never noticed that, but they chose our names in alphabetical order, so, the new born being the fifth, his or her name has to start with a E. Dad explained that to me yesterday, he never told me before and I really didn't notice it. Dad is more and more tired, he works too much. So we don't see him at home very much, and I miss him, because I feel really good with him when he is not so tired, like he is now, that he almost can't talk and just grumbles. Poor Dad!


Babette has a boy who is hanging around her, even if she says it is not true. But seeing how gentle he is, and how she looks at him, I really think they are necking. Who knows if they too do the things I did with Solange? Probably yes, it would just be natural. But it has a weird effect on me thinking about Babette giving him head... And does she take it in her ass to remain a virgin?


Solange, now that I told her I won't study with her any more, is pissed at me, the little bitch. Well, tough shit. I don't need her to study, especially since I'll probably go to study at Didier's house. He needs some help and I'll help him gladly.

Third of February 1972, Thu.

Today at four p.m. Mum didn't have a baby, she had two! Twin boys, so they named them Eric and Etienne. Tomorrow we will go to the clinic to see them. Dad got the day off, so he was there. He's happy, but also worried: he didn't expect two just in one go! He now has to support eight people. I told him "Dad, I'll stop going to school and I'll find a job." but he said that as long as he is alive, and has two good arms, I have to study, because he will provide for the family and he doesn't want me to end up like him. And then, he added that anyway now, whether the Pope and the priests are happy with it or not, he will be more careful so that there will be no more children, at least for a good while. And he said that in two years I'll graduate and then I could help him, so that he can slow down. Then he asked me if by chance I don't like school, and I told him that yes, I like it a lot, mainly now that the history teacher has changed and I have no problems with the new one. He laughed, then asked me: "Would you like to go to the university, after you get your bac? I can still plod along if you want to continue to study, I'm still young." I told him no, after high school graduation I want to find a job. It is somewhat a lie. I would like to continue, but he can't continue the way he is, my poor Dad, it would not be fair, he is doing already too much for us. Last year I didn't care about attending the university. It is probably Solange's fault if I changed my mind... But it is all right this way.

Babette fixed our supper. She does the biggest part of Mum's chores, even if I try to help her and Corinne too, whatever she can. We ate, then two of Dads miner friends came by and they went out to have a few drinks at the tavern. I put Didier to bed while Babette helped Corinne finish her homework. Then I started to write in this diary again. I think that in a while I'll hit the bed. I'm anxious to see my two new little brothers tomorrow.

11th of February 1972, Friday

This week lot of things happened.

Mum came back home with the little twins. They are nice and they really are like two peas in a pod - you really can't tell them apart. Good news: Dad got a small pay raise. He says that the boss is really humane because he hadn't yet earned a raise but that, having two more mouths to feed... well, he cared.


Babette got a bad grade at school and made a big deal out of it. Sure, with her chores and all, she couldn't be as prepared as usual. I told her not to blame herself, and I tried to console her a bit. Our aunt Jeanne came to see the twins. Her son Horace drove her. He is already 18 years old and now works where I worked last summer. He says that Thibaud and Philippe send me their greetings and that they always talk to him about me, how nice I was and what a good worker I was and so on.


Then, there is one more thing I want to write about. I left it on purpose for last.


Wednesday, after school, I went again to Didier's home to study with him. His father owns a deli in the nearby village, and his mother helps out there. He has an older brother who got married in May of last year, so he doesn't live with them any more. In the afternoons we always are alone at home, and a little we study, and a little we listen to music. He has great LPs of our favorite rock music. Didier is skilled at dancing the rock-'n-roll, and said he wants to teach me.


Wednesday, we were loafing on his sofa listening to music, when I realized that the trousers between his legs were rising like a tent. I was asking myself if he had a hard on when he, who must have noticed where I was looking, tells me that he was turned on and asked me if it ever happens to me too. I told him yes at times it happens to me too. Then he asks me if, to make it go back down, I jack off as he does. I tell him yes, since I don't have a girl friend now. He asks me if my girlfriend was Solange, and if I did something with her. I say to him "just a few things". And he says: "Would you believe me if I tell you that I never did more than kiss and touch a girl's tits?" I say yes, I believe him, but I ask him how come. And he: "Because I don't give much of a shit for girls, at least for the moment." Then he changed the subject.


Yesterday afternoon, as we entered his home, he tells me that he is aware that often I get hard ons when I am on the bike with him, then he says: "Today too you got a hard on, right?" I feel like shit, and don't know what to say. And he continues: "To me too the bike has that same effect. It is somewhat like jerking off, just you don't come. I would like once to jerk off while I ride, but then, who holds the handlebars of the bike, if I have my hand on my own handlebar?" I laugh at this and he laughs too, then he says: "But, you could jerk me off, as your hands are free, just to see what kind of feeling it gives." I think he's joking, so I say: "And the people we meet on the road will think I took the wrong handlebar, and that I'm not able to tell the difference between a male and a bike!" And he says: "I know a road where nobody ever goes. It has such an old asphalt surface that the bike vibrates even stronger... It would be great, don't you think?" And I, still joking, say: "Sure as shit. We just invented the motorized jerk off!"


The telephone rings and he goes to answer it. Then, when he's back, who thinks any more about that subject? - So we start again to study.


But this afternoon, coming back, at a certain point he turns onto a road I didn't know. "Where are you going?" I ask him, surprised. And he says: "This is the road I was telling you about. Go on, take my prick out and beat it. It's already hard." I feel like shit, and he says: "Go on, what you waiting for!?" And then, I don't know what happened to me, I got a hard on at once and didn't feel ashamed any more. From behind I lowered my hands and felt his cock pushing against his pants. So I lowered his zipper, reached in and pulled it out and started jerking him. His dick filled my hand. Being in back of him I couldn't see it, but I could feel it, hot and hard, and I was really aroused having it in my hand and beating it. After a while he shouts: "Here I come!" and I feel him tremble all over, and the bike veers but he gains control and stops. When he veered, I let go his dick and held onto his sides. He puts down his legs, switches off the engine, pulls out a handkerchief, cleans his cock off and puts it inside his trousers. Then he turns towards me with a wide smile and says: "Wow, it has been great, Alain! Even better than I thought." Then he adds "This time you got a hard on too, didn't you? I can feel it." and I say: "Sure, mine is still hard!" and he says: "Right, you didn't come. If you were able to ride a bike, we could swap positions, now." Then I, as if it was the most natural thing in this world to say, tell him: "Well even with the bike stopped, you can make me come, can't you?" And he says: "Then, pull it out, go on!" So, without a second thought, I pulled it out, and the funny thing is that I didn't feel ashamed at all. He took it and jerked me off and I came almost immediately, I was so aroused. Then, while I was cleaning myself, he says: "So now we are even." We went back on the bike and went to his home, all as if absolutely nothing unusual happened.


But I still feel the heat and the hold of his hand on my dick, and the pleasure he gave me, and still feel his dick palpitating inside my fist. Didier's was the first naked dick I touched, I took it in my hand, and I liked holding and beating it. I'm getting a hard on again just writing these things and thinking about them! But he saw mine and I didn't see his, and I would like to see it. But I think I would be ashamed to ask him. Who knows how he will behave, tomorrow? Will we do it again?

12th of Feb. '72 - Saturday

Today nothing happened. Because there was heavy traffic on the road and anyway he didn't even try to take that other road through the fields. Even at home he didn't talk about it, so I didn't either, even though I wanted to.
20th Feb. 1972, Sunday

Today Horace came to see us with his car, and with him there was also Philippe, the guy from my summer job, who says that they were now friends. When he heard my cousin was coming to see us, he asked to come for the visit. On the one hand I was happy, but on the other also somewhat embarrassed because of the way we parted the last time, when he wanted me to touch his rod and I was near to stretching out my hand if that other guy hadn't entered the toilets.

At first, nothing happens. We all chat together. Corinne sits on Horace's legs and wants to play with him, and is at once imitated by Didì, my little brother. Babette has Eric in her arms, and mum has Etienne.


Then Philippe tells me: "I'm out of cigarettes. Is there somebody here in your village who sells them?" I tell him yes and explain how to get there. But he says: "Wouldn't you come with me?" so we go out. As soon as we are alone, he tells me that he really wanted to meet me again, that he often thinks of me, and that he is sorry I don't work at his place any more, as we could become friends. I agree. But he says: "But close friends, okay." I again agree. Then he comes closer to me takes my arm and says: "It's a shame, the last day... we were near becoming... very close. Do you remember?" I must have blushed, because he laughs and says: "Yes, you do remember!"


Then he says: "I like you a lot, don't you have a place where we can be safe, you and I, now?" I at once understand what he means and I swear that I love the thought of looking again at his dick, and this time also touching it, but for sure not at home. Too many people! It's not safe there, but where? I really don't know, I tell him. And he at once says: "Coming here I was thinking about that. Do you know what I suggest? Let's go back to your house and tell them the shop is out of the brand I usually smoke. I'll ask Horace to lend me his car to go to the nearby village. Then we can look for a place, or even do it in the car. What do you think?" I feel more and more like saying yes, but am also scared, it is the middle of the day. We can be caught. It's true that I did it with Didier on his bike in the daytime, on that side road... Philippe takes me again by my arm and says: "So then, do you like the idea? You'll see, it will be fun," and then he insists and at the end I say yes to him. Going back home, I ask him: "You and Horace..." and I don't know how to ask him, but he understands and says: "No, we just work together. But I saw his dick - he has just a little finger in there, not a good tool like yours!"


But when we got back home, Corinne begs to come in the car with us, and we couldn't say no without arousing suspicion. So we really went to buy the cigarettes. Later Philippe told me, "Now that I know the way to your home, I'll be back to see you with Horace, and maybe we can make it turn out right!" So, unhappily, nothing happened.

10th of March 1972, Friday

Today I tried again with Didier and I felt like a shit when, while riding back home, I put my hand between his legs and fingered his cock. He says, laughing: "To try it once is OK, but twice it becomes a vice. You don't want to become a fag, do you?" Then I say: "No, what's the matter? It seemed to me that you were the one who wanted it." "If you mean that I have a hard on, right. But it doesn't mean that..." then I said, hurriedly: "Sure, You are right." Then at his place all was as usual and he didn't make any comment. Happily. I wouldn't like him to think I am one of them. Also Philippe likes touching, and yet he is married and has a son, therefore he is not a fag. He just likes to have fun. I think that Didier is just ashamed, or he fears I will think evil of him.
19th of March 1972, Sunday

Horace and Philippe came again, and this time he brought his wife and their two-year-old son with him. As soon as we were alone for a moment, he says: "Today we have to do it. Did you find a place?" And I say: "No, I didn't even think about that." Then he smiles with a sly expression and says: "But I did. Coming here I had the idea. I saw that here at your village they are showing an R-rated movie. We can go see it, and we can do it there." I say: "In the theater?" and he: "In the dark it's possible to do plenty of things." "But there, in the theater?" I insist, astounded. "Yes, sure, in the afternoon there are always very few people, and we can find a quiet corner." And I say: "No, it's too dangerous." Then we have to stop talking. He looks at me, I look at him and I feel that we both desire it, but...

Mum, after a while, asks me to go buy some fresh milk for the twins and for Philippe's son, and he at once asks: "Is the dairy farm far off?" "A good 45 minutes on foot, at Alain's pace," Babette answers. So he says: "Well, if Horace lends me his car, we can go together in no time." This time nobody says they will come with us, so we two go, alone. On the road, just out of the village, he stretches out his hand and fingers me. "Yours is still soft. Feel mine, instead." I stretch my hand and feel it, under his trouser fabric, nicely hard. I like feeling it, feeling that hardness, so I continue. Philippe says: "Here nobody can see us. Now I'll stop on the side and we can have some fun." And I say: "But if somebody comes? It's day-time." "We will see them coming far off, here we are on a straight stretch." So he stops and at once he unbuttons his fly and he pulls it out, really beautiful as I remembered it. I'm all upset and tremble, I'm afraid somebody could come, but finally take it in my hand, and I like it. He rummages between my legs and feels that now mine too is hard, he smiles at me and pulls it out and fingers it - fucking hell, don't I like it? Then he does something that I really didn't expect. He bends down with his head between my legs and takes it all into his mouth! He is a lot more skilled than Solange and I madly like the feeling, it is like a lot of electric shocks - but of pure pleasure. I nervously look at the road in front and on back of us, but nobody is coming and he meanwhile is bobbing up and down with his head on my stake. I never had it so hard! Then he stops and pushes down my head between his legs. I never did it before, but I feel curious about trying it. First I notice the smell of his tool, and I like it. Then also its taste and I like that also. With his hands he makes me understand that I am to move my head up and down as he did to me. I like feeling it slipping and trembling inside my mouth, it is smooth and hard, and it darts...


Then he says: "People coming!" and we rush to tidy ourselves. I feel my heart beating so strong like as if it went crazy. A car passes fast. I am now nervous: "Let's go, it's becoming late." and he: "Yes. But did you like it?" I nod in assent and he, while starting the car, says: "I too, even if we didn't come. We have to meet again and find a way to do it in peace. Maybe I can invite you to my home when my wife goes to see her mother. Will you come to my place?" I again nod yes. I'm almost not able to speak, I'm still too tense and stirred and my head spins as if I was a little drunk.

28th of March 1972, Tuesday

Today Solange asked me to go again to her home to study with her. She insisted a lot, but I answered no. She then said that she didn't meet that boy any more that she cut with him because she wanted to be my girlfriend, for real. I, on the one hand, I would like that, but perhaps I am much too proud, so I told her no. To be precise, I told her: "I don't like being the spare wheel!"
17th of April 1972 - Monday

This is my seventeenth birthday. I have been writing in this diary exactly one year, so this evening I read all of it again. I didn't even remember some of the things I recorded here. Perhaps it is why people write diaries. What great reading! Memories come back, and are not lost. Who knows what I'll write, this year? It would be awesome if in my diary, I could read the things yet to come instead of those of the past. Or perhaps it wouldn't, who knows?...

I was thinking again about going to the University. If we were not in need of money, I would like to go. The more I get good results at school, the more I like studying. I would like to become a writer. If I had more money, I would like to buy many books - I like reading. I've read some books loaned by my friends or the school library. I loved Saint Exupery and Victor Hugo, and also the San Antonio, or the Maigret detective stories. Also Molière, but he is more difficult. I would like writing my own novels. But I would have to study a lot, I think, to become a good writer. At times I fantasize and invent beautiful stories; at least they seem beautiful to me. But who knows whether others would like them? For the moment I content myself thinking about them. And then, what does one have to do to become a writer and to print books? And then, also, reading back through this diary I'm aware that my French is not very correct and literary.


But now, the main thing is to finish school and pass the final examinations. Then I have to look for a good job to let Dad have some rest.

April 23rd, Sunday

Babette's boyfriend is really nice. He seems like a rascal but he is a good boy. Anyway I think that these two, if not actually fucking, do something together. They didn't notice me, but I saw them, hiding behind our house, kissing, and it was not a peck like two friends or two innocents, for sure. Her hands caressed his small ass and his hands caressed Babette's and I bet he had a hard on and let Babette feel it...

The important thing is that Babette seems happy flirting with him. He is my age even if he looks younger than me. He works for the baker and may even be the baker's nephew or something like that, the needy-relative kind, anyway. They first met at the oven. Even though Babette insists that "really there is nothing..." when she goes to buy bread, who knows why, he always gives her an extra weight... especially if the owner's wife is not around.

29th of April 1972 - Saturday

Today when I got out of school, there was Philippe waiting for me. It was a surprise; I really didn't expect to find him there. He told me that he knew the name of my high school from Horace. He says that tomorrow he will be alone at home, if I want to go see him... I would like to, but I don't know, I have to ask my folks. They probably will say yes. He says: "There is a train coming at 10:27, on Sunday. I'll wait for you at the station. If you are not on that train, we can make it another time, but try to come, I'm really longing for it." I told him yes.

Back home, I asked my mother and she said yes. "He is likeable, that Philippe, and then he works there in the factory and he can possibly help you get hired again, next summer. Yes, you can go. Give my greetings to his wife and tell them to come to see us again." Of course I didn't tell her that his wife will not be at home, and that Philippe and I will be alone.


Solange, when she got off school, there was a boy waiting for her and she gave him a kiss then looked at me to see if I had noticed that. For sure she hopes to make me jealous, or perhaps she wants just to tease me, but I don't give a shit. When I feel like it, I'll look for another girl, less of a bitch than her, and who makes less of a fuss about fucking.

30th of April 1972 - Sunday

With Philippe it has been fun in the deepest meaning of the word! He was waiting for me at the station and as soon as he saw me getting off the train he was as happy as can be. He at once took me to his apartment and we had just entered, just enough time to shut the door, when he was already undressing me. I was surprised, but not at all embarrassed and in a moment I was naked, then he undressed himself too. He really has a beautiful manly body and seeing him completely naked is lots more exciting than just seeing his tool. He said that I too have a beautiful body even if I am still a boy. He is a well shaped man. I asked him if he works out to have such a body and he says yes, he often goes to play tennis in a club, and swims a lot in the river.

Then he took me to the double bed where he sleeps with his wife and we lay down. We took each other in our mouths at the same time, that is, we did a 69. He explained to me that that is what it is called. It was really very good and agreeable doing it that way. I was so turned on that I came first. He swallowed it all, without even trying to pull away! Then he tells me "I'm coming, Alain, you drink it too." I didn't know if I would like it, I never tried it before, but I nodded and continued. His orgasm came soon and I felt the jets and squirts fill my mouth. It was warm and thick. I try to swallow but it startled me so that I gagged and tears come out. When he pulled it out of my mouth he realized what happened, so he says "Spit it out here, on the towel, go on!" and I spat it out. But the taste lingered in my mouth. It is not bad, after all. He asked, "Is this your first time?" and I said "Yes, I couldn't..." "Don't mind," he told me. He smiled and stroked my hair. Then I asked him "You, it is not your first time?" He laughed, "No no." And I asked, "But do you like it?" "Oh yes." Then I asked, "But who did you do it with?" "Oh, people you don't know." And I ask him amazed, "People? You mean more than one? Many?" "Yeah sure, you are not the first, but I like you. And you, how many have you done it with?" So I tell him about the prostitute, Solange and Didier. "Just those?" he asks me amazed. "Yes" I say and he "Well, you're still so young, you have plenty of time. But do you like a man or a woman best?" "I don't know. Both I think. But I prefer to look at men, the male is more beautiful." "Oh yes" he says, "between males it is really a lot better."


Then he gave me one of his robes, so we went to the kitchen and he fixed some food. He is a good cook. Then we watched some sports on TV. Then he says "Before going back home, do you feel like making it again? I'm getting another hard on, just being near you. I really want it again." I say yes without hesitation and so we went back to his bed. This time I really want to swallow it, I think. So when he exploded, and this time he was first, I swallowed it all. It's not so difficult. It has a weird taste but not bad, and this time it seems to me it is even sweeter than the first time, but I could be wrong. Anyway I had only a little difficulty in swallowing it all. I liked the aftertaste well enough. No, it is not really a weird taste, just a little odd.


And Philippe is really a good-looking male. It's evident he does work out at sports. 




PART 4






May 12th, 1972, Friday

Today, coming back on the motorbike with Didier, I was thinking about the homework I had to do for school, when he took the hand that I had on his stomach, pushed it down between his legs and shouted at me, "Feel how hard it is!" Without thinking twice, I leaned close to his ear and asked, "Do you want to do like last time? Do I have to beat it off?" He shouted back, "I don't know... it's probably better not to. I don't want to get to like it too much." So, I asked, "What's wrong with that? Aren't we mates, friends?" and I continued fondling him. We had to shout to hear each other over the noise of the engine. Stopping at the side of the road, he turned towards me with these words, "I don't know, Alain. I wouldn't like to become a faggot, but I crave doing it." So, I looked straight into his eyes, and said, self-assuredly, "You are not at all effeminate. You don't run such a risk. And between real friends, it's possible to do these things..." Then he said, "Yes, that's true. You too aren't effeminate. But, doing it again and again... I wouldn't want to become too used to it, you understand? Anyway... it was really great how you beat me off the other time. It was a lot better than just jerking off alone." So, I said, "And there is an even better way..." "Really?" he said, "and what is it?" "Getting blown," I quietly answered. He laughed, "Yeah, but that, it's only girls and faggots who are ready to do it. And I don't see any of them here." "Have you ever been blown?" I asked. "Just once... by a fag." "Do you know a fag?" "You know him too." "Me? Who are you talking about?" I asked him astounded, as if I didn't know one. "Robert," he announced, seriously. Then I, "Come on! Robert Delormes?" "In person," Didier said, self-assuredly. "But Robert flirts with Josiane! And he's not at all effeminate, is he? He is one of the most masculine of us males! What bullshit are you telling me?"

"Josiane told me. She said that he goes to the movies to be done by some of the guys there. At first, I didn't believe her, just like you now. I too thought it was all bullshit. But then, do you remember when the school organized a ski week? You didn't come. We all had twin bedrooms and he shared one with me. At night I woke up, when I heard him getting up. He was going to the toilet, I thought. But I heard him climbing the stairs and the toilets are downstairs, not upstairs. So, I got up, and quietly climbed the stairs but there was nobody there. Everything was dark, silent, and the doors shut. I thought I was mistaken, and was about to go back, when I noticed a thin streak of light coming out from under a door, the door of our ski instructor. So, I peeked through the key hole and saw Robert stark naked on the instructor's bed, crouching between his legs, bobbing his head up and down, sucking him off. And then I saw that Robert got on all fours and the instructor moved to his back and pushed his whole hard rod inside Robert's ass-hole and started to fuck him! I swear, I didn't believe my eyes - Robert letting a man fuck him like a girl! I went back downstairs. After a while Robert silently came back. I, having got a hard-on, switched on the light and told him, 'Come here, buddy!' As he did, I pulled off the covers and showed him my hard-on, but he said nothing. So I ordered him, 'Suck it, buddy. Make me come in your mouth.' 'Are you crazy or what?' he whispered, but I said, 'If you don't suck it, I'll tell everybody that I saw the instructor fucking you in the ass.' He begged, 'No, please! Don't ruin me!' and down he went and gave me head. He's really good at it - and, he swallowed every bit of the come. Don't tell anybody, but I really enjoyed it. Then, the next few nights, he wanted to give me head, or to have me fuck his ass, but I wasn't game, because I didn't want to become like him."


I was there, agape, and didn't know whether to believe Didier or not. But Didier, from what I know, is not at all a bullshitter. But if a manly boy like Robert is really a faggot, then, how can you understand who is a fag and who isn't? So, even Philippe, or Didier, or even I could be a faggot? I was really confused. Anyway, out of prudence, we decided to do nothing even if both of us desired it. Can one become a fag, or is one born so? I never thought about this problem, but now I would really like to know the answer. Robert a faggot? Unbelievable!

May 18, '72 - Thu.

I have been observing Robert for some days at school. It seems to me completely impossible that he is what Didier says. And if he really is a faggot, how come he still flirts with Josiane, and she with him, even if, according to Didier, she has to know about it? Anyway... if Robert told me: "I'll like giving you head" I'd accept at once, and not just once. And possibly I'd also like to fuck his ass.

I was never very close to Robert. He seems not to be friends with any of us boys and it really seems the guy is always hanging around the girls. At P.E. time he is one of the best and he has a body to make all us boys envious. And between his legs, to judge from the basket in his briefs when we change in the locker room, he seems to have a good-sized tool. Fags, on the contrary, have small dicks, everybody knows that. No, Didier just pulled my leg!

5/23/72 Tuesday

The school year is near its end. Mum asked cousin Horace if he thinks they will hire me again, next summer, in the factory. Horace says that he doesn't work there any more because he found a place where the wage is higher. Then Mum asked me to pop up to Philippe's place to ask him if he can put in a good word for me. So today after P.E., I went to his home. His wife came to open the door and told me to wait as Philippe had just come back from work and was now in the shower. I fancied his beautiful naked body under the water spray. If his wife wasn't there, I would have gone in the bathroom to look at it. Finally he comes out wearing a bathrobe. I tell him why I was there, and he says he is almost certain they will hire me again, as I gave them a very good impression. Moreover, the warehouse helper is leaving for the army so I can take his place and stay with him in his department. He says that five days ago he bought a motorbike so he can come to tell me the answer, be it a yes as he presumes, or a no. Then he tells me: "If you want, I'll dress and take you home on my bike." I say yes and wait. His wife asks me news about my mother and all my family and says we are really a nice family and to greet everybody on her behalf. Philippe and I went outside. On his bike, as soon as we are out of the town, I finger him between his legs. He shouts, "Stop it or I'll have an accident!" and I, "It's been too long, I want it." "Almost a month. I'd like it, too," he says. Its dusk and the headlights are already on. "Find a safe place and stop, please!" I say. "All right, that's just what I was thinking," he says, and soon he turns in a small side road and stops behind some tall bushes. We sucked each other for a good while, taking turns. Then we ended jerking off each other until we came. "In bed, it's a lot better." I said and he, "Yes, but how can we? At your home there is always someone. But... if you really come to work with me, we can get together." And I: "Get together? How? At work it will be risky. We can get caught." "Don't worry," he says, "I've a plan. You'll see." but he didn't want to explain it to me. Then he took me home.
18th of June 1972, Sunday

Yesterday we received our final grades - I passed again, but this year I was sure I could, I had good marks. Then, this evening Philippe came and he says that I can start tomorrow to work with him, as they will hire me again, and that I'll work in his department, with him. I'm happy, so I can bring some money home, as there is never enough. Then I'll meet Thibaud again, and I'm really glad about that, and also about Jean and Michel and the others. And Philippe, of course. As he dropped me off near our house, I asked if he thought about how we could have sex again, and he answered, "Don't worry". But again he didn't want to explain to me how. He wanted to do something right there, but we were still too close to the village and it was risky. We just brushed each other a while through our trousers and were near coming in our pants, so we had to stop.

Babette passed, of course, with full marks, and Corinne also did very well.


Eric and Etienne are growing up nicely and are more and more handsome. If you see them you really can't tell them apart. When they're together at home, we can tell, as Eric is sweeter and Etienne more of a bully, but it's difficult all the same. Anyway Mum put a bracelet on each of them with their name on it, so it's easier. I said that we had to give them each a different tattoo to be really sure the bracelets are not exchanged, but Mum got mad at me. It seemed me a good idea... Errr...


Now Didì is sleeping in his bed here near my desk with the covers off him as it is hot weather. He too is growing well. Next year I will be in my final course and will have the final test and get my bac. The year after, Didier will start to go to school. Happily I will start to work. If we have enough money, I would like to give Dad and Mum a TV set, eventually, even if it's only a black and white one. And I would also like to buy a record player, but I may be dreaming too much. There are more essential and useful things to buy first. Sometimes, we go to watch TV at our neighbor's house, it's a color TV. It's great. We just have an old radio that Uncle Michel, Mum's brother, gave us. Better than nothing.


Aunt Madeleine, Dad's sister, married a German man just last week and went to live with him in Nuremberg. They invited us to their wedding, but we didn't go as we didn't have enough money to give them a present, and Dad didn't want to go empty handed. From his pictures, Kurt, Madeleine's husband, seems a real hunk.

June 24th, 1972, Saturday

Today Philippe, after work, took me home with his motorbike again. Then when we got there, he says he has to talk with my parents. So, he says to them, as his wife and son will leave on Monday to spend the Summer at her parents' seaside house, he will be alone, so he asks my parents to let me to stay at his house during the week, and to come back home here at the village on Sundays. This is the surprise he had for me and it is really a good surprise - so we can sleep every night together in his double bed, and do all we please, comfortably and safe. Of course he didn't give my parents a clue about the real reason for his offer, but he pretended that this way I will be less tired and save my bus money, and he gets at least company and will feel less lonely...

While he is speaking I cross my fingers inside my pockets, hoping that my parents will agree, because in this first week we never had the occasion to do anything much, just some fondling when nobody was around. Mum seemed not to want it (the usual pretext "too much trouble" and so on) but Dad said "Sure. Good deal." So tomorrow evening he will come here to pick up the things I'll need. And from Monday night, after work, I'll start to live with him. Philippe's wife, who of course knows nothing about all her husband and me do, is happy that Philippe will not be alone. Maybe because this way she can be sure he will not take a woman home while she is absent...


Besides jacking off alone, and some fondling with him, it is a century since I did anything with anybody and I really feel a huge yen in my body. So many times, just to see the full basket of Philippe, or of some other nice guy at work, I feel a real need to do something. I really think that one of the best things in life is having sex with someone. Jacking off is also good, but not so good. Being two it is a lot better, you enjoy sex a lot more. Even now that I'm writing here, at times I stop to beat my meat, but I'd rather be with Philippe, or with Didier, or at least with Solange. Of the three - four with the prostitute - till now Philippe is the one able to give me the most pleasure. Possibly because he is more adult and he is married, thus he has the experience, he is more skilled about sex. And starting from Monday we can start doing it again together. I'm really longing for it. Moreover, in a bed, completely naked, it is really a totally different thing.

27th of June 1972, Tuesday

In bed, Philippe is a real wizard and all afire! Yesterday night we had sex three times and we almost didn't sleep, so that this morning at work we both were just continually yawning and we laughed knowing why. In a short while we will have sex again. He is now taking his shower. I'm already stark naked waiting for him in his bedroom, and it is already hard and straight like a ramrod. I asked him if he has sex twice or three times each night with his wife, and he said no, usually just two times, one before sleeping and one as they wake up in the morning, but not always.

Here, I hear him coming.

June 28th 1972, Wednesday

Yesterday evening I had to stop writing because he was coming. I had just time to hide this diary among my clothes when he hugged me from behind, making me feel his beautiful hard stake, and he pushed me on his bed and we started at once. But, after we were engaged in a greedy sixty-nine for a while, he says, "Alain, I want to slip it inside your nice, firm, little ass." and I, "No, come on, not there." "But why? I really want it; you have such a beautiful little ass." "But only the fags take it in the ass, and I'm not a fag." "Come on, try it. You'll see, you'll like it. You take it in your mouth, don't you?" and I, "That's different. And anyway you suck mine too." "But I've taken it in my ass - does that make a fag of me? No." "In your ass? You? Come on! You let a man fuck your ass? And who is he?" "At times, a friend of mine, we took each other. But now he's gone to work to Lyon and we never met again." And I, amazed, "You really let that friend fuck you in the ass?" "Sure, of course, we were really friends. Aren't you a real friend?" "Sure I am, but I am not a faggot." "I know very well you are not, nobody can doubt that. But the real, close, intimate friends do it, one for the other, and I can't see why you insist in saying no to me." So, I say to him: "Well, the reason is that... I'm scared." "Scared? Of what?" "You will hurt me." "It does hurt a bit at first. I was hurt a little but, for my friend's pleasure, I accepted that. And after a few times, it didn't hurt any more, on the contrary, it was great." But I told him: "But I don't want to. What we have been doing up to now is great, isn't it?"

He made a long face and said to me, dryly: "Then it is not true you are my friend. I was a fool to think so." I felt like shit and wanted give him head as I know that he likes it a lot, but he pushed me away and told me to go sleep in the living room, on the couch. I'm really sorry, but now here I am alone, with him in his room alone, possibly jerking off... Anyway, I am. I hope that tomorrow he will be in a good mood and we can take up where we left off, doing what we were doing before.

June 30th, 1972, Friday

He was in a bad mood all yesterday and also today and he didn't want me in bed with him any more, and this is the last night at his home for me this week. If all stays as it is, I'm afraid next week he doesn't want to have me around any more... I am really sorry, and would really like having sex with him again. But I'm scared at the idea of being fucked. Only women and faggots take it in their asses, and I am not a fag. It is true that Philippe is not a fag either and yet he says that he let his friend fuck him... And if he took it... Possibly it is OK if you do it with a friend...

I think that I'll go in his room now and tell him I want to at least give it a try. But I am not yet really sure. But if I don't go... it'll all be over between us. No, I'll strip naked and go...



----------------


My ass aches, it really hurts! But...


When I arrived in his room and told him: "I want to try. But take it easy, please. I'm really scared." At first, he seemed not to believe me, but then he was happy. He pulled me in his bed and started to give me head as he is able to do, and it was really wonderful. Then he made me turn around and spread a kind of cold feeling cream in my hole, then put the tip of his tool there and started to push. Each inch he managed to get inside me hurt, but at the same time there was also a weird kind of pleasure, and that was good. I was more aroused than usual. I don't know, but I liked feeling him on top of me, feeling how much he wanted me, and even the pain was a kind of... a right pain. It's not that I like pain, not at all, but I understood what he said me, that for a friend you can also accept some pain. And his hard, strong dick trying to open me was hurting me but also giving me a strange pleasure.


He did it really gently. He tried to make me adjust, but there was a lot of pain, so after a while I told him: "Wait, it's hurting too much." I didn't want him to withdraw, so I urged, "Just wait, and stay still." It was a strange feeling - that big thing prying its way into my back door. Then he started to fondle my body all over, from my nipples to my dick, and when he felt I was being really turned on, he suddenly held me tight and thrust in, a big stroke. I screamed, it hurt so much. But he was already deep inside me, and he said: "if you tighten your hole, you will feel more pain and you'll hurt me also, but then it is your fault, not mine. I don't want to hurt you, I want you to enjoy it and to enjoy it with you, and can't you understand that? Relax, come on, and let me all the way in." I put my hand on my back as I thought he was already in - and then I understood that he was just half way inside me. So I said him, "Philippe, please, it really hurts a lot. Let's stop, please..." He, "You want me to stop, now? What kind of friend are you?" I felt almost like crying and told him, "What kind of friend are you if you want to keep hurting me? Please. I wanted to make you happy, or else I wouldn't have come here asking you to try, would I? But now I really can't, I swear. Possibly just because I am not yet used to it, I don't know..." So, he withdrew, and I was afraid he could possibly be mad again at me. When, teary eyed, I turned to look at him, his face was normal and he quietly said, "All right, but Monday you've got to let me try again, promise?" and I, "Why don't we suck each other, now? A nice sixty-nine?" His reply, "Tonight, OK, but on Monday we will try again, OK? If not, you'd better go to sleep at your place, because I want your nice little bottom too much to be frustrated again." I was somewhat sad, but I said, "All right, but if you promise to stop if it hurts too much." He said, "I promise!"


So we had a good sixty-nine and we came in each other's mouth, which I liked. But he said that he likes coming in an ass even better. Now he is sleeping and while I am writing I turn to look at him, all naked sleeping blissfully on top of the covers, and I like him a lot. I promised him that Monday I'll let him try again, but I am not so convinced. Anyway, Philippe is a real nice hunk and is able to give me a lot of pleasure, and I would regret it if he didn't want to have sex with me, if he doesn't want me in bed with him any more. Even just sleeping all naked against him, feeling him so near to me is so great... Yes, I feel that Monday I will give it at least another try!

July 3rd, Monday

This morning at the factory, a moment we were alone, Philippe tells me, "Then its set for tonight, right?" I feel somewhat hesitant and he tells me, "You know how much I like doing it with you, don't you? Come on, Alain, don't make me beg!" Then I ask him: "but you, when you took it in the ass the first time, didn't it hurt a lot?" "Sure, I told you. When one is a virgin, the first few times always hurts." "Oh yeah, so why did you let him take you?" "I told you, first because he was a friend. And second, because I knew that gradually it doesn't hurt any more. It becomes rather enjoyable." "Do you mean that now you like it?" "Sure!" So I say, "Then, would you let me fuck you in the ass?" "Yeah, sure, but only if you let me take you first." So, I said to him "All right, tonight we will try again. But you have to swear to me that if it hurts too much, you'll stop." "Of course. I'm not a beast, am I? I'm your friend. But you have to promise to try to hold out longer..."

So, as we went back to his home, he wanted to try at once, because he was already incredibly turned on. This time, instead of having me lying on my tummy, he put me on my back and lifted up my legs and rested them on his shoulders. Then he spread the cream on my hole and on his rod. Seeing him so straight and hard and so big, nearing my hole, and then feeling him starting to push, I was really scared. He was keeping my butt spread with both his hands and was pushing more and more. I shut my eyes. I felt his rod opening me up, and slipping inside me, and filling me, and it was weird - and it really hurt. "Go easy, please..." I begged in a moan and he: "I am going easy, sure. But you have to relax, Alain!" He was pushing strongly and I could not stand the increasing pain. "Oh, stop, please! It hurts too much!" I whined, Then he, "Are you a man or a cheap woman? Stop complaining and just let me do it. Relax, baby, relax! You are so tense!" I tried to relax but the pain was still increasing and tears come out, and I said again: "Please, stop!" and tried to wriggle out, but he held me fast and gave a big thrust, and I felt it sinking inside me, deep, deep inside. I screamed but didn't move as I felt that if I did the pain would be even bigger. And he was filling me and sinking even deeper and I felt scared he would rip me apart. Then he stopped for a while and we remained like that - still, silent, panting - both of us, with him embedded inside me.


Then with tears still streaming down my cheeks, I told him, "Please, I don't want you to get mad at me, but pull out, please." He, with an almost sweet voice, whispered, "Not now. I'm completely inside you, Alain, the hard part is over. Just stay still and relax boy, and you'll see, you'll get used to it." After some more moments, he started to very slowly withdraw, little by little, and I was starting to breathe again even though my eyes were closed with pain. But when he was almost all out, he suddenly gave another thrust and sank completely inside me again. He started to move so - backwards slowly, forwards strong - one stroke after the other, and I became aware that the pain didn't grow any more, and if I relaxed it really was less painful. So I tried. He noticed my change, and then started to pump inside me a little faster. I opened my eyes and saw that he was on a high, his eyes shining. He urged, "Come on, Alain, you'll see that you'll get used to it, and you'll like it so much that you'll be the one to beg me for it." I couldn't believe that, but let him go ahead.


He became more and more aroused, and was saying: "Oh my god, how beautiful. What a wonderful tight little ass you have. Oh god, you are so much better than my wife." He kept on pumping inside me, hot like a branding iron, until I felt he was coming, giving strong thrusts and pushing with all his means, all his body trembling and all his skin shining with small drops of sweat. I never saw him enjoy anything so much. Inside my head rose a new thought - it's me who's making him so happy. I felt like astounded but also proud.


Then he collapsed on top of me, panting, "What a fuck! You are really something! I like you too much, Alain. You are a real friend. And in bed you are really better than my wife, so much better, do you know?" He dried my cheeks and comforted me, "I know you felt pain, yet you have been a real man, a true friend to endure it for me. Now, as your reward, I'll suck you thoroughly, just as you like it." "But then," I asked, "you'll let me take you?" "Sure, willingly. Do you know? I've had only two cherries in my life, my wife's in front and yours in back."


He started to lick and suck my cock so skillfully, teasing my nipples and touching me in all the good spots in ways that he never touched me before, that I suddenly came in his throat... so I didn't get to put it in his ass. He told me, "You'll fuck my ass tomorrow night. Now let's sleep." And he fell asleep soon, with a smile of bliss on his face. I can't sleep, because as I move my ass hurts and when I touch my hole I'm even amazed that there is no blood. So, after a while I got up to write these things.


Anyway, I'm happy he said twice that I'm better than his wife.

July 6th 1972, Thursday

I suspect he does it on purpose - he makes me come with his mouth, so that I have no more strength left to put it in his ass. When he screws my ass it still hurts, but a little less and tonight for the first time I got a hard-on as soon as he slipped it inside me. While he was fucking me I also felt some pleasure, therefore he is right when he says that one gets used to it and it will hurt less and less and it will be more and more pleasurable. But I too want try to fuck his ass. Now he is fixing supper in the kitchen. After we had sex, we both stay naked. Its great going around in the apartment stark naked. Philippe really has a beautiful body and while I'm writing I recall his body and I'm getting another hard-on. The more we have sex, the more I feel the need of having it! I think that after supper, I can possibly fuck his ass, because when I reminded him that he promised me, he said that there was no problem for him.

He became aware I'm writing a diary and he wanted to read it. But I don't want him to. He asked if I write about him in it, and I said no, because otherwise he would have insisted on reading it.



------------------------


I stopped writing as supper was on table. While we were eating I asked him why he prefers having sex with me than with his wife, and he said, "With you sex is a lot better. My wife doesn't like to give me head, and doesn't want it in her ass, two things I love doing. And then, if it was just up to her, she would make love a couple of times per week, but I need it every day, so I have to insist, not like with you. You never say no. And then, she lets me fuck her and that's all, she never takes the initiative. She doesn't take part the way you do. And so, I have better orgasms with you." I told him that on the contrary Solange wanted to be fucked only in her ass and not in her pussy and that she was to take the initiative, or there was nothing to do. Philippe said, "Women are really weird. We guys can understand each other much better. It's really true. I fit so nicely with you!" Then I asked him, "Whose cherry did you like taking best, hers or mine?" "Yours, for sure. Your little ass is really tight and firm, and is the best I ever had in my life, I swear. My wife's pussy... I almost didn't realize she was still a virgin."


He is now showering, I already did. Then he will come to bed. He said to me, "Get ready, because tonight you'll be the one to fuck an ass for the first time - my ass." At last! I really am longing to try it! 




PART 5






9th of July 1972, Sunday

Thursday night, at last, Philippe let me fuck him. I liked it really, really so much! Now I can understand why he was so insistent - it is really great to screw an ass. At first, putting it inside him hurt the tip of my dick a little as he is somewhat tight because he hasn't taken anyone there in months. But then I slipped inside him and... Wow! What a sensation! Hot and tight and... I can't even describe it properly, but I really liked it and he was urging me to "Go on, Alain, fuck me harder, make me feel all of it!" It was exciting hearing him saying so. To do a sixty-nine is also good, but it isn't everything. I enjoyed this way more than just in the mouth and if I hadn't cum soon, I would have kept going all night! 

Later, before sleeping, I asked, "Which do you like best, giving it or getting it?" He answered. "Both. I like getting it, but I possibly prefer giving it, especially to you - you're so fantastic. But I like also giving head." I told him, "Having sex is great every way. I'm glad you taught me this way too." "Didn't I tell you that you should trust me?" he asked.


Friday night he took me twice and I took him once. Then again, Saturday morning he fucked me in the ass before making me cum with his mouth. I'm starting to get used to it and I like taking it more and more. For the moment I'd rather put it in, but if it continues this way, I don't know what I would like best - possibly both ways. It's better when he takes me from the front, as I like seeing him on top, fucking me. I can see how much he likes it. While with a sixty-nine two can do it at the same time, it's a shame that two cannot put it and take it in the ass at the same time. I think that would be the height of pleasure. Ah, I also understood why two people sucking each other are called sixty-nine - 69; the two digits are like two people lying on their side sucking each other! Then, fucking in the ass, what number could that be? There are not two suitable digits - 3 could be the ass, but the dick?


Yesterday afternoon, when he took me home on his motorbike, my mother told him, "Philippe, I'm really glad you take such good care of Alain." He answered at once, "It is my pleasure. Alain is always so available that it is a real pleasure having him with me." I looked at him with dark eyes, as I understood very well what he was referring to, but he had an innocent expression and, of course, my mother didn't suspect at all.


Babette is working as a part time maid all summer at the home of the notary Rovere, so that she too brings home some money. It now seems that Babette is flirting with the son of the local police chief. How she can like that little fright, I really don't know. I liked the other boy more, the baker's assistant - unless this one has hidden talents (between his legs, I mean). It doesn't seem strange to me any more thinking that Babette could do some things... On the contrary, it would seem odd to me if she didn't - sex is too beautiful!


Dad went to the tavern with Bernard, his work mate who lives above the pharmacist at the street corner. Mum grumbles a little, as she says that Dad wastes his money on drink, but Dad told her to stop it, as he needs to have some little fun, after he toils all day long like a mule. I think that Dad is right, and I told Mum so. Even if the money I get working went all to pay for his tavern visits, I would be happy. And then, it is not that he spends so much money. Each time he orders a glass of wine, and makes it last all evening. He never comes home drunk. Dad is really a great man; I hope to become as good as he is.


But now I'll hit the bed. I'll jack off nicely thinking of Philippe, and then I'll sleep.

15th of July, Saturday

Surprise, surprise! The day before yesterday Madeleine and Kurt came to visit us, as they wanted to spend the 14th of July celebration here at the village. Since we don't have so much room in the house, Mom put them to sleep separated. That is, she took Corinne in her double bed and made Madeleine sleep in the same room with Babette. Then she put Kurt to sleep in my bed, with Didier, who she will also take in her double bed when I'm back at home.

So, when I came home today in the afternoon, I met Kurt. He is really a handsome guy, better than in the pictures, and he is likable. He apologized for using my bed. As we were alone at that moment, I asked him if he didn't regret not sleeping with his wife. He, with his funny accent, said: "No, some facation from my voman doesn't harm!" Now Kurt is playing with Didier and the twins. He is skilled with children.

July 16th, Sunday

Yesterday night, we were hitting the bed, and Kurt says: "I always sleep naked. Bother this you?" I said, "No, please, with this temperature..." and looked at him while he was undressing. He has a stouter body than Philippe, but beautiful. He has a hint of hairs on his chest and a dick worth respect, as big soft as mine is when it's hard. Then, stark naked, he started to carefully fold all the clothes he had taken off, and he was roaming about, in front of me, without any shame. I got a hard on just looking at him and as I had just my briefs on me, it wasn't hidden very well. He noticed it and said, smiling and pointing at it, "You young and full of yen, ya?" I blushed and he said, "You not hafe a girl?" My answer was, "No, not yet." He laughed and said, "Den you hafe to satisfy mitt your hand, no?" and I said yes.

I felt tempted to try with him but I didn't dare. He slipped under the sheet and bade me good night. I went to the toilet to jerk off. When I went back to our bedroom, he was not yet sleeping; he looked at me and said, "Now is better, right? He is no more up, but down." Then I ask him, "You do it with your hand?" "Sure, sometimes." Then I asked him, and I really don't know where I found the courage, "And you never do it with friends?" He, "When I was a boy like you, or younger, yes, all boys do it mitt friends, no? Den dey stop. You do it mitt friends?" "Sure, sometimes." Then he, "Look for a girl, is better. You now hafe right age to start mitt de girls." and then he stopped. Of course nothing happened. I got in my bed and switched off the light, but I was thinking that I really would like trying something with Kurt.


Then this morning I woke up and Kurt's sheet had slipped away and he was hard, straight up like a flagpole. I moved nearer to look at it better. I was gazing at him and I felt the desire to touch it, when he opened his eyes and said, "He always vakes up before me!" and smiled. I then said: "It's really something." And he, "Ya, Madeleine alvays says so. She is very glutton with him." So I asked him, "Do you mean... she takes it in her mouth?" and him, with the most natural air of this world: "Ya, Madeleine very skilled doing things in bed." And while saying so, he put his hand on it and caressed it. Then he sat up and said, "I go to toilet doing myself mitt hand." I said, "If you want, you can do it here. It won't bother me." "Hell, I am no more a kid. Dese tings are not done in front of others -- but alone or mitt my vife." He slipped on a bathrobe and went to the toilet.


It's a pity; I would have liked doing something with Kurt. Even just to jack off together. Or possibly give him head. Who knows why he says that just kids do it? Philippe is for sure not a kid. He is more or less the same age as Kurt, and with me, he does a lot more than just jacking off! But possibly in Germany it is different than in France.

18th Jul. 1972 - Tue.

Yesterday the boss told me to help Thibaud all morning long. Since I like him, I went willingly. We are working and he says, "Did you go to the whores again?" "No, never." "Did you get a girl friend?" "No," I say. "Then what do you do, you just jack off?" I tell him a lie and say, "Normally yes, of course. But once I put it in a boy's ass." "A faggot?" "No, what does that matter?" "Only faggots take it up their asses, and enjoy it," he says then asks, "Would you ever take it in your ass?" Blushing, I answer, "No, what nonsense!" And he, "No shit, because you are not a fag. Only faggots like getting fucked and giving head... I'd never ever suck a cock, I'd rather die. But I did have a fag give me head, once, at the beach. God, was he good at it, even better than some women."

I felt terrible. So, according to him, Philippe and I are queer! 


I said, "But faggots are feminine, aren't they? They talk and move like women." And he, "No way, Alain, not all of them, some of them you'd never guess what they are. Some, to look at them, are even manlier than me or you. But in bed they like taking it any way. Did you ever meet a fag?" and I, "No, never. Possibly that one that I fucked, but I don't know." And he, "Well... for me, besides that one on the shore, there were a couple of faggots that wanted to be fucked by me when I was in the army." "Did you go for it?" "Sure, each time they gave me money. You know, when you are a soldier, it is good having some money in your pocket, and also so you don't waste so much money to get your rocks off with hookers. Almost all the soldiers are game to fuck a faggot, for money or just to get off for free." "But how can you tell a fag, if they don't act like women?" "Dumb-ass, you go to parks at night or to the train station toilets even in daytime, and you'll see it's crowded with faggots. You just pull it out and pretend to take a leak, and you stand there long enough and they come like bees to honey. If the guy is not too old or too ugly or too weird, then you just wait for him to offer you a blowjob - and you sneak into a stall and let him. If you don't like the guy, you just leave - and he gets the picture."


The thought that Philippe and I could both be like that, makes me feel strange, almost ill. I ask, "But fags don't get married - they don't have kids - and they have small dicks, don't they?" He laughs out loud, "God, are you naive. What bullshit! There are plenty of them who are married and have children, and plenty with thicker, longer dicks than mine or yours!" "Oh yeah, how do you know?" "One of the ones I fucked when I was a soldier had three little children and a son your age. And the one who sucked me at the beach, had a big tool like a donkey's - something any man would envy."


I felt more and more confused. 


In the afternoon, as soon as I was alone with Philippe, I told him what Thibaud had said, and he said, "We'll talk about that at home. Things are too busy here now." I hoped that he would set the matter straight and help me understand how wrong Thibaud was... My thoughts were all over the place.


Then, when we got home, we resumed that subject and Philippe told me, "Yes, it is true that two males having sex together - taking it in their mouths and asses - are faggots." And I, my eyes bulging, asked "But we... are we?" "Well of course, you fool; we are two fucking, fucked faggots!" I was startled, "But you are married!" "Of course, one cannot go around telling people he's gay. If he gets married, the others don't think he can prefer men." "But you told me that you were not a fag, and that I wasn't either!" I said, angrily. He laughed, "Sure, or you wouldn't have come with me. You were too worried about being one. But if you really weren't a fag like me, you'd never have taken it in your mouth and, even dead, not in your ass. Yes or no?"


I felt like shit. Then he said, "Hey, look, it's no tragedy! Everybody likes to have sex in his own way, and its right to do so." "But the fags... everybody makes fun of them." "Me, nobody makes fun of me. Nobody knows, do they? As for you, nobody pokes fun at you, do they?"


But last night when he wanted to have sex with me, I said no and went straight to sleep. Nothing could have turned me on, I felt so bad. Then this morning he woke me up sucking my hard cock so, before going to work, we had sex again together. Then he said, "See how good it is? Why are you making such a fuss, Alain?" "Because I don't like the thought of not being normal. I hate it." "But who tells you aren't normal? I feel I'm the most normal man in the world." "Yeah, because nobody else knows what you do in bed." "What we do in bed is just our fucking business! Does your father tell you what he does in bed with your mother? No." "But they are a man and a woman, not two males!" "And so what? We are both males, both handsome males. And we like to enjoy things between ourselves. Look, I'm a man who has a woman and can make the comparison, and I'm telling it is a hundred times better with you, a male, than with her."


Then today, during the lunch break, I asked Thibaud, "Tonight, if you're not doing anything, will you take me to the whorehouse with you?" "You are turned on, boy?" "Yes, and I want one good at it, the more skilled the better." "All right, stallion. There is a Spanish whore who is out of this world, and if she isn't taken, we will get her for you. Her name is Estella and she has boobs like melons!"


So, after work, I told Philippe, "I'm going out with Thibaud. I'll be back for supper." And he replied, "All right, I'll wait for you."


So I went with Thibaud. He asked about Estella, and then turned to me, "She is like dynamite. What do you think; you want both of us to fuck her together?" And I, "I'd rather be alone." And he, "Come on, it's more fun with the two of us - it is on me, of course." And without giving me time to answer, he says to the Madame, "A double with Estella, me and my friend." So all three of us ended up in the bedroom. I couldn't get a hard on and was ashamed. But Estella started giving me head and Thibaud shoved it in her ass, right there in front of me. After a little while in the Spanish woman's mouth and watching Thibaud pumping her ass, my dick started getting hard. Thibaud noticed, "Let's swap. You come back here and take her ass while I fuck her mouth." So I put it in her backside. It was a smooth entry, without needing creams and almost without pushing. While we both were fucking her, Thibaud put his hands on my butt and pulled me strongly and I, responding to his hands on my ass, came like a cannon.


Then we left. I went back to Philippe's. I can't understand anything more. Yes, it is true; I had an orgasm with a woman, but in her ass. And then, when Thibaud touched my ass. That was the moment. I was excited looking at Thibaud, stark naked and aroused (he has a really fantastic dick when he is turned on), while looking at her naked body almost annoyed me.


I'm afraid I'm really a faggot.


During supper Philippe asked me what was up, but I didn't feel like talking about it with him. If he is a faggot, of course he would try to persuade me that I am one, too, like he is. Fucking hell, who can I talk to, then?


Philippe wanted to have sex but I didn't, so I went to sleep on the couch, not in his double bed, because if I had, he would have tried. He was pissed off and shouted at me that if that's what I want, I can just go back to my own house. I'm really sorry I made him pissed off; I'm not upset with him. Or possibly I am, a little.

August 4th, 1972, Friday

All these days I didn't write any more here in my diary, as I was too confused. But yesterday evening I went to see the doctor and asked him to examine me there, because I feared things were not all right. He examined me thoroughly and at the end told me, "You are completely all right, my boy! Really, everything is all right. I don't see what could have made you worry!" 

Then I - I don't know where I found the courage - blurted out, "Then why am I turned on by men and not by women?" After a moment, he said quietly, "It happens. Some people like their own gender. It's not an illness, there is nothing wrong. It is a natural thing; each one is made in a different way, in his own way. We are not all the same. That a male has sex with a male has happened since time immemorial, in all cultures, in all corners of the world, and even between some of the more evolved animals. If that's the problem, there's nothing wrong." And I, "But faggots are miserable people and I don't want to be a fag!" 


"And who tells you they are miserable? Just because ignorant people say so? Kings, poets, leaders, artists were homosexual throughout history and many are so today. Each one is as he is, and this is right and good, my boy. We are not all the same, are we? Somebody likes just men, some both men and women, and some just women. And there are those who don't like sex at all. There is something there for all tastes, and that is what's good about life, that we are not all made from the same mold." 


I responded, "All right, but if for instance your son was gay, would you tell him this same stuff?" "Certainly! I'd have to. It's scientific fact. If he discovered a taste for his own gender, I'd tell him just be careful not to let it be known around, because people are mean. But live your life serenely. Try to find the right boyfriend, and be happy! That's what I'd tell him."


Back at Philippe's home, I told him everything, and he, after all those days we had moped at each other and he was near sending me back home for good, started to laugh. "Didn't I tell you just the same things?" And I nod yes and then he says: "Come on, come to bed, it seems like a century I've had to jack off alone - because you are so weird!" I wasn't ready, "Just wait some more, Philippe, please, if you really are my friend. I still feel too weird. I can't get used to being a fag just like that." He, "We can get used to anything, believe me, but it's all right. If you don't feel like it, I'll hold out some more. But come to bed with me, anyway."


Then, in the darkness, in bed, we talk some more, and he starts touching me and at first I say "No, please." But then I get turned on, so finally we had sex together again. During and afterwards, I was saying to myself "Shit, I like it. Why shouldn't I do it? Who gives a damn? I am a faggot. So what?" But I still felt strange about it.

6th of August '72, Sunday

Two days at home and I have thought everything over. My family treats me exactly like before, and I am always me. Then I read this entire diary straight through and told myself: fucking shit, how could you not have seen it earlier? It was all written here, I always liked males, dicks, asses. And Solange has been just a mistake, a veering off-course. I flirted with her just because everybody seemed to have a girl, not because I really liked her. Anyway, after all, Solange is the least feminine of all our girl mates. She even looks more like a kid than a girl, with her small breasts, short hair and so forth and that's why I could imagine I was interested in her. After all, I just have to talk about girls with my pals, and then do it with a nice guy. I know it won't always be easy to find somebody game for it. For now, I have Philippe, who is really a great looking male and also good in bed.

Who knows why one is born to be a fag and another one not? Or does one become a fag? If it's so, when did I? Now, thinking about it, it seems to me that I have always been that way. I have to ask Philippe how long he has known about himself, - if he always was so or if he became so. The doctor told me that one in ten is a homosexual and that of the remaining nine; at least six more would be ready to do it both with men or women, in the right conditions. Like Thibaud, for instance. That leaves just three of the ten or even less does it exclusively with women. Then, I ask myself, where are all those gays, or bisexuals? Thibaud, in spite of everything, must be at least bisexual. I would really like trying it with him, but seeing how he thinks on this matter, I'm afraid if I try he'll put me down. There is Robert, who according to Didier, is like me. I would like trying it with him. When school resumes, I think that in one way or another, I will really try with him. Even if it is easier saying it than doing it, also because, if what Didier told me was not true, then I would be at risk because if he says anything to our friends, the damage will be done. But, if it's true, I really would like to have sex with Robert.

9th of August 72 Wednesday

Now that I know what I am, I always look at the handsome guys differently - I look between their legs to see if I can get a hint of what's there, and I imagine them naked and think "I would like to do it with this one" or "No, not with that one!" Or else, "Who knows if he is that one in ten, or six in ten?"

Anyway with Philippe it is really great fun. Now, when he slips it inside my ass it almost never hurts any more, instead, his pumping up and down inside gives me a lot of pleasure. Or back and forth, like Monday evening when we did it standing in front of his closet's wide mirror. I liked it. I was good looking at us, it was like looking at two other people fucking, like in a movie, and instead it was him and me. Exciting! Hot! I also like slipping inside his hole and fucking him - he makes his hot channel palpitate and it is almost as if he is fingering it while I'm moving inside him.


On the 12th, Philippe will start his summer holidays. He says he will give me his house keys, so I can keep sleeping in Saint Etienne and not be forced to go back every day to my village. He will be back on August 23rd; he is going to his wife and family at the beach, so I remain alone. Since his wife will be back on September 15th, we will have three weeks more to fuck. I asked him: "Will you fuck with your wife?" "Ah, at least two, three times, I must do it." "But do you like it?" "It doesn't annoy me. But I prefer you, you know it." "Possibly, there, you can find some nice boy to fuck with..." "Uh, possibly." he answers. "Instead, I have to be here, and jack off alone," I said, and he laughed.

13th of August 1972 Sunday

Philippe left yesterday. And Thibaud is to come back next Tuesday. I'm tempted to try it with him. I would really like doing it with Thibaud, even if he would just make me suck it and then fuck my ass, and would never suck me or let me fuck him. It's a shame that Thibaud is like that. Just thinking about doing it with him, my dick is hard as a rock. Even if he were just to fuck me, I would be happy. His dick is a little smaller that Philippe's but longer, so he would not even hurt me. First I'll suck it thoroughly, making it go down to my throat, then I'll ask him to thrust all of it inside my hot hole and screw me like


-----------------


Damn! I got come all over myself! Now it will be better to hit the bed. Good night.

August 15th 72 Wednesday

Thibaud is back. I haven't yet dared to try anything with him. When we are alone and I could, I start trembling all over and think: "Now I'll ask him, now I'll..." but not a word comes out of me. Who knows if it would be easier with a girl? I don't think so. So the day passed and I said nothing. Now I am at Philippe's house. I think I will eat something then go to the movies. There is a movie with De Funes that I rather like.
August 21st 1972 Monday.

At last I managed to say something to Thibaud, but it didn't work the way I hoped.

That is, I finally told him, "You know, Thibaud, I was thinking about what you told me about doing things with fags..." And he, calmly, "Yes, I did that a few times." "I, see, I became curious, you know. I really have no idea what it could be like, and..." "You would like to try it," he says as if it was the most natural thing in this world. "Possibly... yes. But did you like it?" "I did, but not really like with women. On the other hand, there's one thing they are really skilled at - giving head." "Well, then... I would like to try, just once," I say and already I am starting to shake. My heart is in my mouth and I hope he will say "If you want to try with me..." Instead he says, "OK, why not!" and that's that. I then ask him: "So, how can I try it? Where can I find somebody who is game?" And he said, "There down by the freight-yard, after supper, amongst the bushes behind the dead-end tracks. Down there, there is always some fag just waiting for sex."


I was disappointed. I had really hoped he would propose I try it with him. "But I'll be ashamed. And then, how can I recognize them?" I ask. He says, "If you go there and wait in the dark, sooner or later one will show up. If you are interested, you pull it out and, if he is interested, he will do you a nice little favor. If you don't like him, you just move elsewhere." Astounded I ask: "In the dark?" "Yes, there is very scanty light, but enough to see and to make a choice." "You've already been there, Thibaud? Do you have to pay them?" "No, never. But everybody knows that that's where the fags gather, and that they do it for free." "But isn't it dangerous?" "Dangerous? Why?" "I think I would be scared going there at night time, alone." "Well, if not there, I really don't know where you can go. At the station, in the day time, it is really dangerous," he says. So I ask him: "Hey, Thibaud, you took me to the whorehouse for my first time. Would you take me to the freight-yard, too, for another first?" He starts to chuckle, but he says: "What the hell, why not? Getting a little head for free, harms nobody, right?" And so I say: "And if that guy gives you his ass, will you fuck him?" "If he is young and clean and handsome... eventually yes." "Take me there, then. I want to go."


So, we settled it. Tonight he can't, but we will go tomorrow evening. Well, it's better than nothing. I really hoped I could do it with him, but I didn't dare to ask him straight away. The idea of doing it with me didn't even enter his head. Probably because he is convinced I am not a fag. Anyway, tomorrow evening I'll try it with somebody. The day after tomorrow Philippe comes back and so anyway this period of solitary jacking off will be over. Hot damn! 




PART 6






August 22nd 1972, Tuesday

Fantastic! It went really fucking well, better was not possible! More than I could guess imagine, yesterday. I met a guy... F A B U L O U S ! ! !

But I have to start from the beginning.


Yesterday evening Thibaud and I had a date in front of the Chevron gasoline stand, behind the station, exactly at eleven. I go and he still is not there. I wait, wait and think that perhaps he changed his mind but instead he finally comes and says: "Always determined to try?" And I: "I don't know, and you?" and he: "I do this only for you, out of friendship, for you said you are curious. I prefer whores. But now, here we are, so..." And I: "Come on, you are not sorry to get a small free service, even if it is from a fag." And he laughs and says: "It could be. It is the first time I've come here."


While we go, I ask him again for some information, but he is vague; it's clear that he too doesn't know too much. We go to the freight-yard; we take the paved road going parallel to the dead tracks, then he turn to the right. Where he turns there is a narrow dirt lane going out straight among the tall bushes of an untilled field. He says: "Here, it must be this lane. They say that one has to go inside here, among the bushes. Let's see." We go. I feel my heart beating. We walk for a while then he enters the bushes. I follow him. All seems deserted, but after we go forward a while, I start to notice shadows here and there slowly moving like us. Therefore there is somebody. I always follow Thibaud and we pass in front of a fat man, around sixty years old, his tool out of his fly, slowly beating it and staring at us. Thibaud walks straight on and I follow suit.


Then I catch a glimpse of two shadows that move almost united, Thibaud touches my arm and say in a whisper: "Look, those two are fucking like rabbits." And giggles. We continue to roam amongst the bushes. Then we see a boy in his twenties, standing leaning against a tree. When he sees us coming, he brushes his fly. Thibaud says: "I'll try with this one. You go on." And I: "What, are you leaving me alone?" "Sure, I don't feel like doing it in front of you." "But with the Spanish whore, we did it together, you weren't ashamed!" And he: "But she was a woman. That's different. Come on, we will meet again on the paved road."


So I continue to walk for a while, then I stop, looking back. Thibaud is now in front of the boy and is feeling his crotch. Also the boy is fingering Thibaud's fly. Then I see Thibaud taking the boy's arm and they disappear into the bushes. At first I think about following them to watch. But then I fear that Thibaud would see me and possibly get mad. I look around and see nobody. I feel somewhat lost and also a little scared. I take some more steps forward, and out comes a guy in my direction. That guy, when we cross, looks straight in my eyes then touches me there. I don't know what gets into me, but I turn around and rapidly take the way back. When I look back, I see that the guy is following me. He is a man around thirty-five years old. I could not tell why, but I don't feel like trying with that one, I don't like him, so I walk faster. When I reach the dirt lane I turn again to look back - the guy stopped near a bush, has now his thing out and he beats himself looking at me. I start again to walk fast, until I can't see him any more. Then I stop - my heart is beating strong. I think that it would be better if I go back to the paved road to wait for Thibaud.


So I start to walk towards the main lane and when at last I arrive there, I almost collide with someone who is coming, so I stop and, confused, say: "Sorry, I didn't see you..." and look at him. The guy smiles and says: "But I saw you - you are a really beautiful boy."


I look at him - a boy not yet twenty-five years old, around Philippe's age, but as beautiful as to be breathtaking. I continue looking at him spellbound. He has light blond hair, and is wearing a white T shirt with short sleeves that wraps tight around his athletic chest. Two strong arms - not like those of a Tarzan but normal and beautiful - come out of it. Black, very tight jeans with a very nice, protruding basket and white tennis shoes. But what hits me is his face. To say he is beautiful is to say too little. He has a perfect mouth, straight and soft, a nose that is just right, straight and perfect too. Eyes, clear as water and deep as a well, are smiling at me, under straight and well-parted eyebrows. I feel lost inside those eyes.


He looks at me for a while then says, with a warm, manly, somehow sweet voice: "Well, what's up?" And I: "Nothing, nothing sir, sorry..." But I don't move and continue to look at him like I'm in a dream. And he says: "Please don't call me sir. We are almost the same age. How old are you?" "Seventeen" He looks at me more carefully and says: "I thought twenty. My name is Jacques. Yours?" "Alain." I am seized by strong confusion. I think I want to have sex with him and think about what I should to do. Maybe touch him between his legs as Thibaud did with that guy? Simply tell him I want him? But Jacques says: "Would you like to stay a while with me?" I nod yes and he asks: "What do you like to do?" "I don't know anything. A little of everything, I think." And he: "Good. Are you coming with me?" I again nod yes. He turns and walks. I follow - and see he is turning towards the paved road.


"Where are we going? Don't we do it here?" I ask, and he: "No, Alain, I have a car. We will go to a quieter place where they can't look at us and there will be no people coming to annoy us." I feel somewhat hesitant but, not even thinking about Thibaud, follow him. On the paved road I see an old white Simca parked, and a blue 4hp that were not there before. He opens the door of the Simca and has me get in. I sit near him and he asks: "You don't have a place, do you?" I think about Philippe's house but then I think that I cannot take a person I don't know there, so I say no. He says: "That's a shame; I don't have a place either. We will do it here in my car, but we will move to a safer place I know." And he starts the engine. I do nothing but sit looking at him and am already aroused. He, while driving, stretches out his hand and touches me, feels my hard on and smiles. But then he pulls his hand away. With his car we go toward the main highway, then he turns onto a dirt road and from there, he goes under a bridge under the main highway and shuts off the engine.


I ask him: "Here?" And he: "Yes, here it is safe. This is a road leading only to fields, there are no houses, and only farmers with their wagons pass here, but never at night, of course. Undress. Go on," he says while adjusting the seat backs, tilting them backwards. We both undress. His body is dreamlike, perfect. He is all perfect. When he pulls his briefs off, I see that he is really beautiful there also. I can't believe my luck. But then, besides being gorgeous, he touches me in such a way that I feel I'm going crazy with pleasure. When he sees that I am really turned on, he gets on top of me but upside down and we start a wonderful sixty-nine. He then lightly pinches my nipples and I feel such an intense pleasure that I cum at once, and I'm scared he will be pissed off. Instead, he just lets me cum; swallowing it all while he caresses my balls and teases my nipples. When he senses that there is nothing more he pulls off and asks me: "Do you feel like turning on your belly, Alain?"


I understand he wants to put it inside me, and am game at once. I turn. He covers my body and takes me. He is really skilled - he enters me without hurting me at all, and moves up and down in a way that gives me strong pleasure, too. As we writhe together, he touches me all over so that, even if I just came, it continues to be wonderful. He takes his time before cumming, from time to time slowing down, and I think I am dying with pleasure. Then, when he too has come, he makes me turn again, and embraces me, and kisses me, sticking his tongue in my mouth. It is the first time I am kissed in that way, and that also is fabulous. He looks at me, smiles, caresses my cheek and says: "For me it has been really beautiful, Alain. For you too?" And I: "Fantastic, Jacques. I really loved it very much." And he: "Have you already gone with many guys?" "You are the second one." And he, smiling: "I guessed so, almost a virgin. How long have you known you are gay?" And I ask him: "What does gay mean?" And he: "that's a word coming from America, and means happy. But it is used to refer to a male who loves to do it with males." "Ah, a fag!" I say, and he: "It's better saying gay than fag. And I prefer it. Anyway, has it been a long time?" "No, I understood it just a little while ago. And you?" "I? Almost ten years ago. I was younger than you." Then he kisses me again as he did before and I feel like flying... Then he moves away from me and says: "Let's dress, now." While we dress, we talk a little. I'm sorry seeing his body disappearing again under his clothes. What a shame to hide such a body.


Then I remember Thibaud and ask him if he can take me back were we met. He takes me there and when he stops to let me out, I tell him: "I would like to meet you again, Jacques." And he: "I too would like that very much, Alain. I come here every two weeks, always on Tuesday, between 10 and 11 in the evening. Will you be here in two weeks?" And I: "You can bet on it!" We say goodbye and he goes away.


Thibaud is not on the road, so I think he is possibly still inside fucking, and am about to go looking for him among the bushes when he comes out. He was somewhat pissed off because he says that he has been looking around for me for a while. "Where did you go to?" He says, and I: "I've been looking for you for thirty minutes but it is like a maze here. How many did you fuck?" He starts to giggle and says: "Two. Why, how many did you fuck?" But I don't want to tell him about Jacques, so I say: "No one. I just met old people. You got the only young ones." He laughs and says: "The second one was young too. The first one was almost as good as a whore. He made me enjoy his ass like a real artist. Then the second one worked me with his mouth and - even if I just came - he put it back in shape and made me cum again." So I say: "Therefore you liked it." And he: "The first one enjoyed my cock in his ass so much, and how I was fucking him, that he wants to meet me again tomorrow evening." "Will you come?" "No way! Even if it was fun. If you want, I can pass him on to you. His name is Jean Michel he is here on vacation; he lives at his sister's place. He comes from Paris and he is a dancer. He says that tomorrow evening he will wait for me, and I told him I will come, but I'm not so stupid."


So, merrily chatting, we went back home. But as for me, I don't know, but I don't give a shit for that dancer. And anyway tomorrow Philippe will be back. Then, in two weeks I'll meet Jacques again. Unless he too wants to play me a dirty trick as Thibaud does to the dancer. I hope it will really not be so. Jacques, besides being so beautiful, does sex in a special way. He is really great, a lot better than Philippe. And I like how he kisses.

29th of August 1972, Wednesday

Today, when work was over, I went back to Philippe's house. He was already back home and was waiting for me, stark naked in his bed. In short, we had sex at once. He says that he missed me. But he also told me that at the sea resort he did it with a seaman from Toulon who was ashore while his boat was being loaded, a boy nineteen years old. He said that they met every night for six days, in the bed and breakfast where the boy stayed. But he says that he likes doing it with me more. Then he asked about me and I told him that I just beat myself, alone, but that yesterday I met Jacques. He says that he never went there, although he knows that you can find guys there, because he says that he is afraid to run into somebody he knows. I told him that if even that happens, it means that the other is there for the same reason and therefore, what harm could there be? And he says: "No, just think what would happen if Thibaud saw me taking it in my mouth or in my ass! I would be ruined." I hadn't thought of that, so I said to myself - Thank god Jacques took me to a safe place. 

Philippe asked me if Jacques is better than him in bed. I said: "In bed you are better," because I didn't want to offend him. Moreover, since I did it with Jacques in his car and not in a bed, I didn't even tell him a lie.

August 22nd, '72, Saturday

Philippe just continues to ask me about Jacques, how he was, what he wore, what car he had, and if I remembered the plate number... I think he is trying to find out if it is somebody he knows, but it seems that he can't. He tells me that possibly Jacques is not his real name, that he too would never tell his true name, and I too had better not say mine. Then he wants to know in detail what we did, and how and if he dated me, and if I want to go or not. I feel that he would like to go to meet Jacques...

At times Philippe makes me paranoid. Seeing how easily he tried it with me, I would never have guessed that he would be so afraid and full of problems. Anyway, I like having sex with him. Even if he is less beautiful and less skilled than Jacques, he is a handsome man and he, too, is great in bed.

August 27th 1972, Sunday

Dad discovered that Babette smokes and gave her a bad time. It is her boyfriend who gave her cigarettes. Then he grilled me too. Happily I don't smoke. I prefer giving head. Now Babette is upstairs in her room, crying. It is possibly because he is afraid we will waste money. It is true, he doesn't smoke, but he goes at times to the tavern with Bernard, so he has to spend some money, of course. But perhaps the reason is something else.

Just yesterday evening Bernard came to call him. Bernard is around thirty. He is tall, lean, not handsome but not ugly either, and he is likeable. Who knows what he does for sex? He is not yet married. Could he too be like me, like Philippe? Well, that doesn't mean he is. I would like it if there was a way to know it, because it would be easier finding somebody to have fun with. With Bernard I could even do it. It's not that Philippe is not enough for me. Moreover I'll meet Jacques again. But if I knew he was game, I could even try Bernard just to see how he does it.


If he is not playing me a dirty trick, I should meet Jacques on September 5th. Then school starts again but I can possibly meet Jacques again on September 19th (if I tell them at home I am spending the night at Philippe's - if he would to cover for me). But perhaps I'm letting my fantasy run too far. First I have to see if I meet Jacques again, and if he gives me another date.


School starts again on September 11th. So I'll meet Robert again. I have to try to become his friend, and then try it with him. At times I think that I must be something of a whore, as I would like to do it with many people. Thibaud, Bernard, Robert, Kurt, Didier... and even other people. For instance with the son of our family doctor, Gilbert. Or even with the boy at the gasoline stand on the main road just out of my village. I don't know his name, but he has a well shaped body. He comes from the next village on his moped. Then there is also the boy at the farm where I go to buy the milk. If I'm not wrong, his name is Claude. Once I saw him bare chest and with short shorts - really not bad at all. He must be twenty years old or close to it. And from time to time he touches himself there, but not on purpose, I think, possibly just to set everything right. If one wears underpants that are a little too loose, things get out of place and it is annoying.

8/31/72 - Thursday

Thibaud asked me if I went again behind the freight yard. I told him no, as after all I'm not so interested in that. So he asked me if I want to go again with the Spanish whore for another double with him. I said that today I don't feel like it, so he didn't insist. Is it possible that he likes seeing me naked while I'm fucking?

For a while now, when I go to the toilet, I don't care so much to look at my work mates pulling it out. But today at the toilet Jean, after pulling it out, just stood there, his tool hard and straight up, and he didn't piss or touch it either. Nothing. I think that he is possibly trying with me. But I feel nothing for Jean. He is not my type. Moreover, I don't want him to know about me. So I pretended to see nothing, finished my business and left.

5th of September 1972, Tuesday

I finally met Jacques again.

When I went out of Philippe's house, he said: "Are you going to meet that one at the freight-yard?" And I: "Sure." And he: "Be careful, but have fun." 


While I was going there, I was a little troubled, a little excited, and a little hesitant. I really was afraid he would play me a dirty trick and not come. Instead when I got there, the Simca was already there, the lights off. My heart started to beat fast, I was so happy. 


He sees me and flashes the lights. I run there, he opens the door, I enter and sit near him just saying: "Hi!" and he says: "You came! I was afraid you'd changed your mind." And I say: "Me too, I was afraid of that." And he: "Instead, you came. I'm really happy, you know?" He drives us at once to the same place as last time. "I brought a blanket," he says, "so we can do it out of the car, where there's more space. Anyway it is still warm." I say nothing but start to undress and he too undresses. He is really beautiful, just looking at him already makes me throb.


When he starts to touch me, my whole body responds. I am so turned on! He notices: "You like it, don't you?" And I: "Fucking hell, sure I like it! You are a wizard." I try to touch him the way he does me, and I see it makes him hot and happy. Then he embraces me and kisses me in my mouth. God, how great it is. My legs tremble. We lie down on the blanket and go wild. This time he asks me to take him, then takes me, and I really couldn't say which I like best. Both are wonderful. And his eyes and his smile and his kisses... God, it has really been great.


Afterwards, his caresses and his kisses, his smile and... We dress again, he embraces me and looks in my eyes with a wonderful expression and says: "You will come in two weeks, won't you?" And I: "Yes, I would like a lot. But on the 11th school will start again, and I don't know if I can stay here in St. Etienne for the night of the 19th." He asks me: "But don't you want to meet me again?" And I: "Heck, yes! Way yes! But I told you - now I am working and I live here at my friend's. After, instead, I'll go back home every afternoon, so on the night I'm no longer here, I'm not free. If on Tuesday the 19th my parents allow me to stay here at my friend's, of course I'll come! But I can't be sure now, do you understand? I swear to you that I'll really try. I'm not talking just to talk. I don't want to play you a dirty trick. I too want to meet with you again, I like you very much!"


We get in the car and he looks at me and says: "Among all the boys I've met in these years, you are one of the best, really. I don't say the best, because we have met only twice. But I really like you, you know, so very much!" I look at him and say: "I have been with just a few people, but you are way the best. Having sex with you is wonderful. I'd never stop. It's a shame we don't have a place, a bed..." And he: "Yes, it's a shame." He takes me back to the freight-yard and when we say goodbye he gives me another of his fantastic kisses. He really kisses like a god!


I go back to Philippe's house. He is already sleeping but as soon as I slip in his bed he wakes up and says: "So then, you had fun?" and I: "Hell yes, it was super." And he: "I beat off thinking about you two. I would like to look at you two. Did he fuck you or you him?" "Both ways." "And does he give good head?" "Sure," "Good," he says and turns on the other side and at once falls asleep. I think that it will be difficult to meet Jacques, but I want to. Tomorrow I'll talk with Philippe. I hope he will help me without too much fuss and that my parents will say yes.


Above all, it matters that my parents say yes, because even if Philippe makes a fuss, I'll just tell my parents that I will spend the night at Philippe's and then sleep in the fields or in the station, or somewhere, after I make love with Jacques.

9th of September 1972, Saturday

This morning is the last day at work. Monday school starts. I asked Philippe if sometime I can sleep at his place when I'm attending school and his wife will be back home. He says yes, as they can have the child sleep in the big bed with them and I can use the couch in the living room. Then he smiles cunningly and says: "I bet it is because of your new conquest at the freight-yard." And I: "Yes, that too." "Are you by any chance falling in love with that guy?" I burst out laughing and say: "Come on! I just like fucking with him." How can he think I can fall in love? Two males fuck; they don't fall in love, do they? Then a thought: "But if, when I meet him, I come back to your home very late, won't your wife think it weird?" "No, Alain, I'll just let her think you are spending the evening with a girl, and she will think that's normal. You'll see. We can say you took her to a disco, and it would be normal for you to be late. Don't worry." And we both burst into laughter; I have now just to find a good pretext with mum and dad to stop in St. Etienne sometimes.

So, this afternoon I told my mother: "You know, now that I am in my last year, Philippe said that if at times I want to sleep at their home, it's OK with him." And mum: "Yes, but what need is there? You leave school early and Didier always gives you a ride on his bike, doesn't he?" "Yes, that's true. But at times, when there is a test the next day, or a review, it would be better if I stay to study late with my mates, and that I don't waste time. Almost all of my school mates live in St. Etienne, and if I can spend the night there sometimes, I can stay at their homes to study until late." And mom: "Yes, but it is not good to take advantage of people, even if Philippe and his wife are so kind." "But, mum, it was Philippe who suggested this to me. I didn't ask him. He knows that this year I have to take the graduation tests. It would only be two or three times each month, not much more..." Then mum said: "Well, maybe just a few times... We are lucky that Philippe likes you, and that there are people who will help us. Next time you meet Philippe and his wife, you'll take them a good cake and some fruit, to thank them."


So, it's done! On the 19th, I'll meet Jacques again. Just this thought makes me happy. I like it with Philippe, but with Jacques it is different. It is a completely different thing. Jacques makes me feel I'm important for him, that it is not just a fuck and farewell. Well, Philippe is kind with me too. He is my friend. But Jacques is more... tender. I hope that Jacques will not get tired of me. From the clothes he wears, and from the car he has, I would say that he too is a plain workman. But how beautiful he is, and the way he talks and moves he could even be a great lord - a prince, if they still exist. My charming prince.

10th of September 1972, Sunday

Babette changed her boyfriend again. It is the third one. The one she dates now is a boy I know, one year older than me. His name is Fernand and he is a blacksmith at Pilette's. A fairly good-looking boy, it's a pity he has crooked teeth, but as long as he doesn't smile you don't notice that. He always wears tight trousers and seems well endowed, to judge by the basket he shows. Who knows if Babette does something with him or not? Possibly she too noticed that nice property and thought she'd take out a mortgage on it.

Eric and Etienne are growing up well. Also Didì who, next year, will start primary school. Now he is sleeping and as usual he is nice when he sleeps. When he is awake, he is something of a pest but I love him all the same. I think he will grow up to be a really beautiful boy.


This evening Bernard came to call dad for their visit to the tavern. While dad was changing his clothes, Bernard and I talked a little. He asked me what I'm doing, if I like studying and some things like that. He said that he would have liked to study but that his father sent him into the mine at fourteen. Then asked me if I have a girlfriend and I told him a lie: "There is a girl I sort of like, but I can't make up my mind." And he: "You have to show you are determined, you know? Or women will laugh at you." So I asked him: "Do you have a woman?" "No, not now. I spend too many hours in the mine and when I come out I just want to sleep, somewhat like your dad. I just go out on Sunday or at times with your father, who is a good friend." When dad came, they went away,


Sure, Bernard is not Jacques and not Philippe either. He is less beautiful, less interesting. But he is not bad at all. Possibly a little too lean, but he has good muscles and, all considered, he is a discrete male. Who knows why he doesn't have a woman? Nothing, just fantasies. And between Bernard and Thibaud, anyway, I still prefer Thibaud. Then Robert. Bernard comes fifth, therefore, among those I know a little better and with whom I would like to fuck. Ah no, he comes sixth, as Kurt comes for sure before him. I could class Kurt possibly after Philippe and before Thibaud... or possibly after Thibaud but before Robert, I don't know. I just know that Jacques comes before all them, a lot before.

11th of September 1972, Monday

Today school started again. We are all there again. Didier is a little less handsome. Robert, instead, is more handsome. Solange is as always. Patrick and Francois seem to have quarreled, so they ignore each other. It's strange not to see those two glued together any more. Benoit is now with Marie France and Michel courts Josiane. There is a new mate coming from Nancy whose name is Yves Lenoir and it seems that he is really snobbish and that's a shame as he could be a really handsome boy.

Seeing Robert I again felt the yen to try with him - if what Didier told me is true, it would be game for sure. But I don't know if I am his type. Perhaps he doesn't like me, sexually.


They say that the PE teacher got married this summer to a girl from Bordeaux. I remember when I saw him taking a shower... I wonder if he is as skilled at fucking as he is skilled in the sports he teaches us. He has a regulation tool, rather beautiful. Think of a class all composed of fags - of gays, as Jacques would say! - including the teachers (well, excluding the English teacher who is too much like a toad and excluding the women, of course). There would need to be tests for fucking, for oral sex, reviews of sixty-nine techniques, text preparation on fucking asses, study of hard dicks...


All the Profs say that as this is the last year, the year of graduation, it will be the hardest one. They are probably trying to scare us to make us study harder. We have a new Mathematics teacher who resembles Alain Delon. Girls do nothing but talk about him. But he doesn't appeal to me, even though I don't think I would say no if he propositioned me. But I would prefer the PE teacher... on the mat for the high jump... 




PART 7






19th of September 1972, Tuesday

It is two a.m. (and therefore I should have written 20th Wednesday) and I am at Philippe's house after I met Jacques. All yesterday and all today I couldn't think of anything but him, so this morning I cut a bad figure with the math prof. (Alain Delon) who asked me a question when I was not paying attention.

Anyway, this evening we met.


Jacques arrived a little after me, as I was really in a hurry to meet him, so that at ten before ten I was already there. He was punctual. As I got in his car, the first words out of his mouth were: "You managed to come, I'm happy to say!" - Then he gave me one of those smiles that make me melt completely. I say to him: "Next time, couldn't we meet any earlier?" "Unhappily not, I have an engagement that ends at 9:45, so I can't be here before 10." and I: "but on the other days? Why only once in two weeks?" And he: "Because I don't live here in St. Etienne. I'm here just once every two weeks. I'd like meeting you more often, you know." Myself, especially now that I'm no longer at Philippe's home since school started again and his wife came back, I would like to meet Jacques every day - even if I still slept with Philippe. Anyway I like it a lot that Jacques too would like to see me more often. I don't know what it is, but it seems almost strange that a young man as handsome as he is could content himself with me. It is not that I'm ugly, but I'm nothing special either.


When we arrive under the bridge, he pulls out the familiar plaid blanket and we undress at once. This night there is little light. We can barely see each other and I'm sorry. I like looking at him stark naked. I said him: "Two engaged people, or a husband and wife make love, but two like us just have sex." And he says: "But they could also make love, couldn't they?" and then asks me: "Did you never fall in love?" and I: "Once, but just a little, with a girl of my class." And he: "And never with a male?" I look at him a little taken aback he can ask me such a thing and say: "No way! Males fall in love with females, not with males." And he says to me: "Don't talk bullshit, Alain. Two men can also fall in love with each other, besides having sex." "How?" I ask, astounded and unbelieving. He, patiently: "If besides having sex, one becomes so important to the other that he only wants to be with him and make only him happy. If one feels that without the other his life is not worth shit. If one feels he needs the other and not just to fuck." So I ask him: "Did you ever fall in love with a male?" "Yes, just once. I was your age and he was five years older. But he wanted just to have sex; he was not in love with me. So, when he found another one who attracted him, he left me." "Left you? Was he crazy, leaving someone gorgeous like you?" He laughs and says: "Doesn't matter being beautiful if there is something else. What really matters is loving each other and loving each other means seeing the beauty that is inside the other; that is the most difficult to notice, but that is the more important."


Then we stopped talking because we wanted to have sex, or make love as he says. While we were turning each other on, he me and I him, he gave me one of his fabulous kisses then asked me: "do you have a steady boyfriend?" "Not now, I only go with you. And you?" "Me neither." We started having sex again, giving each other pleasure. It is great being held tight between his strong arms and legs while he takes me, and I like caressing and kissing him while I take him. Everything we do I like. And then it is beautiful when we feel we are reaching our orgasm and we reach it little by little, together. Then, when we unload, I feel like screaming for joy.


And soon after he embraces me and caresses me and I would like to never go away from there. And then he says me in a whisper: "Do you know? Between one time and the next I always think about you." "Me too" I say him. And he: "it's a shame we have to wait two weeks. It seems like they never pass." And I: "To whom are you saying that! I would like to come every day, really." "I know, unhappily it's me who can't. And each time I'm afraid I won't see you any more." "Why?" "Possibly you'll get tired waiting two weeks. And you will find another more available than me." "No, I don't think so, Jacques. Anyway, where could I find anyone more beautiful and more skilled than you?" "Skilled?" he asks surprised. And I: "Yes, you make me enjoy things better than anybody else. It seems that you know what I need, as if you knew my body better than me. I can't explain it better to you. And you come with me even if I have no experience. But then, I couldn't come every day even if you could - I live in a small village and I am never here in the evenings. To meet you I had to find a pretext and stay at the home of a friend who covers for me."


We start to dress and I say: "But you, why do you come to me? I'm not handsome and I'm so awkward." And he: "Shush, silly boy! I like you!" "But why?" "I like you and I'm not even able to tell you why, but I feel so good with you, as I never have with any other. And even about making love, I like how you welcome me into you, and how you come inside me. I'm not able to tell you why, but I know I like you very much and that I always think of you, and that I am happy having met you." I was happy for these words, or rather overjoyed. The idea that he thinks of me, seems so beautiful to me. So I say him: "I would like to have your picture, to look at you when we are not together." And he: "I don't have any, here...." And I: "you can give me one, next time." And he: "Yes, possibly."


He takes me back. Then he says goodbye to me with his usual kiss in my mouth, but this time it seems hotter and more beautiful than ever. "Promise me you will come," he says. And I: "Sure! Now I have no more problems spending one night in St. Etienne a couple of times a month. Will you think of me in between?" "I'll do nothing else but, don't worry." We kiss again then I get out. I see his car going away to the main highway, and I go back toward the center of town and Philippe's house. He gave me his house keys. It is all dark and I try to make no noise. Then I started to write on this diary so as not to forget even a single word. But now I have to go to sleep.


Good night, Jacques.

21st Sept, '72, Friday

I can't meet Jacques until the 3rd of October. The more days pass the more my desire grows. Yesterday night I dreamed of him - he was stark naked in the middle of a lawn under the sun, and I dreamed that his beautiful tool was straight up. Many boys were looking at him, including one who resembled Robert. He tries to approach Jacques, and touch his tool, but Jacques sends him away, and then looks at me and smiles. So I approach him but all the others grab my clothes to hold me back. I fight them, my clothes coming off in their hands and I, completely naked, reach Jacques. He embraces me, and then kisses me in the mouth and my orgasm comes at once. I woke up and my briefs were all wet, as I really came. God, what a wonderful dream!

Talking about Robert, today after PE, we were taking our shower in two bordering stalls, and he knocks on the glass door and says: "Do you have some shampoo? I forgot to bring mine." "Yes, wait." I say and come out of my stall, all naked and dripping, open his stall and give him the bottle. And I look between his legs - he is really well endowed. He noticed where I was looking and seemed embarrassed, possibly because it was half hard? Later, while we were dressing, I go to his locker to get my shampoo back and say in a low voice: "But mine is bigger than yours!" He looks at me and makes me a sign to shut up and points at the others like saying that they can overhear me. I shrug my shoulders and go back to my locker. Then, as we are leaving the school, before I head toward Didier's bike, Robert says: "The important thing is it works well, not the size." And I, faking the expression of a dummy: "What are you talking about?" and took off so he wouldn't know that I was about to laugh.


With Didier, nothing more. He now seems insignificant to me, although we remain good friends. When I am on his bike, I don't even get a hard-on any more.

27th of September 1972, Thursday

Robert suggested we get at his place sometimes to study together. But I told him that afterward it would be difficult for me to go back home, because if I don't go back on the bike with Didier, I have to take the 8 p.m. bus or the 8:30 train and whether from the bus stop or from the train station to my home, it takes about thirty minutes to walk. He says: "Well, when you went to Solange's place, you did it, didn't you? If you come to my place after school, we can study for a few hours in peace, and when you go back home all your homework would be done. I don't mean every day, just sometimes." I say: "I'll ask my parents if they agree. But yours, won't they object?" "No. Mum, instead of leaving a meal just for me, would leave enough for two." So I ask him: "Why, are you alone?" And he: "Yes, mum comes back around six 'o clock and dad around seven; at times even later. They eat lunch at work."

I wonder if he is making an advance to me. Who knows? Anyway, back home this afternoon, I asked my mum. She didn't object, says that it will be fine, just to tell her beforehand when I stop at Robert's or else she would worry at my not coming home the usual time. I think that Tuesday will be the day I'll go to Robert's...


Now I stop writing. I'll finish my homework for tomorrow and then hit the sack. Who knows if I'll dream about Jacques again? Since that one time, I never dreamed of him again. But next Tuesday I'll meet him!

3rd of October 72 Tuesday.

Tonight, Jacques arrived for our date at the same time I did. Without shutting off the engine, he opened the door and I got inside. He gave me great pleasure by saying: "It's good to see you again!" So I ask him: "did you bring me your picture?" And he: "Oh, no, sorry, I forgot it!" So I, just for a joke, say: "Don't you see that you don't think about me?" and pretended to be pouting. And he, to apologize, swears that he didn't do it on purpose, that he thinks of me, and so on. So I say to him: "Well, then, to be forgiven what will you give me for a souvenir?" And he, at once: "What do you want?" And I: "That key holder." "But this has no value... it is just cheap plastic." "But it is yours. I don't give a shit about its value, or else I would have asked you for a 100 franc note as a souvenir, wouldn't I?" He laughs and says: "It's yours. Wait a moment while I put a rubber band around the car keys and then you can have it." So I put his empty key holder on a belt loop. Then he says: "And you, what will you give me as a souvenir?" And I, who had hoped he would ask me, say: "I have nothing, I just have this old coin that I always have in my pocket as a lucky charm. Do you want it?" And he: "But wouldn't you regret giving me your lucky charm?" And I: "No, I'll give it to you willingly." He takes my old coin and puts it in his change purse.

We stop at the usual place. While we are spreading out his blanket, I say: "But when it gets cold, what will we do?" And he: "We will stay in the car with the heat on." "But we will be cramped." I say. And he: "I'll like being squeezed against you" and he smiles at me. When he laughs or smiles he becomes even more beautiful, if possible. He pulls me down on the blanket while I'm still half dressed and finishes undressing me. I love being undressed by him. Then at once he embraces me tight, really tight and kisses me deep in the mouth. Fucking hell, doesn't he kiss great!? I almost faint when he kisses me. The other times it was different, I didn't feel his tongue inside and everywhere in that fabulous way! I think that he is almost making me cum like in my dream. And then his hands everywhere, his tool that pushes against me and brushes against me. It is really wonderful. And then, he doesn't want to fuck at once like Philippe, but gradually turns me on more and more, and I feel like being in heaven. Foreplay and after play are as beautiful with him as the intercourse itself. Then he says: "I bet that you beat off a lot." "Yes, but always thinking of you." "You never think about any other guy?" "Well once, a class mate of mine, but I usually think about you, only you. I like you too much." And then he: "Too much? Then I have to do something so that you like me less." "What are you saying? Why do I have to like you less?" "Because too much, is too much." And I: "Big silly boy! I say too much just to say a lot more than a lot!" He laughs in such a way that he seems like an urchin, then kisses me and we continue having sex.


Yes, I really like him a lot more than a lot. I say to him: "You, nowadays, who knows how many boys, have the hots for you." 'I don't think about that, I don't even notice." "Come on, don't be modest." "Even if it were so, I would really not be aware, as I think only of you." "Only of me? And why?" "I told you, you are special." Then he gives me a very long kiss and we stop talking and we just have sex in so wonderful a way that I feel I'm in heaven again. When he feels I am about to explode, he stops and sweetly whispers: "No, wait, not yet, Alain, I want to enjoy you some more." I think that when Jacques is aroused he is wonderful and I like looking at him and feeling him all over my body, and make those moments last longer. But then we both are no longer able to hold back and we both cum, and he says: "Oh, Alain, its fantastic!" and we stay locked together to kiss and caress for a long while.


Why can't we meet more often? I don't want to wait until the 17th to meet him again and to stay a while with him. Some two or three hours together, then two long weeks that you just wait and that never pass. And he forgot to bring me his picture. I have his key holder that is a nice green-light blue color that makes me think of his eyes. I get lost, in his eyes. It is a miracle that there can be someone in this world so beautiful, so perfect. Near him I feel like the ugly duckling. But what can somebody like him find in someone like me? When I ask him, he just says: "I like you," which is fine but explains nothing.

October 9th 1972, Monday

This afternoon I went to study at Robert's home. After we ate, before starting to study, he says: "Let's sit in the other room, on the sofa, to hear the last LP I bought, and then we can start to study, OK? I don't like hitting the books so soon after I eat." I think 'here we are' - the sofa, the music, then... On the contrary it seems that nothing at all will happen. He is there, not even close to me. I am there. We listen to the music. I was thinking about what to say to see if maybe he felt like doing something just as I felt like doing, and I was thinking "I'll ask him 'Why you don't give me head the way you did with Didier?'" but then I didn't find the courage.

At a certain point he says: "You are no longer with Solange, are you?" "And you and Josiane, did you split up?" And he: "She was not even able to give a good blow job!" And I at once: "It's so good being sucked off, really great." And he: "Oh yeah!" but he does nothing. So I say: "With these speeches, I got a hard-on. Feel here!" I say fingering my basket. But he doesn't come nearer to feel it as I hoped, but just says: "Yeah, me too," and he too touches himself.


Then I think it is up me to take the first step and I just pull it out, real hard and straight up, and caress it. He looks at me for a moment, somewhat astounded, but then his eyes are there, staring at my dick, as if it was a magnet. Then I start to stroke it slowly and he just sits there, still saying nothing, doing nothing, but looking, looking. I am at this point forward, and then, always beating myself off, I stand up and move in front of him and say: "Go on, suck it Robert. Take it all in your mouth, go on. Make me cum." And meanwhile I think he will now punch me in my face, or in my balls; that possibly Didier invented it all. On the contrary, he says nothing but bends forward, opens my trousers and lowers them together with my briefs a little more, puts his hands on my buttocks, pulls me toward himself, and starts giving me head. He is skilled. I feel that he likes it. He continues without stopping until he makes me cum and he swallows every drop of it.


Then I ask him: "Do you want me to make you cum?" And he: "I already came; I got to change my clothes." And he stands up and goes to his bedroom. He is back in a short while and he has a weird air. "You won't tell anybody, will you?" "No way! But you'll give me head again, when we are alone, won't you?" And he: "I don't know. I'm not used to doing such things." And I: "But you invited me at your place for that, didn't you?" And he, embarrassed: "No, it's not so." And I: "Come on, you like it or else you would not have cum without even touching yourself!" And he blushed to the tip of his ears, like a beet. So I say him: "And you like also taking it in your ass, don't you?" And he: "No way, no!" So I tell him: "Sure you like it - you let the ski instructor shove his rod up your ass, didn't you?" He looks at me completely confused and says: "You weren't there, how can you know that?" And I, triumphant: "I just know it, that's all. And I also know that sometimes you go to the movies to find guys who want some action."


He is trembling, feeling bad, so I smile at him and say: "Hey, what's up? Look, I'm gay, too, you know." He looks at me, widens his eyes and says: "You like doing it with guys too?" "Sure dumb ass, that's why I came here - because I wanted to do it with you, it's just a shame you came so soon. But we will have more fun next time. Now let's really do some studying, OK?" Calm now, he says that ever since last year he has been thinking he would like to try it with me, but he thought that I would never be game. And he is happy we can now do it together.


Then he asks me: "But you, how long have you been doing stuff like this" and I: "More or less one year." Then he: "I win - I started when I was thirteen, almost five years ago." He tells me that it happened at the parish camp, one summer. An assistant counselor, a boy 22 years old, first made him beat him off, then taught him to give head and, after not even a week, took his cherry - and didn't even hurt him! Robert doesn't like being a top, just being a bottom, he said. "That suits me fine." Then he told me that he thinks Yves is also game and that he wants to do it with him. I said him: "If you are as shy as you were with me, you will never find out what he'll do." And he: "But I am almost certain about Yves. With you, I could swear you were all on the other side, which is why I didn't try with you..."


We agreed that Thursday I'll go to his place and that he will let me fuck him. He says he wants that and that he likes my dick. Well, I will make him happy and fuck both his mouth and his ass more than willingly.

12 October 1972, Thursday

This morning during break Robert says: "So then, today you'll come to my house, won't you?" "Sure, be ready for a good fuck," I say and wink at him. And he: "You will see, I'll give you a good surprise." And I: "Good?" And he: "I really think so." He wouldn't say anything else.

After school we go to his place, eat lunch, then I say him: "Let's go on your bed." And he: "No, on my parents' double bed. But not now, wait a moment. Let's listen to some music first." I say all right. We sit on the sofa and he puts on some music. It must have been two 'o clock when the door bell rings. I say "Shit! You were expecting somebody?" And he: "Yes, the surprise." And goes to open the door, and I am thinking: "What the hell, maybe its Didier...." Instead, in comes Yves! How come I didn't think of him? I don't really like Yves, but he really is handsome. We greet each other and Robert says: "Now we can go to the bed." And I: "A threesome?" And Yves: "Sure thing! A little orgy." As soon as we are in his parents' room, Robert starts to undress. Yves at once opens my pants, pulls it out and says: "That's some dick! Go on. Put it all down deep in my throat!" To me, he seems a little too pushy and vulgar, but... why not?


He kneels in front of me and I fuck him a while in his mouth while Robert pulls off my clothes then Yves's, too. We get on the big bed and start tussling. Yves in bed is a little too effeminate for my liking, but who cares? It is good group-sex with just me as the top and they compete to take my dick in their mouths or asses. I had fun! With his mouth Yves is more skilled, but as for the ass, I prefer Robert's. He knows what to do, how to take it. While I was fucking Robert's ass, Yves was licking me all over and that was really pleasurable. Then, when I came I was somewhat worn out, they did a juicy sixty-nine, Robert under and Yves on top of him. Looking at them I got hard again, so I fucked Yves who was in the right position, while they kept on sucking each other.


Later, when we had dressed and gone back to the living room, we talked about sex. That's how I learned that women also do it between themselves and that they are called lesbians. Yves said that not just the ones my doctor told me about that time, but also Alexander the Great, and Caravaggio and Leonardo da Vinci, and Gide and Verlaine - maybe even half of the world - are gay. He bragged that in Nancy he had a steady man, a policeman 28 years old with whom he had been making love for two and half years. But the one who took his cherry was his elder brother - when he was 14 and his brother 18. I thought about that, but I told myself I would never do it with my little brother Didì... not even if he were now fourteen or more...


Anyway, after Yves left, I said to Robert that I preferred doing it alone with him, or alone with Yves and not with both of them, and that anyway I like him best.


But now I understand something - it is true that with everybody I just have sex, but with Jacques I make love. With Jacques it is a completely different thing. Ah, Jacques!

16th of October 1972, Monday

At last tomorrow I'll meet Jacques. Neither Philippe nor Robert is worth a tenth of Jacques. I think that if I could meet him every day, or at least more often, I would never look at the face (or between the legs) of any other male. I would not try; I would not touch any other male. I am pretty sure, Jacques is way too beautiful, sweet, unique, too... everything! He is like the sun - when it shines you can't see the stars any more. They all disappear, even the brightest ones. And then he is able to do it so well - it seems he always knows how and where and when to touch me, as if he knew everything that my body wanted, even things that I didn't even know I wanted. But it is not just the sex. With him, it is also his tenderness, his smile, his voice, and... all the rest of him.

Tomorrow we will meet. I'm really longing to feel his body, his beautiful body, searching mine all over, doing me...

12 November 1972, Sunday.

What a horrible month!

On the afternoon of the 16th of October, I was home writing in this diary, when all the sirens at the mine went off at once. Then came the ambulances' sirens and the fire truck and police car sirens. A bad accident must have happened in the mine.


We run, Mom and I, with Corinne remaining at home to care for the children. When we arrive at the mine, half of the village is there - anxious. Babette comes running frantically.


We are in front of the mine gate. Eventually, the news starts coming, bits at a time.


A shaft had collapsed.


Five dead.


Dad's name was called out...


Mum fainted and was taken to the hospital.


That collapse crushed five families.


The funerals, all the village, all the miners, the authorities. Also my school mates and Babette's, Corinne's whole school. And relatives come from everywhere, and the great mass...


When it is all over, we are alone in our pain, in our despair.


Then the managing director comes in person, sent to our home by the owner. We are told that if I want I can take my father's place in the mine, to support the family. I accepted at once. We decided that Babette will stop going to school and will get an everyday job. The notary, being happy with her, hired her at once. The mine's insurance will also pay us an indemnity, so possibly we will have more money than before.


But Dad is no longer with us.


Mum cries night and day and Babette told her: "Try to make yourself strong, mum, at least for the children." But Mum seems to listen to nobody. She is shut up in her pain. We too are in pain, but we have to carry on. Now all the family is on our shoulders, Babette's and mine. Sure, they don't pay me like they did Dad; he had years of work experience. But with the money Babette will earn, we will have a little more money than Dad earned.


It made a great impression on me, going down in the earth's bowels and thinking that Dad went down there for years; that part of those galleries he dug with his hands. And it impressed me when I saw where the rock collapsed and there, I thought, it was wet with dad's blood. Dad's colleagues welcomed me at once with a liking, especially Bernard, but also Sillon and Venieux and Claude, and all the others.


I have been working there for ten days now.


It's hot, down in those underground bowels. The guts of the earth, really. It is hot so usually we work bare chested, the helmet with the emergency lamp on our heads. When we come out we all seem like black men, covered with coal dust and sweat. After hours of work, the showers are a paradise.

24th of December 1972, Sunday

When I come back home I am so worn out that I don't have even the energy to write in this diary. All the days are the same - toil, toil, and toil without even seeing the sunlight. I now understand what poor dad had to feel. Mum still hasn't recovered. So Babette, on top of her day job, has all the house work on her shoulders too. Corinne helps her as much as she can, but she is still a little girl. Poor Babette is getting thin and pale. All my bones and muscles ache but my companions at the mine say I will get used to it. They treat me well. It feels odd not to be called Alain but Détraz, my last name. They called Dad that too. One Détraz dead, another takes his place. The mine is eternal.

On October 17th Jacques waited for me in vain. He must have thought I got tired of him. He would be looking for another boy. At this point I have lost him too; I'll never meet him ever again. Would he have felt bad not seeing me? How I do miss his strong arms, his magnetic eyes, his wide and luminous and warm smile...


When the yen grows so much that I feel near bursting, I jerk off. Then I close my eyes and think about Jacques, that he is there with me. But he is not there...


I'm sorry that Babette can't study any more because she is really smart. But we have decided, she and me, that all our little brothers have to study, it they want, all the way up to the university - even if we have to make big sacrifices. This is Dad's inheritance.


Bernard, last Sunday evening, came to ask me if I wanted to go to the tavern with him. I said no, thank you, because there is no money to waste, not even one franc. Anyway, I have so little time to spend with my brothers that I prefer to stay at home. I remember how much I missed dad; therefore I want my brothers to see me as much as possible. I want to play with them.


In a while we will go all together to midnight Mass. I really don't feel like it, but it is an occasion for us to be united as a family. It is the first time for us to attend Christmas Mass without dad. Therefore I have absolutely to go.




PART 8






January 12th 1973, Friday

I'm starting to get used to it. Muscles are not sore so much. But I don't like not seeing the sun any more, for days and days. I go down and it is almost rising, and come out it is already evening. It seems that they want to start also a night shift. If it is so I'll ask to do it, so at least I can at times manage to live during day time, under the sun.

Down there, if you have to go to the bogs, you have to go up with the coal lift to level 5, therefore, if one has just to do water, we go to a lateral abandoned tunnel without having to go all that way back up. At times I, besides going there to piss, I also beat off for a while - if there you shut off the helmet lamp it is almost dark, as there are lamps only in the central tunnel and the light barely reaches there, in reflection. The central bowel, as we call it. 


Bernard has a good bundle of muscles in his chest, that when he is dressed you can't guess it, he seems much thinner. Also Perdrix, rather, I like him even more than Bernard as he has no hair on his chest. Well, it is not that Bernard is so hairy.


But there is nobody even by far comparable to Jacques. I cannot get him out of my head, Jacques! Does he still think of me at times, or would he have forgotten about me? Or perhaps, he is even mad at me because I didn't go. Oh no, Jacques, if I just could be there to wait for you every two Tuesdays!

3rd of February '73, Saturday

Today is the twins' first birthday. We threw a little party for them and Mum, for the first time, seemed a little more serene. Eric is a little bully, as usual; Etienne is always so sweet anyway they both are really nice. Also aunt and Horace came. It seems that he will marry soon, as he made his girlfriend pregnant. They brought a small present for the birthday, two nice identical overalls for the babies and the usual horrible cakes that aunt so proudly makes. With the pretext that I was too full, this time I didn't eat them, and Babette looked at me with dark eyes.

I have to stop writing they call me in the other room.

11th of February 73, Sunday

Today, a surprise - Philippe with his wife and child came to visit us. We couldn't manage to be alone, Philippe and I, but we could talk. He says he too decided to go at the railway's freight-yard, and that he met there a boy and that now, from time to time, they meet at the boy's place. He says he is the same age as me, preparing for his final graduation test. I then ask him what school this boy attends, but it is not my former school. He says that his name is André and that he lives with his brother who is a railways worker who is almost never home. I tell him that I miss him and that I miss Jacques and than now I just beat off. He says that if I want, sometimes on Sundays, he comes to fetch me and we go at André's for a threesome. I don't dislike that idea at all, but I said to him no thank you, as Sunday is the only day I can spend with my family. He says he can understand, but that possibly, once in a thousand, I can also go. He is possibly right.
21st of February 1973, Wednesday

Even if I am terribly tired, I have to write what happened today down there in the mine. I myself don't know if I have to be mad for that or not. I feel confused. But it will be better I write all in order, from how it started.

So, then, as usual I feel like having a leak, so I say to Bernard I'm going to piss. In that point only he and I are working, we are alone. He says "yes, yes, go." So I go, pull it out and start. Soon I hear somebody coming, and without stopping I turn to see. I recognize Bernard's silhouette. He comes near me and while he too pulls it out, I say "ah, you need to take a leak too!" and he, who now has it in his hand, says, "No, look how hard it is." I look at it and it is true, it is straight up and hard like a stake, so while I put mine back in my trousers, I say "you could even dig coal, with it!" just to joke. But he takes my arm and says "go down and give me head, go on!" I feel for the way and the tone he uses, so I step back and say "no, what do you want, leave me alone!" and he, sharply says, "no, it is even too much I'm waiting for this. You will now give me a nice blow job!" and squeezes hard my arm almost hurting me, and pulls me near him. After all it is not that I would dislike that, I already had thought about that more than once, but I don't like the way he is ordering me. 


So I say "You are a really good family friend. If Dad was here, you would not act in this way!" hoping to hurt him and to stop him. But he says, "It is true. If your father was here, it would be me the one who have to give him head. He liked forcing me to do it." And I, "don't tell bullshit! Dad was not a fag." And he "Sure, he wasn't, I know. Not him. But I am and he discovered that. He caught me and Claude while we were doing it, here in the mine. He said nothing, he didn't report us, or yell about us, and treated us exactly like before. And for that I admired him, esteemed him.


But then, right one year ago, when the twins were born, he says me 'I feel so horny, that am not even able to piss!' I laugh and say nothing. Then he says 'do you know, my wife doesn't want to fuck any more, because she doesn't want more children, they are even too many'. I then say 'you can use the condom.' And he 'no, my woman doesn't want as the priest says it is a sin,' and I 'so you can only beat your meat off, at this point'. And he, 'no, I know you like dicks, I perfectly know. You now give me head, right Bernard?' I feel somewhat bad, but after all, yes, I really like sucking dicks, so go down and take it in my mouth.


After that time, from while to while your Dad just says 'come, I need it' and I go willingly. But then a day he tells me he wants to fuck me in the ass so that he possibly enjoys it even more. I answered him no; as I like being a top, not a bottom, and tell him he can possibly try with Claude, who takes it willingly. But he says he prefers fucking me, not Claude, and that or I let him take me or he will tell everybody I am a fag. So I had to lower my trousers and let him shove it up my ass each time he feels horny. I was a friend with your Dad, and remained his friend, but he had not to do that to me. So, now, you'll give me head, and then I'll shove it up your ass."


I tell him, "you're a bastard, I don't believe you. And then, I am not a fag," but he, "if you don't believe me, go and ask Claude, he knows everything. And then, I don't give a shit if you are a fag or not, I like your small firm ass. I thought of that even before your dad died. So you now do as I tell you, you suck it then take it in your nice ass, or else I'll go to tell your mum what her husband forced me to do and I don't think she will be happy."


So, I went down and took it in my mouth, and then in my ass. After all I enjoyed it, I must admit, even more as it was ages I did nothing with a male. But in this way it is not good like it could be. If he asked me, if he said to me "Alain, I want to have sex with you, because I like you," I would have accepted at once. And it would have been great, I think. And then, that story of my dad amazed me and I don't know if I should believe him. But I'm afraid he is right, and I felt bad. I would like to ask mum if it is true that after the twins were born they did nothing more in bed. But these are speeches I cannot have with her.

28th of February '73, Monday

We do it with Bernard a couple of times each week. He first makes me suck it, then makes me turn around and bend, and takes me. Meanwhile I beat off; at least I too have my pleasure.

Today, while I was giving him head, I hear somebody coming and stand up hurriedly but he laughs and says, "It is just Claude, go on! I told him to come, as I think he got a real crush on you." But I tidy up, standing up ready to leave. But it is really Claude who at once comes near us. Bernard pulls out Claude's cock and says, "Go on, Alain, and give him head, while I fuck your nice ass." And he lowers my trousers. As soon as I bend to suck Claude, Bernard seizes my hips and throws it all inside me. I like feeling penetrated at both ends at once. And that of Claude has a good, clean and manly smell. I get aroused and I beat myself again. When all three of us have cum, Claude caresses my hair and says "I like you a lot, Alain, I'm happy you asked Bernard to allow me here. I didn't hope it."


So I understand that Bernard told him a lie, but I say nothing. I just say "But what if somebody of our mates came?" and Claude "Yes, it's risky in this way. Next times one of us will be on watch, it will be better, while the other two have their fun here. So at least we don't have to do it in a hurry."


After all, yes, I like Claude and don't dislike Bernard. And so I can have sex more often, anyway it has been great feeling one bobbing in my mouth and another in my back at once. I just needed one sucking my dick, and it would have been complete. I feel like I'm really becoming a whore, somewhat like Thibaud's Spanish girl, but then. And now, perhaps Claude lets me put it in his ass, as he is a bottom. At long last, I can again fuck an ass.


Who knows where is Jacques? What is he doing? For sure at this point he found another boy. Would he still remember me? I often touch his key holder that I always have on me. Would he still have my coin? He could possibly have thrown it away. Anyway, it didn't bring up good luck.

March, 18 1973, Sunday

Claude, when we are alone to have sex, is gentle, caresses me, and it is good doing it with him. Bernard is cruder. Then Claude, already the first time we were alone, asked me to take him and I enjoyed it a lot. Bernard some times sucks me, but also for that Claude is better. Claude has it bigger than Bernard and also more straight and smooth, it is a pleasure touching, licking, and sucking it. Also his cum is more sweet than that of Bernard. But I have to admit that Bernard fucks in the ass really well. I said to Claude that I'd rather do it with him but he says that we all are friends and therefore it would not be good to exclude Bernard. At times they made me stay on watch, while Bernard fucks Claude.

I ask myself how it comes that nobody realizes all our maneuvers. It is true that under there we don't always work in fixed places and from time to time we don't see somebody for a while, it is a maze. But we three withdraw always together, now, and two or three times each week, unless the others guessed it but just they do their business. This also is possible.


I think that Bernard and Claude at this point have no more doubts that I too am a fag like them. Mainly Claude, as we kiss on the mouth and it has been me to do it the first time. Kissing Bernard, I really don't feel like it and I didn't still do it. And happily it seems that he doesn't even think of it. Claude is learning to kiss really well.


But never like Jacques.

17th of April 1973, Tuesday

My eighteenth birthday.

This morning two things happened to me that I didn't expect. While we were changing to go down, Claude gives me a small parcel and says, "Happy Birthday" and I, "How did you know?" and he, "I know." I open the parcel and inside there is a fine necktie. The only necktie I had for Sunday's suit was that of my dad's. Now I have two, and this one is cheerful, youthful. But above all it gave me pleasure that Claude thought of me. In that moment we were alone in the lockers room, so I kissed him. He became red like a tomato, but was happy.


Then this evening, back home, comes Philippe on his bike. He too brought me a present, a pocket radio with earphones, really great. Babette made him stop for supper with us, then he and I went out for a stroll before he had to go back home. He asks me, "how are you doing?" and I told him about Bernard and Claude. Then I ask him, "and you, how are you doing?" and he, "I got a boyfriend." "Yes, you told me, André, if I remember right." And he, "No, that was just an adventure. This time it is a serious thing." "Good. And where did you meet him?" "Always I meet them at the freight-yard." He says and I, "And what is his name?" and I am afraid he met Jacques, but he says, "He is an Italian immigrant; he works as a waiter at the railways' station, restaurant, his name is Paolo." I felt relieved.


They meet in the boy's room, as he lives alone. He can't for sure take him at his home. Then I ask him, "At the freight-yard did you never meet Jacques?" "No, never, I always looked if there was the white Simca with the blonde but I never saw it. But I went to the yard just four or five times, and now that I am with Paolo, I don't go any more. If you knew how hot Paolo, a real Italian is!" "This time you don't propose me a threesome?" I say him jokingly, and he, "No, this time with Paolo is a serious thing." And I, "Yes, I was jesting. But why didn't you take him with you? I would like to meet him." "On the evening he works till late at the restaurant, and often also on Sundays." "Did you tell him about me?" "Yes, and at first he was a little jealous," "Jealous?" I say, taken aback.


I never thought that a male can be jealous of another one. It seems too much like a couple of husband and wife, it seems weird. Then I ask him, "and how does it go, with your wife?" "Fine, why?" "If you do it often with Paolo, can you then do it also with her?" "Oh, yes, there is no problem." Then I ask him, "But doesn't she find odd that now you go out almost every evening?" He laughs and says, "No, I told her that, out of the work, I take judo lessons. I also bought the uniform. And anyway the judo gym is right at the first floor of Paolo house. That's how I got the idea." Then he pulls out his wallet, and Paolo's picture and showed it to me - he really seems a handsome boy, with a likeable face, and well shaped.


But unhappily I don't have a picture of Jacques.

9th of June 1873, Saturday

It is a good while I don't write. I always feel so tired! Today they told me that I have right to only seven days of holiday in August, which are the only closing days.

Claude quarreled with Bernard, because of me. In fact Bernard, a while ago, wanted to propose Canson to come he too to have sex with us, and that meant mainly with me. I said him that I don't go down well with Canson, and that I don't feel like becoming everybody's whore, but Bernard insisted. So Claude took my side and they quarreled and Claude said him that or he leaves me in peace, or he breaks his head and then says it has been an accident. I saw him so mad that I feared he was talking seriously, and I think that also Bernard took him seriously. So now they don't talk any more with each other and it is about ten days that Bernard doesn't call me any more for sex. But Claude says that he possibly is trying to take his revenge on us, making us being caught by someone, so it is a while that we manage barely to exchange a fast kiss, or seldom a fast groping, but we are no more able to have sex, for fear. I asked Claude to make peace and to make everything back as before, at least we two can do something, but he doesn't want to hear about that.

14th of June '73, Thursday

Today I told Claude, "I want to talk in private with Bernard. I call him in the blind gallery. You stay out on watch. If I call, come, if not, remain outside." And he, "what do you want to do?" "I have an idea; let me do it my way. I possibly can put things at their place." He didn't want to, but then yielded.

So I said to Bernard, "Come in the blind gallery." And he came. When we were alone, I lowered my trousers and said him, "you want to fuck me? Here I am, fuck me. You can fuck me any time you feel horny, it's OK with me. Just don't try to bring here other mates. Leave me in peace with Claude, we two fit well together. Don't you think you took enough revenge for what my father did to you?" But he, hard, "do you think to set things in this way? That I say, do it boys, you have my blessing? And that I withdraw? I fuck you, yes, because I feel horny. Before you came Claude and I did it always together. Now all has changed for your fault." And I, "It is not me the one who decided to call also Claude, it was your decision, wasn't it? It is not my fault if Claude and I fit well together, and if he now is with me." He then says, sarcastic, "but you are not a fag like we are, are you?" and I, "and then, what am I? Sure I am a fag like you two." "Ah, then we converted you, lil' sister?" "No, don't worry, I was so even before. So, are you game?" and he, "you let me fuck you any time I want?" "Sure, if you leave us in peace and cover us." "Then, bend down; I really need to fuck your ass." "But then, you leave in peace us two?" I insist. "Promise." he says, and so he took me. At first he went down with rage, but then he calmed down and took me nicely. At the end it was no bad at all, it's evident he has experience to fuck in the ass. Then I say "now you send here Claude and stay on watch." And he says, "all right."


So he goes out and at once Claude enters and I say to him, "it's all OK. Come on, let's have sex. Bernard will cover us." And he, "how did you do?" "Trust me. All is like before." And he, "But you let Bernard take you?" "Sure, and in exchange he leaves us in peace and covers us." "But it is not fair..." and I, "I don't dislike being his bottom. But above all, we can now do it again; you and I, aren't you happy?" "I would have liked more if you and I did it, only you and I. But if it fits you..." and so, finally, Claude and I had a nice fuck in peace. I really needed it, and I like it with Claude.

2nd of July 1073, Monday

Claude and I decided to spend the holidays together. He has three weeks, so we can spend one together. He owns a mountain refuge on the Massif Central. I really think it will be great.

Bernard leaves us in peace - he first fucks me, and then stays in watch for us. Claude is not happy, but Thursday came a new boy, whose name is Martin. He is 22 years old. Bernard is chasing him he says that he likes him a lot. If he succeeds, all will become easier. In my opinion Martin is game. I hope not to be wrong.

5th of July 73, Thursday

I was not wrong.

This morning at a certain point Bernard and Martin disappeared. Then Bernard comes back alone, and says me, "I'm almost sure. We showed it to each other, and he didn't withdraw." And I, "do you think he is like us?" "I really think so. I just think he has not so much experience. I want to go smoothly with him I don't want him to escape." Then also Martin comes back pretending nothing happened, and we all start again to work.


Then, in the afternoon, I go to take a piss and after a while Martin comes. He stays there, near me his legs spread, and pulls it out. Then I see that he is looking at mine so, when I have finished, instead of putting it back, start to beat my meat and he looks, and looks and at last he too beats his meat. I then stretch out my hand and take his dick and he lets me do. I move in face of him and we beat each other. Then I ask him, "do you like that?" and he nods yes. And I ask him, "you never gave head?" and he nods no. So I say, "Well try it, then I'll do it to you." He finally talks, "you do it first." Soon said, soon done. I crouch down and take it in my mouth and feel he likes it. Then I stop and say, "your first time?" he nods yes and I ask, "do you like it?" he again nods yes. So I say, "Well, now it's your turn," and he bends down, and takes it in his mouth. He is not skilled, but he does it. Then he stands up and whispers "do you like also shoving it up an ass?" "Sure, do you want it?" "I don't know, but I would like to give it a try." And I, "you never took one, at 22?" and he, "it's not so easy..." Then I say him, "lower your trousers, and go on." And he says, "Here? What if somebody comes?" "We will see him in time, come on." But he says, "No, I'm scared." and closes his fly and goes away at once.


Then I go out and look for Bernard. I find him working with Dumarne, and I signal him to stop for a moment and, where we are not overheard, I tell him, "Look that Martin just waits to be fucked." "How can you be sure?" he asks me stupefied but with an interested and happy expression. So then I tell him everything and at the end he says, "Come." And we go where Martin is working. He takes him by an arm and says, "come with us, we need to talk you." Martin comes with us somewhat hesitantly. Reached the blind gallery he understands, looks at me and says, "No, please." But Bernard pushes him inside and tells him, "Alain will watch for us." Martin again says a weak "no, come on." But they disappear inside, and for a while all is silent. Then Martin comes out, and he seems confused, he barely throws me a glance, does like a greeting gesture and goes back to work. Then comes out Bernard with a half moon smile on his face and puts his hand on my shoulder and says, "And how is he game! And also, he is still a virgin; I couldn't manage to push it inside his hole. But he is waiting for nothing else you had to see how he too pushed back to make my rod enter him. When I told him that tomorrow I'll take down the Vaseline, he said me thank you. Thank you, you see? Thank you because tomorrow I'll take his cherry. So I fucked him in his mouth and when I came, he does as to pull away but I held fast his head there and he had to swallow all to the last drop. And when he stands up, he says me thank you, again. Well, thank you to you, Alain. Now that I have free way, I'll work that boy and he will become the best fuck of the entire mine, believe me." I never saw him so happy, so I told him, "Do you see that if we help each other, all goes at its place?" and he says, "Hurrah for the fag's mine!" and goes back to work, all happy and satisfied.


In fact we are 4, but the percent has to be higher, if St. Etienne's doctor is right. In the mine we should be at least thirty fags. One could be Canson, but who are the other 25? I would really like to know that.


It seems that now Martin is ashamed of me, so, when nobody can hear us, I say, "you have nothing to be ashamed! You know, I too took it from Bernard, and also Claude. And now Claude and I fuck together and we like it a lot. Right there where you and Bernard went this morning. We always go there to fuck." And he says with an amazed face, "you and Claude?" and I say, "sure, and now, you and Bernard. Don't you think it will be perfect?" and he, "but are you happy being a fag?" and I, "sure, yes. Not you?" "I don't know. Everybody says evil of that." And I ask him, "but do you like it?" "Yes. I always desired doing it, but never had the heart." "Well, this time you can, finally. Have fun!" Then, while I was about leaving, he takes me by my arm and says, "thank you, Alain, you really are a friend. I like a lot Bernard and how he fucks..."


So, today, thanks from left and thanks from right!

25th of July 1973, Thursday

Martin and Bernard continue to fuck together and get along very well. So Claude and I can do it in peace. Martin became my friend and confides with me, he tells me all his doubts, and he asks my advice. He likes Bernard and his way a little rude to do sex.

As Sunday Martin is home alone, as his elder brother with his wife goes to see their parents, so he invited us at his place to spend some time together. He says to go around eleven a.m. as later we will have lunch together. He will cook as he is skilled. Then, in private, he says, "but if you come around nine, my brother is already gone..." And I, "do you want me to come before the others?" and he, "that day I ran away... but you wanted to take me, didn't you?" "Do you want to do it with me? Why not! I'll come at nine, then." "Thank you," he says. He always thanks. Then he says, "It will be better if Bernard doesn't know you come earlier."


It seems that Martin likes it, and he wants to recover the lost time. Even if I like him, he is not really a beautiful boy, or at least he is not my type, but he is neither bad and he also must have a nice little ass. I would be silly to lose the occasion. I just ask myself, it happened only to me that when Philippe first took my cherry it was painful for a good while? I would for sure not have asked to be fucked again. For Martin instead seems that Bernard is not enough, he wants to do it also with me. Perhaps it has been less painful for him?

28th of July, Sunday

It ended with an orgy. I must really have the soul of a whore!

This morning at 9 I was already at Martin's. I just entered and we already were naked on his bed and he begged me to mount him. He liked it a lot, but also I did. Also if Martin in bed is a little too much effeminate for me. It's a shame, because his body is not bad at all. But, at least in bed, he really acted like a girl, with little yells and mawkish moves. I like better who behaves like a man like Claude. Anyway it has been rather pleasurable to shove it up his ass, because he is still very tight, and while you fuck him he moves his entire ass giving you even more pleasure.


Then at 10:30 came Bernard and on the spot also Claude. While Martin was fixing our meal, we three chat then we ate. Yes, Martin is a good cook. Then Bernard started to touch Martin and in a while they were already undressing each other on the sofa, as we were not there. I got a hard-on and looked at Claude. He too was looking at them and was caressing his fly and it was evident he too was hard. So I drew near Claude, who was sitting on the arm chair, crouched in front of him, between his legs, opened his fly and started to give him head. Then Claude started to undress me and to undress himself and in a while we both were stark naked like the other two, and lied on the carpet to have sex.


Right on the middle Bernard and Martin came and touched us. It was great, all those hands and mouths and those hard dicks, so that in a while it was almost impossible to know who was having sex with whom. We were all a mess of arms and legs and dicks and mouths and hands, there on that carpet. It was really great.


At a certain point Claude shoved it up in Martin's ass, and I felt such a yen that I went on my knees in back of Claude and pushed all mine inside his channel. I was just inside him and was starting to pump in him, when I feel Bernard at my back trying to fuck me. I help him until he is completely inside me. It's really great to fuck and being fucked at once. Before to cum we swapped positions and did it in all the possible ways, until one after the other we came. Bernard says we have to do it again, as it is too great, and Martin, very happy, says that at last his dreams became real, and that he didn't really think he could have three handsome males at once, filling all his holes. I am happy for one thing - at a certain point also my dream became real, as Bernard was fucking my ass, Claude my mouth and Martin was giving me head. And six hands all over my body.


Then I went back home, at evening, and I imagined that in the orgy there was also Jacques, and I didn't like this idea at all. I think that it would annoy me seeing somebody else touching Jacques or if Jacques touches another in front of me. Is that jealousy? It seems silly to me, mainly being jealous of somebody that I would never again meet any more. But I would renounce to a hundred of these orgies to do it with Jacques, even just once.




PART 9






11th of August 1973, Saturday

Claude is already on vacation and today I too will start my vacation. Today he will come down to fetch me to his chalet in the Massif Central. We will be alone, he and I, and I guess it will be good. Yes, orgies could also be amusing and exciting, but after all I prefer being alone with the man I'm fucking with...

I already prepared my luggage and am now waiting for him to come, with his shabby deux chevaux. We will spend all the week together. I really need to rest a while, to do nothing. And then... with Claude I can have sex every day, and on a bed, and also under the sunlight! On a bed is a lot better than standing down there in the mine, or going amongst the bushes, or I don't know where. You can do things at ease, peacefully, in a good way, quietly.


If I had to make a list, besides Jacques, who would of course be the top and with a big gap with all the others, the second would be Philippe, then Claude, then all the others. Anyway I feel good with Claude. He is an easygoing dude, and knows how to have sex. He has a fair body and is not a sissy. And we are friends. I think he is, at present, the only true friend I have.

12th of August '73, Sunday

More than a chalet, this is a modest, little mountain house, stone-built, in a lost small village with eleven houses (I counted them) and a small chapel (and without a town hall or a shop). We are the only two people from "outside", all the other inhabitants are highlanders. The house belonged to Claude's grandpa, who was born here. His family doesn't like this house, thus they let it to Claude, who loves this place and usually comes here all alone. 

The place is really beautiful, from the rear window you can see the entire valley sloping down. On the first floor there is the kitchen and the stable, separated by a wooden staircase leading to the second floor where two rooms are. The smallest is now used as storage, a kind of depot. The other one is the bedroom, with just a wardrobe, two chairs, a side table, a chest of drawers with a mirror, and a tall and wide bed where I and Claude make sex and sleep. The furniture is old and simple, in farmers' style, but Claude cares for it and I like it. In the stable he has built a bog and put a wooden bath-tub.


Our program during the day is going out for a good walk in the surroundings, or else to go down the valley with his car to do shopping for our supplies. Here everybody greets you. Claude told the villagers I am his cousin, so that people don't slander, that is they don't understand our true relationship, that I fuck Claude's ass. He never went up there with any other boy; I'm the first one he brought here.


I asked him how it happened the first time he had sex with a male, and when he understood he liked males. He told me it was ten years ago, when he was just eighteen, and he already worked down there in the mine. But it didn't happen in the mine. He was playing soccer with our village's team and was already feeling he liked boys and not girls, but couldn't expose himself, as everybody was talking about girls and telling bad things about fags.


During a match, he received a big blow with the ball right down there and he tumbled down on the field, almost senseless because of the strong pain, his face purple. He was brought in haste at the hospital for a check and the doctor on duty who visited him was a young assistant, as it was a Sunday. He asked Claude to lie down on the litter, pulled down his shorts with the underpants and touched him there and asked, "It hurts?" and he said, "a little bit, yes" and the other fingers and touches, until Claude gets an hard-on and feels ashamed.


The doctor, as if nothing happened, says, "happily, everything seems alright, young man, but we have to check if it still works as it has to." and continues to finger and touch... so that he is quite wanking him. Claude is enjoying that a lot but is also ashamed to die, so he says, "I think that if you don't stop... I'll cum..." and the doctor says with a little smile, "Yes, no problem. Why, don't you like it?" So Claude answers, "No, no, I like it very much..."


Then the doctor says, "Your reaction shows me that you like better a boy than a girl don't you?" Claude is confused and says, "Well... I don't know..." but the doctor says, "I'm a doctor, you can tell me without problems. You never tried it with a man?" and he, "No, not yet." And the doctor, continuing to wank him, says, "But you surely thought about doing it, you would like to try, wouldn't you?" and Claude nods a yes and the doctor says, "wouldn't you like to play with mine as I'm playing with yours?"


Claude is more and more confused and says, "Maybe." Then the doctor locks the door with the key, goes back to him, opens his trousers and tells, "go on, pull it out." and Claude, still lying on the stretcher, wanks the doctor and feels he likes having that hard thing in his hand. Then the doctor moves placing it near his head and asks, "Now lick it for a while..." and Claude, now totally turned on, doesn't think twice and obeys. The doctor continues to wank him but with the other hand rummages between his butts and pushes a finger in his hole and Claude likes that so much that he is able to cum at once.


Then the doctor gives him a small piece of cloth and tells him, "Clean yourself, boy. You have nothing to worry, as you see; your thing works properly." And while he puts back his thing in his trousers, says, "Now you can dress. If you want a check-up, you can come to this address, in my private surgery. If you come around 7 pm, the nurse has already gone back home and we can be alone..." But Claude never went to see that doctor again, because he was too ashamed.


Anyway, in that occasion he got the confirmation he liked males and also that he loved having something up his ass. The second one was one of his soccer-mates, once they were the last two to shower and the others were already back home. In the showers they just touched each other and sucked each other. Then his mate in another occasion told him that he wanted to fuck his ass, and they went to the river side, in the bushes, and Claude lost his cherry to his mate, and loved it.


As this mate was also a friend of Bernard and they had sex together, he said to Bernard about Claude. Thus Bernard, once brought him in the abandoned blind tunnel, pulled down his trousers and fucked him. That first time Claude was scared to die, fearing they could be caught, so that he didn't even get a hard-on but he enjoyed all the same the fuck. So he let Bernard fuck him again and again and loved that. The fourth one was his sergeant in the army, then I am the fifth one, besides a few one night stands he had...


I think that being fatherless and with my family to provide for, I will not be called in the army, and that's a pity, because according to what Thibault and Claude told me, there are lots of good occasions to have sex with a man, when you are in the army. 

Monday August 13th, '73

Today, during our walk, we saw a big rock, around three meters tall, in the shape of a huge hard cock, with also the gland on the top. Claude hugged and kissed it and he was so funny that I laughed till I cried. Then, still holding it with his spread arms, he started to move up and down with all his body, rubbing it, and I told him, "stop, Claude, come on!" and he answered, without stopping, "Why? Are you jealous?" and I, "No, but we don't have an umbrella. If it cums, it soaks us to our bones!" and both we laughed like mad men. Then he says, "Come here, let's climb on it, so we can fuck up there." "Are you crazy? If somebody comes in here..." I say and he, "No, almost nobody passes in this spot." "No, no. The 'almost' is way too much, to me. And also, I don't want to cut a bad figure in comparison to that huge thing!" I say, and he, "No way, you can't cut a bad figure - yours is not so big but is way much nicer. And then, it's my luck that yours is not so big! Yours is just the right size for me."

Claude is really genial and now, as a joke, instead of saying cock or dick, we say "rock". For instance, one of us says "I really feel like climbing a rock, now!" or something alike.

August 14, 1973, Thursday

We were making love, this afternoon, when somebody knocked at the door downstairs. Claude left the bed and leaned out of the window calling, "Who's there?" It was his brother with a girl. We dressed back, fast as lightning, and went downstairs in a hurry to open the door. The brother is younger than Claude, he must be 26. He asks Claude in a very low voice, "Can't you live us the house for a couple or three hours?" Claude answers, "But in three hours here it is already night..." And his brother, "I know, but the weather is fine. Come on, brother, I can possibly fuck her..."

So, with the pretext we had to go down the valley to make provisions, we went out. We did a wide stroll then we went back. Marcel, Claude's brother, and the girl were sitting in the kitchen sipping coffee as if nothing happened. Claude, entering the kitchen asked, "Did you have a good time?" and from Marcel's smile and the girl's blushing we understood that their answer was a good "yes". We chatted a while then the couple left. Then Claude tells me, "We were forced to interrupt something very enjoyable, don't you remember?" and I, "Sure. Come upstairs and we'll start again from where we had to stop..."


Later, during supper, Claude says, "you think you'll get married?" and I, "I don't know, but I think not, really. And you?" "I think I have to. You know how it is in our village..." and I, "But your brother, Marcel, knows about you?" And he, "Are you crazy? At home nobody suspects anything, happily. They would kill me, my father the first."


Not all the fathers are like that doctor I saw in St. Etienne, or to say better, almost no one.

August 16, '73, Tuesday

Yesterday evening, while we were entering the house with our supplies, a young man with a rucksack arrived and asked, "Sorry, can I have some water, please?" So we brought him in the kitchen. He leaves his rucksack on the floor and Claude gives him a big mug with fresh water and tells him to sit down for a while, 'cause he seems tired. The young man thanks and sits down. He is wearing tight shorts from which stick out a good pair of strong legs and a good bump shows in his fly, so that I ain't able to remove my gaze and also Claude looks at him with eyes that show how much he too is having some little thought.

Then Claude asks, "Would you help yourself with some wine or some little food?" and our nice guest, "No, thank you. What's your name?" we tell him and ask his name. "Guy. Are you brothers?" he asks and I, "No, friends" but Claude meanwhile answers, "Cousins" and the boy looks at us thoughtfully and asks, "Well, cousins or friends?" Then Claude explains, "we tell the villagers we are cousins to avoid they think ill of us, you know..." At that Guy smiles, "you means they can understand you are boyfriends?"


At that I think he is just a tourist and we risk nothing, and possibly he is interested in some fun, therefore I say, "Yeah, you know how they think in these villages, they cannot understand that two men can be so intimate to share a bed and..." I see Claude is somewhat bewildered but says nothing.


Guy nods and says, "You are a very nice couple. Are you an open or closed one?" I don't understand what he means and ask him and he explains, "Yes, I mean, in bed do you prefer to be you two alone or do you like also a threesome?" At that I say, "well, to somebody like you, I wouldn't say a no if you want to be the third one." Then I look at Claude and ask him, "what do you feel like?" and Claude nods a yes. Then Guy says, "If you like, I can spend the night here with you... in your bed..."


So he stopped with us. After supper we went all three upstairs. Guy comes from Paris. He is an observant gay (his own words) and as soon as he saw us he thought he would have loved trying to do it with us and that asking for some water was just a pretext. He has a quite hairy body, even though not too much, and he is well built, as he does lot of gym. He likes both being a top and a bottom, therefore we both enjoyed his company. For a work he is an advertisement photographer and says he also shots some nudes, male models, who often are game, so that after shooting the pics, he takes them in his bed.


I told him I would like having a picture of a totally naked man and he promised me to send me some and asked for my address. He said he will send them between two strong cardboards as a mail-parcel, so that nobody can understand what it contains, and I have nothing to worry. He is 35 but seems younger; I thought he was same age with Claude. When we decided it was time to sleep, it was almost dawn, so we slept quite up to noon. Guy woke up the first and started to make love again waking up us with caresses and licks and sucks and no one of us two complained or stopped him, nay! Later we had lunch.


Claude asked him if he wanted to stop some more with us, but Guy has to be, before this evening, at the chair-lift hotel, where he has to meet his boyfriend. He didn't really say boyfriend, but "husband" and I felt funny this word... He says that his boyfriend knows he has, but not too often, some little adventure, but he is not jealous. He says it is really great living together. Claude asked him, "but you don't want to marry?" and Guy, "with a woman? God save! I'm gay and if I marry, it will only be with a male." "But two males cannot marry" I objected. And Guy, "Not in the church or in the town hall, that's true. But if you exchange the rings in front of your friends and live together with your lover, it is right like being married, isn't it? What's the difference?"


I never thought to this possibility. I think I would like being able to marry with a man. With Claude? I don't know. With Jacques? At once, if we just were still together!

Friday August 17, '73

Yesterday Claude saw me writing in this diary and wanted to read it but I said to him no, said I never allowed anyone to read it and he didn't insist. I don't feel like letting others read what I write, it is just for me. Happily he has a good character and didn't feel bad for my no.

I think Guy made a hit on Claude, today he didn't talk but of him. Guy gave us his address and told us, if we go to Paris, we have to pay him a visit, as he would like taking our pictures... naked, of course. Claude says he would like going, and also that if he could live in Paris, who knows how many boys he could meet. I asked him: "and would you marry with one?" and him, "why not! In Paris is not like in our village, where if you don't marry a girl they look at you with suspect. In there you are free, it is a big town it is the capital city." I then said to him, "it's a pity that in Paris they don't have coal mines..." and he laughed for good.

Saturday, the 18th of August, '73

For me this is the day before the last. Tomorrow afternoon Claude will bring me back home. He has one more week of vacation.

This morning when I woke up, saw he had a nice hard-on, so I started sucking it and he moaned, "Guy..." then opened his eyes and said, "it's great waking up in this way," and I asked him "disappointed I'm not Guy?" and he, "no way, silly boy!" and turned over to do a 69. Then he lied down on his tummy, asking me to take him. The window was open and we had the sunrays on our bodies, and the air was fine and it has been really good. Then he says, "You know I can never get tired doing these things with you?" and I, "Yes, I know. I too will never get tired. It's a pity that now, for a week, we will be apart. And then, that we can do it only down there in the mine. Here it has been really great. If we had a place like this in our village..." he sighs and says, "We have to be content with this little. Anyway, with you I like doing it even down there in the mine. I really like you."

August 19th, 1973, Sunday

At home again. Claude went back up there. I don't know why, but my home atmosphere makes me depressed. Mum is now always in her bed. Babette, besides her work, has to carry on all the house chores, and is always really tired, I feel so bad for Babette, above all the fact that she, so good at school, had to quit. I understand that the pain for Mum is great, but it is so for us also. She could make an effort, leave her bed, and care at least for the home. But possibly I'm unfair judging her... But even Corinne and Did“ became so silent and I feel it is not good for them, in addition to having lost our Dad, seeing Mum in that condition. Only Eric and Etienne, for the moment, seem unworried. I would like Babette to have a week of vacation, but she doesn't want, because she would not be paid if she takes vacation, moreover she doesn't want to leave home. I insisted but she became upset, therefore I stopped talking about that.
Thursday, August 23, 1973

Today the foreman, when I had just changed my clothes and was about going to take the hoist to go down to the galleries, called me and told me to go to the offices because they need a couple of us to move some furniture, and to show to the secretary of our boss, Madame Rochat. With me has to come also Rillon, who works in the gallery 12, a boy I know just by sight.

So we had to change again our clothes, then we went upstairs and presented ourselves to Madame Rochat. She explained us that the boss' son will come to work here, so we have to empty a room and to bring inside the new furniture they are unloading downstairs from a truck. Even if it will be a good drudgery, I'm happy, as at least it is a work at the open air and not in all that coal dust that you feel entering right in your brains. And anyway also working down there is a good drudgery. Rillon is a funny guy, he has a tic and at times he twists his nose as if he is feeling a stench. Moreover, even tough he is young he speaks only in the old, strict dialect.


We toiled all the day long, and during the lunch stop, the cleaning personnel cleaned the room we emptied then we brought upstairs the new furniture. But at evening it was not yet all done, so Madame Rochat told us she will notify our foreman that we have to go to help also tomorrow. Good, another day under the sun. On the door of the new office for the boss' son they already put a new, shining plate where it is carved "Jean Luc Boisselet". I wonder what he will be like. I saw his father just once, at my Dad's funerals. The boss is a tall man, fair auburn, with a short, trimmed beard, round gold lorgnette, severe face awe inspiring. The boss must be around 50; therefore his son is possibly between 20 and 30 years old.

23 of August '73, Thursday

Also today I worked for the office of the boss' son, the young master, as Madame Rochat calls him, but we drudged a little less than yesterday. Madame Rochat leads our work as if she was a battle-axe. What guts she has! Put this here, that there, no, more straight, so, good, be careful, careful I said! Ugh! Then we had to bring upstairs big boxes with papers, books, files, then pots with plants to make nicer the room, then paintings for the walls... to sum up, it is like it will be the Republic President who has to work in there! For sure you cannot recognize this room now, compared with the old office - it looks a lot nicer. Shortly before the lunch stop the boss personally came to check if everything was in order, and again, move that, change this... That man is really awe inspiring - he looks at you as if he was gauging you with a meter, weighting you with an assay balance. If he just was able to smile, he could possibly be a handsome man.

It was half afternoon when all the work came to an end and Madame Rochat told us, "it's useless for you two to go down to the galleries at this time. I'll take advantage of you to move some files to the archives."


So we ended our day out of the galleries.

Monday 27 August 1973

I'm the happiest man in the world!

MIRACLES DO HAPPEN!!!


Life is unbelievable, shit if I'm happy and excited. And I'm not even able to describe how I feel so much I am confused and... I don't know!


Since Friday I was again down in the gallery 38 as usual. Then, today, I'm about going down again and the foreman tells me, "Détraz, change your clothes and go once more to see Madame Rochat. She needs you again." And I, "Rillon too is coming?" and he, "no, she asked only for you. She says one is enough and she wants you as you ain't so uncouth like Rillon."


So I change again my clothes and go upstairs to the offices. The battle-axe measures me with her eyes and says, "Ah, good, here you are. Mister Boisselet wants to move something, go fast to his office. And knock at the door, before going in." Sure I'll knock at the door, I think, I'm not a primitive, but I say, "Which one, the father or the son?" and she, out of patience, "the son, the son! He arrived this morning and doesn't like what I did. Even though his father fully approved what I did." she says with an irritated voice. Then she talks in the intercom, all milk and honey and it is appalling how she changed her voice, and says, "Mister Boisselet, the workman is here." A metallic and unpleasant voice answers, "Good send him to my office." So she makes me a short gesture to go and I go. I knock at the door and hear a faint "come in". I enter the office and close the door and see a young man standing, who looks out from the window, so I just see his back. As soon as I close the door he turns towards me and...


I don't know which one of us has the most astounded expression, he or I, and he says, "Alain!" and I, "Jacques!"


Yes, it was really him, even if now he wears a jacket and a necktie, it is really him standing in front of me. And then he says, "What are you doing here, Alain?" and I, "I'm a miner, here, I work here. But you, what are you doing in the boss' son office?" he makes a faint smile and says, "The fact is that from now on this is my office. That I'm the boss' son." And I, at first, cannot believe that, so I say, "But on the plate they wrote Jean Luc and not Jacques." He says, "My name is Jean Luc." And I, "so you talked balls to me." And he, "No, at home and my friends call me that way, but it isn't Jacques, but Jac, the beginning of Jean and the end of Luc. I never told you a lie, Alain, never." Then we remained there still, in silence, looking at each other, and I felt my heart drumming so aloud, and my head spinning...


Then he says, "I waited for you, that Tuesday, then for several Tuesdays. Why didn't you come again? Were you tired of me?" and I, "no, oh no, no! It is that, the day before that Tuesday we had to meet, my father died here in the mine, a gallery collapse, and so, you understand... and after, I had to stop studying in St. Etienne and had to come here to work, so I couldn't come on Tuesdays." And he, "yes, I heard about the accident. But didn't know your father was involved. I'm really so sorry. I understand you could not come. But why you stopped your studies, you were near getting your BAC. And why you work here, now?" "Of course I had to stop studying and now I work. Who could bring money home, after my dad's death? I was lucky I was hired here, at his place."


Then he looks up and down to me and smiles and says with a sweet voice: "I see you still have my key-holder on you." And I say, "of course. But do you still have my coin?" I was sure he didn't have it any more, but he says nothing, loosens his necktie, opens a little his shirt and pulls out a thin golden chain and hanging from it there is my coin. He shows it to me and says, "I never forget to wear it, you see?"


Then he approaches me, takes me in his arms and kisses me in my mouth. I feel like melting down, but am embarrassed and tense and he perceives that then says, "Aren't you glad we could meet again, Alain?" and I, on the brim of tears, "damn, yes, sure!" and he, "I too am happy, I did nothing but thinking of you in all these months. So, then, why are you so tense?" and I, "don't you understand? You are the boss and I just a miner." He looks at me then says, with a sweet smile (ah, his smile!), "but we are always just you and me, aren't we?" and I, "but look just only our clothes - you are out of a fashion magazine, and I with patches more than clothes!" and he, "but when naked, what's the difference?" and I, "but we cannot be always naked..."


He looks at me, and looks at me, then says, his voice full of emotion, "but I want to be again with you. Even now, if you knew how much I would like to make love with you. Not you?" I blush, I don't know why, than say, "About that, I too would like it a lot. But how can we manage?" and he, "now it's easier than before, don't you see? We both are here. I have now to work both here and in Paris, but each week, I will spend three days here." And I, "and so? We cannot possibly do it here in your office, can we? But what can I do, one of your workers, a miner, at your home? It would be really strange, wouldn't it? And you at my place, not even to talk about. Will we go in the fields in night time? At night I'm tired to die, I need to sleep, and I'm presumed to sleep at home. It is no more like when I was a student, unhappily, don't you understand?" 


So we discussed. He wants at any cost we start our relationship again. I too would like that so very much, but I know these are just dreams. Then he stops discussing, asks me to sit down and starts asking me lot of questions, about me, my family, my situation. Then, at one point, I say, "tell me what for you called a worker here, what do I have to change or move." And he, "never mind that, now!" and I, "don't you think Madame Rochat could think strange I was here all this time without moving a single piece?" and he, "let me care for her. Even better..." and he buttons back his shirt and put in order his necktie, while calling her at the intercom and says, "Bring to me here the Détraz file, please." And her voice cracks, "the father or son?" and he replies, "The son, the son!"


So I ask him, "what do you want to do?" and him, "just an idea. But I need to know something - you really want to be with me again, don't you? Or else, you would not have kept that cheap key holder for so many months on you." And I, "but I always thought of Jacques, never of my boss' son. It seems so difficult, now..." and he, "but we can make it easy." In that moment Madame Rochat knocks at the door and puts a file on Jac's desk, then looks around, sees that everything is at the same place an makes a funny face, then looks at Jac and asks, "some problem, mister Boisselet?" and he says, calmly, "no, Madame Rochat, everything is fine." And she, with a droll voice, "but everything is as before..." and he, "I'll make the changes later. Now I have to talk with my friend Détraz. You can go, thank you." She gapes, shut her mouth, opens it again, closes it once more and she looks like a fish out of the water and she is so funny that I have to make an effort non to burst in laughter, and at last she goes out.


He giggles. I say, "Do you think it is wise having told her I'm your friend?" and he, "but you are my friend, aren't you?" "But what can she possibly think - somebody like you friend with one like me?" and he, "don't worry. I met you when you were a student and I was training. She is not presumed to know we met at the freight-yard, is she?" I can't understand and tell him so. He is leafing through my papers. Than he says, "listen, you will stop working down in the galleries and will come to work here in my office, with me. After all you were very close to getting your BAC." And I replied, "But, to do what?" "I need a private secretary a girl or a boy. You'll earn even a higher salary. You will also do extra hours for me, and you can earn twice, or even more, than now. Don't you like this offer? And so we will also be able to spend time together." And I, "You'll pay me extra hours each time I come in bed with you? A kind of private slut?"


His eyes became dark, darker, and I feared he was about to cuff me. Then, with a voice so hard I never heard such one before, he says, "I never offended you so why are you now offending me? I'll pay you for the work you do, nothing more. The other thing... if you feel like, you do it, if not, you don't. Why are you saying so evil things to me? Who do you think I am?" And I replied, troubled and upset, "Possibly because I'm afraid. I have to work, as I have a family on my shoulders. As a miner I earn a low wage, but a sure one. If a day I get tired of you, or you of me, I can find myself on my beam-ends. Let me work as a miner, please. Find another boy to be with, someone at your level. You can have met plenty of them, in these months, I don't know how many, somebody handsome, rich and intelligent as you are." I say, trying not to start crying.


"After I met you, Alain, I never made love with any other boy or man, because inside me I still hoped to find you again, even if it seemed impossible. Also when I went back to the freight-yard in the hope to meet you again, ever other week, when somebody approached me I always refused, because I hoped to meet you. And when I stopped going there, while driving in St. Etienne near a high school I always hoped to see you going in or coming out... And now, you are telling me you are afraid of me?"


I felt the longing for hugging him, taking him tight in my arms, kissing him, having sex with him... and crying. But I remained silent and still, there, in front of him. Then he said, "But I understand what you are saying. Well. So, listen to me - I'll offer you two different tings, one being a better job, and the other being my friendship. The first one is anyway yours. About the second one, when you get tired of my friendship, you have just to ask to be moved to another office, but the job remains yours. I swear." And I replied, "but what, if it is you to get tired of me?" "Nothing changes. I'll ask you to work in another office but you will have your job and your pay, as the other clerks. I don't play games with your life, with your job. You have nothing to risk. I'm not such a person, I'm an honest man. Don't you believe me?" and I, "Yes, I do, even though we still know each other so little." "But I would like we could know each other better and better. So, do you accept?" So I said him, "let me some time to think about it. I like you too much, you know that, and I'm afraid not being able to think logically, but to follow just my wishes."


He smiled me and said, "then, now you will go back home to think about my offer. We will meet again tomorrow, here." And he orders to make me the authorization to leave the work and to go back home. I went for a stroll all the day long to be able to be alone and think about his offer. I also missed my lunch.


On the one hand I'm so happy having met him again. I would have loved having again sex with him, even there in his office, today. And I'd like a lot being his boyfriend... If he was not the boss' son, wouldn't I have answered him yes at once? Sure! So, what changes? If he wants me and I want him... Moreover, he still has my coin; he put it at his neck, and never pulls it away. And also, he says he never went with other boys, not like I did, on the contrary...


But is he really sincere? Having found out he is rich made me feel bad, I thought he was more or less one of my same social level. Rich people, it is said, just want to follow their fancy then at once they lose interest. They seem to change their lovers the same someone changes his sheets on his bed. What if he too is that way? But he treasured my copper coin, framed it in gold and hanged it at his neck as a very precious thing.


Tomorrow I've to go back there and give him an answer. If I tell him yes, I'll put myself in his hands. He says I'm free, but that's not true. If I didn't have my family to support, the risk would be only mine, and I would be more than ready to take that risk. Yes, I would be ready to take that risk, sure! And then... I feel he is sincere.


I said nothing at home, as I cannot explain everything therefore what advise can they give me? If I just could talk with somebody. But with whom? I cannot go around revealing that the boss' son is gay. Not to Philippe and even less to Claude.


I feel it's better I hit my bed, now. Who knows that tomorrow morning I'll have more clear thoughts.


But...



MIRACLES REALLY HAPPEN.


Even though I still don't know what to do.




PART 10






28th of August 1973, Tuesday

This morning I was as much confused as yesterday night. Anyway I went to the mine and upstairs to the offices. As soon as I arrived, the battle-axe said, "Mister Boisselet isn't yet arrived, but yesterday he told me he was waiting for you. Sit down there." I sat down. She worked for a while, then raised her head and said, "How long have you known the master's son?" and I said, "Since I was attending school." "Then, why didn't you ask from the beginning to work in the offices?" I replied, "Because after my father was dead, I was offered to take his place down in the galleries, not to work here in the offices." "Thus, it's a little thanks to me if you now work here." she says and continues doing her business. I waited almost one hour and tried to think what I have to tell Jac. But my thoughts are still confused.

Then he arrives. As soon as he sees me he opens in a wide smile and says, "Come." and we go to his office. He asks me to sit down and he sits behind his desk. Then he says, "Alain, I don't want to lose you again." I stay silent but I hear inside me a voice yelling, me neither I don't want to lose you again, Jacques. But I say nothing. Then he says, "You'll work for me, and with me, as my personal secretary; I thought about that, in all these hours. Therefore, when we end our work here in the office, you'll come to St. Etienne with me to do more work at my place, where we can be without worries." "Yes, but your father, your family? Will they not think strange such an accommodation? And with your family around, anyway, what can we do?" and he, "I thought also to this. I'll rent a pied-à-terre for you. When we leave here, we can go there and later to my home for more work, if it's needed."


I don't know it seems to me that everything is way too simple to him, that he doesn't have his feet on earth. Possibly because he is rich and to rich people everything seems easy. I say, "But I live here in this village, not in St. Etienne. And I need to be back home; my family needs me, above all the children, now that our dad is dead." He thinks for a while, and then says, "Do you have a driving license?" "A driving license? No." Then he, "well, you'll get it. I'll give you a car so that you can move without problems. I don't want to take you away from your family. I understand you care for them." "But I never worked as a secretary. What do I know of that? Who ever typed a letter or such things? You dream way too much, to you everything seems easy, just speaking of it." I say, feeling in despair.


He, with an accent so passionate that made me shudder, says, "If we want it, Alain, you and I, everything can be easy. If we don't want it, then yes, everything becomes difficult, impossible. I want it with all my heart, with all my soul, with all of me. But you?" I didn't answer. He then said, "you don't want to make love with me any more?" I look in his eyes and feel I'm near to crying so much I feel ill, and say, "I would like doing it now, here, on your desk, if it was just possible. I would like doing it every day, and even several times each day. I didn't dream but this for all these months, even though I knew, I believed at that point that it was impossible. I dreamed of you day and night, even while I was working down in the mine."


He smiles and says, "Here on my desk, it's possibly better not to do it. Just guess if Madame Rochat or my father came in. And it would be suspect to close the door with the key. But I too would have loved doing it right now. I like you a lot, don't you know?" "But what can you find in one like me? You never told me. One like you can have all the boys he wants. Why me?" He looks at me and says, "I had many boys before you. A lot, yes. But you are the best. You are special. You don't act, you're spontaneous, you're not selfish, you... You make love in the right way, with truth, simplicity and passion, you..." and he continued so to tell me why he likes me so much. Well, in the one hand I was pleased to hear all these things, but on the other hand I also felt embarrassed. So I said, "and what, if you are wrong? You don't yet really know me; we met just a few times." And he immediately said, "No, I really don't think I can be wrong. Anyway I'm just asking you to know each other more deeply. We can at least try, can't we?"


I remain silent for a short while and inside my head the usual voice says: yes, yes, yes... and then I say, "possibly... yes, we can try, and... I hope to never disappoint you, Jac..." He smiles, stretches an arm through his desk and takes my hand and I feel shivers from my hair to my feet, up and down, as I feel like having the tertian fever. He looks into my eyes and I feel lost, I'm being drawn into his eyes, I'm falling headlong into the void, and feel like being in paradise... And he says in a low voice, "I too hope to never disappoint you, Alain."


I then say to him, "but before to decide we can try, I need to tell you something. Something... important, then you can tell me if you still want to try with me. You waited for me and didn't go with any other boy, but it ain't so for me. I, in all these months, went with other men, many other, and..." he interrupts me and asks me with a sweet voice, "but now, do you want to be mine and only mine?" "Yes, sure, now nobody else can appeal to me, but you have to know..." he again interrupts me and says, "That's enough for me. I need only this." Then he leaves my hand, makes a kind of short sigh, and with a clear, but still gentle voice, says, "Well, Alain, shall we start to work?" "Yes..."


So we open the boxes with his papers and his personal belongings and I help him to set everything, while he explains me all I need to know. I listen to him, try to remember, to learn, but every time he just brushes against me, my head swirls like a spinning top and I understand nothing more. Around the end of the morning the battle-axe calls me and shows me a bunch of papers to read and to sign, and shows me with her finger here and there and again I have to sign other papers and a new contract and at least all is over.


Then it is time for the lunch break and he doesn't want me to eat what I have in my mess-tin, and neither that I go to the clerks mess, but makes me go in his car and takes me to a restaurant he knows. It ain't the old Simca but an elegant and beautiful, foreign car, I think an Italian one. All long the lunch he talks to me, and talks... I must confess that I remember almost nothing about what he told me, even though it was just ten hours before now. But I was looking at him, and looking at him and dreaming and was not able to understand anything else. Then we went back to work. Later, when it was time to leave, he wanted to bring me home with his car, but I didn't feel like showing to my entire village that the boss' son brings me home in his car. 


Back home before the usual time, I at once told I was promoted to a secretarial job in the offices, and that at times I would need to work extra time, but that my salary will have a good increase. Babette is happy. Even Mum seems to rouse herself from her apathy. Then I tell them I need to hit the bed early and here I am, in my room, writing this diary. Didì is undressing to hit his bed and asks me, "are you doing your home-work, Lain?" and I, "right so, Didì." and he slips under his blanket, happy with that. Now I'll go to kiss him good night. Then I too will go to bed, I feel terribly tired, more than if I worked in the galleries.


Good night, Jac. I don't want to lose you again, I swear.

31st of August 1973, Friday

We still didn't make love, and yet we spend lot of time together, since five days. In the office we cannot, it's clear. But at times he gives me a caress, he touches me lightly and I'm revved up, turn on. I warned him, "If you do so, I get hard-ons and am not able to do my job." And he, "that's good," answered with a pleased smile.

Then he told me to be patient, because he is planning everything. He said he found a place almost in front to my old school and starting from next Monday I can go there. He says that at evening he will take me to St. Etienne and I have to attend the driving school. After the lessons I can stay in my pied-à-terre or else he takes me back to my home in the village, as I like better. He says he doesn't want we make love in a hurry, looking at the watch; therefore I need to have some more patience, but not too much, as he too is longing for it.


Jac is really beautiful. Moreover I'm starting to know him some more, after a week we work together. He is good hearted, gentle, and not just with me, but with everybody. He is teaching me to be a good secretary and I'm trying to do in the best way what he wants and I hope to make him happy. I'm also learning to type, it isn't as difficult as I feared. But I would like to be able to make him happy also in another way...


I told my family that the boss' son took me as a personal secretary and that therefore at times I'll need to spend the night out, or to be late, and possibly to stay in St. Etienne some nights. The fact that I'm becoming an "important" person makes my family happy even if at times I can't be at home some nights and Mum didn't even grumble.


Of course, I need to wear better clothes. For the moment I'm using my Sunday's clothes to go to work, and the necktie that Claude gave me for my birthday. But with my first salary I need to buy another suit, some shirts, a couple of ties and new shoes. At the same time I've to be careful not to spend too much money. In St. Etienne there is a Pris Unic department store and there everything is cheap. This weekend Jac has to go to Paris so I can stay home but we cannot meet until Monday.

Sunday, September 2nd, 1973

Today Bernard, with Martin and Claude came to see me. They heard about my promotion, everybody seems to talk about that down in the galleries, and they made me their congratulations. Claude, keeping me aside, told me he is sorry we will not be able to meet too often, but perhaps at times we can arrange something. I told him it will be practically impossible, now, with my new schedule, and that I'm sorry for him, and that I wish him to find a new friend, possibly one better than me. I see that Claude isn't happy, because he understands it is over, and I'm sorry, but I cannot do differently. Then also Bernard takes me aside, and asks me how can I manage now to fuck, and I tell him that I'll start again to wank for a good while, but who knows, when I have to stop at St. Etienne, after work, I can possibly find a new mate. Of course I cannot tell him about Jac and me. I'm really sorry for Claude, but not for me. Even if I could, and if he asked me to do something together, I would find a pretext to say him no, without hurting him. Now I'm interested exclusively in Jac, even though we still have done nothing together.
September 3, 1973, Monday

I asked him to bring me back home to the village.

When he took me to the small flat he rented, I hoped that at last something would happen, but nothing. Who knows why he didn't ask me? Could he perhaps be waiting for me to make the first step? I would do it, yes, but I feel slightly embarrassed. He gave me the keys, showed me around, then brought me to the driving school where he enrolled me and we decided the schedule. Then he says, "Tonight would you like to sleep in your place or in your home?" I understood that my place means the pied-à-terre and my home means in the village. I thought: if I answer in my place, we possibly can have sex. But he came to my flat and, downstairs, he says, "I'll come tomorrow morning to fetch you." So I ask "Don't you come upstairs?" and he, "No, I'm going back home." So I say, "Then I prefer to sleep at my family's house". "All right." he says and drives me to the village.


Along the road, while he was driving, we chatted of this and that. I cannot understand him. Possibly I was wrong not to stay in my flat; perhaps after all he would have come upstairs... Or I had just to insist he come upstairs... I really want him, I need him, and I'm fed to wank dreaming he is there with me, when we spend all the day together and we do nothing. If he isn't interested in me, why is he doing so many things for me? Moreover, he said yes, he said he needs me and he doesn't want to lose me again. All this just to look at me? No. Well, if it's not him to take the first step, I think it is up to me, embarrassed or not.

September 5, '73, Wed.

Yesterday night, AT LAST we had sex.

Jac brought me to the driving school and told me, "I'll wait for you at rue Ste Foy" that is at my pied-à-terre. Already then, I guessed he had possibly decided. After the lesson I ran upstairs, opened the door, and he is there, sitting at the table, reading a magazine, waiting for me. I enter, he stands up, we exchange some words, and then there we are one in front of the other, in silence, looking at each other like two dummies.


Then he says, all shy and embarrassed, "may I touch you?" and I, excited, "sure, you know it. Why do you ask me?" and he, "I don't know, but I feel that now it's different than when we were meeting at the freight-yard" and I "different, how?" "I don't know, possibly more important. Down there it could have been just an adventure, after all. Now it's different." And I, again, like a dumb man, "different, how?" And he says, "We are about to start a relationship, something serious." So I say, "Right. Well, why don't you touch me?" and he, "Why I and not you?" he says with such a sweet smile that makes him seem even more handsome and more desirable than ever.


I then slowly raise my arms, like in a dream, I swear, and I hold him at his sides and pull him towards me. He then caresses my cheek, ruffles my hair while our bodies approach and it seems like a slow-motion movie. And finally we kiss and it's so very beautiful. His mouth tastes like a mountain spring. I know it's a funny thing, but this is what I thought when at last we kissed. Then we started to caress each other all over our bodies, then, always very slowly, to open the other's clothes and to pull them out, until we were naked, one in front of the other, and our bodies seemed like magnetized and were searching each other and it was something marvelous. When we felt so aroused that our legs were no more able to keep us up, he guided me to the bed and there we let us go to do everything we just imagined and desired and dreamed for so long time.


Then, slowly, it is like if things started to become faster, as pleasure was increasing, and we were founding back each other and it was as if we never separated, we never lost each other, and at last it was like an explosion of all our senses and we were overwhelmed by the emotion and we reached ecstasies and I felt I was him and even if he didn't tell me, I know that he felt he was being me. Then he remained there on the bed with me and kept me in his arms. How much did I like being so, wrapped by his arms and legs after we made love! I asked him, "Will you sleep here, with me?" and he, with a smile, "If you wish" "I'd like that a lot" "Then I'll stay." and kissed me.


But we didn't sleep soon. We talked, and talked, and he was asking about me and I about him. It was beautiful, really, without any haste, without having to check the watch, all the time just us two. And then, this morning, when we woke up, it has been him to wake me up, he kissed me and said, "Who's the first to shower?" and I, "you?" and he, "yes, so while you shower I can prepare breakfast." Well, that also has been beautiful. I mean, knowing he was preparing breakfast, for me. Then we went to the mine to work. But I noticed something - now it seems that he looks at me in a different way, while we are working. It seems almost like if his eyes are brighter, and that they smile to me even if his expression is serious. I ask to myself - also to the others now his eyes seem different, or it's only me?

September 8th, '73, Saturday

How great is being with Jac - I feel like born again.

But last weekend we were apart - he with his family and I with mine. This morning in the office he says, "Wouldn't you like being able to end your studies?" and I, "sure I would. But I have to work to support my family." Then he, "but I would be more than happy if you could study again. You are a clever, intelligent boy, it's a pity you could not get at last your BAC." And I reply, "I know, but I can't help it, its life!" then he said, "what if I give you the same salary, but to end your studies? Your problems would be solved, wouldn't they?" I look at him and say, "But why? You cannot give me a salary for jobs I don't do, can you? It would be unfair. Moreover it would be strange at the eyes of the miners and of your family if I get a salary in change of nothing, don't you see?" he says, "we can work on that..." but I' not yet persuaded, so I say, "But then I would feel like a gigolo. As we make love, you give me a salary. I don't like that. I get the money because I'm doing a job and earn it, I'm not a pounce." And he says, "Why do you say that? I'm not paying you, not for sex, I just would like being able to help you, and after all I can, I'm not short in money... Why I can't be allowed to give you a hand?"


Then I say, "You're nice, and gentle and generous, and you didn't offend me, you know? But I don't feel like. Moreover... Babette was better than me at school. If we had more money at home, it is she more than I the one who should have to start again studying." He asks me, "What does for a work, your sister?" "The maid, she cleans the home of our village's notary." And he says, "what if I gave you enough money to allow both of you to go back at school?" and I reply with laughter, "What are you, Santa Claus? No, come on, be serious! It would be senseless, wouldn't it?" "And why senseless? I would like a lot being able to give you a hand and to know you're happy." "But I'm happy, I feel ok as I am. And then... I would feel way too much embarrassed to get all that money from you. You are already doing too much for me, the pied-a-terre rent, the driving school..." but he, blushing a little, says "the pied-a-terre, after all, is more for me than for you, because it is to allow me to make love with you without problems any time I want." "Well, this is the same for me, I love that flat just because of that... No, come on, Jac. If you overdo, you embarrass me and you risk I flee away. No, I wouldn't be able to flee away from you, but I would feel bad."


He understood and didn't insist he didn't come back on that speech. I say that those who are accustomed to having lot of money feel natural to spend and squander. It isn't that I wouldn't like resuming my studies, and this even more for Babette. But I don't like the solution he was thinking about. And, moreover, it isn't a question of just a bunch of coins.


But, if I could be able to allow Babette to resume her studies, I'd be really happy. Now I want to see how much I'll earn with my new salary and then I can possibly let her stop to work for the notary. After all, if I earn twice than before, I alone would be able to bring home more money than my previous salary and Babette's salary together, even more than Dad was earning, and now we are just eight, not nine as before. And I'm eating out quite often, therefore they are just seven to eat at home and they can manage to have a good life. And if I work extra hours, it will be even better. Yes, it's so! Tomorrow morning I'll tell Babette to leave the notary and to go, on Monday, to enroll again at her school - I think she's still in time.

September 9, '73, Sun.

This morning I talked with Babette, She was saying no, at first, that's not fair and so on. And she was saying, "who cares for the house, who will care for the children..." and so forth. But this gave me an idea, so I told her, "if you start again studying, you can spend more time at home so you can care even more than now for the children, especially now that I'm often far from home. In that way I needn't worry. Please, Babette, do as I'm asking you." And so, insisting some more, I convinced her. I'm really happy, really a lot. After all, if it was not Jac to make me think about that, possibly I wouldn't have thought this solution, because one becomes resigned to what life gives you.

The day before yesterday was Babette's birthday and I thinking that this is the best present I could give her. I promised to Corinne and Didì that, after lunch, I'll get them to the neighboring village, as there are the merry-go-rounds. It will be a long walk, mainly for them, but I love seeing how much happy and excited they are.


From downstairs comes up a really inviting and fine smell, in a while it is lunch time. Babette is a real good cook, even better than Mum. Surely, when Jac takes me to eat somewhere, the food is excellent, but Babette's cooking, even though not so elegant and refined, is the best. Babette is a really smart girl.

September 15th, '73, Saturday

Babette started her school. Yesterday, to cheer me up because for three days we couldn't meet, Jac gave me his portrait drawn with pastels by one of his cousins who studies at the Beaux Arts in Paris. It is wonderful! It ain't so big; about 20 x 20 cm and it is a half-length of Jac who is taking off a T-shirt so that he is half naked. I like it a lot, and not only because it is beautiful and nicely executed, but also because in that pose it seems to me I can see him when he undresses to have sex with me. I pulled it away from the frame so that I put it here in my diary and so I have it always with me and when, like now, he isn't near me I can look at the drawing and I feel less lonely and alone. But he is a lot more handsome, in person. My god, how handsome is he!

Also now it is here in front of me. He's, normally, more smiling, at least when he is with me. And his hair is fairer than in the drawing, but it is a really good portrait and I like it. If I didn't fear to spoil it, I would cover it with kisses.


Jac told me that also that cousin is gay, but they did nothing together. His name is Jean Marc and is 21 years old and is living for three years with his boyfriend Manuel, a 28 y.o. Spanish boy, who earns living performing concerts with his guitar. He says they are a nice couple and that one day or the other he wants me to meet them as they both are really likeable.


I would like being able to draw so perfectly, in order to be able to do thousand portraits to Jac, in all poses, naked, of course, and not just half-length. But I feel that if he was all naked in front of me, I would not be able to draw his portraits, because I would be engaged in a lot more pleasurable activities.


Ciao, my Jac, I like you a lot, do you know?

19th of September, '73, Wednesday

All these days I could not write my diary, because I sleep with Jac and thus we are always together and I don't feel like he seeing I keep a diary, because if he asks me to let him read it, I'm afraid I'll not be able to tell him no.

I asked him, "but, your family doesn't complain that you almost never sleep at home?" and he replies, "I think that my father didn't even notice that. My mother is somewhat used, and somewhat she doesn't care. Also because she possibly believes I have a girlfriend." And I, "if she knew that instead you have a boyfriend..." and he, "why, your family would not object?" and I, "I think that they would really feel very bad. If my dad was alive and went to know this, I'm sure he would throw me out of the house." And he says, "Yeah! Who knows why they think it's such a horrible thing when it is so beautiful, instead?" and I, "Well, you know, being a fag is something near to an illness..." and he, "What illness are you talking about?! Don't say bullshit. Being a fag, and I don't like this word, it is just a bad label that people despising you glues on you, being gay is a natural thing, not at all an illness or a vice, or what else." He says vehemently. Then I say, "But if it is a natural thing, why not everybody is that way?" "Having red hair is natural, isn't it?" "Of course, but what's the relation?" "Then, why just a minority has red hair and not everybody?" he says and I felt really silly. But I thought - is he right or the others? But the redheads ain't mocked, and if somebody has a son with red hair, he doesn't feel like it is a horrible misfortune. But... it's not exactly the same being redhead or being gay, even though that doctor told me not to worry, not to feel anxious.


So, Jac and I talked again about that, and he made me understand. It is someway like with black people or Algerian here in France - there are people who despise and mock them, and yet those immigrants ain't better or worst than us. And anyway they are born black or Algerians and that's all. I asked him if he is proud being gay, as Guy told me up there on the mountains. He answered he doesn't feel proud nor ashamed, he is that way and that's all. The only thing is that we cannot yet blurt it out from the housetops, at least for now, to avoid being persecuted. But he says that one day it would be possible tell it to everybody without facing problems.


Then he looks at me with his special smile and says, "But if I wasn't gay, I could not meet you. Therefore I'm really glad being gay and you too, happily, are gay." He is totally right!

September 29, 1973, Saturday

Today - Didì birthday. I'll have my first salary on Monday, thus I could buy him just a small plastic toy. But Didì has a nice character and he is glad all the same. Also because he never got big presents, up to now.

I would like Jac meeting my family, but I don't know how to manage to take home no less than my boss' son. Also here in the village it would seem strange, odd. The more I spend time with him, the less I feel him as the boss' son, I mean, he is just one like me and not so important or different. I mean, he is important to me, of course, yes, a lot, but in another way. I don't feel that distance I feared we could have. This is also because he is really simple, easy, not at all a snob, and behaves towards me as his peer and not as an employee and this not only when we are in bed or when we are alone, but also in front of the others. But then, he's kind and easy with everybody, not only with me, and I like this. But with me there isn't just kindness, I mean, besides the sex, I can feel there is something more, even though I'm not able to express what. He's able to make me feel I'm important to him, very important as a person.

First of October 1973, Monday

The salary is HIGH, I earn three times than before, and it is twice what Dad earned. I'm lucky. My family can start a better living, now, at last. Jac is now showering and called me to shower with him, therefore I now stop writing. Its great showering together, it's really erotic. Jac really thinks to everything in order to give me pleasure, and yet he says it's me to give him a lot of pleasure. I never thought life could be so wonderful!
October 14, '73, Monday

I met again Claude. He said, "it's hard to see you since you work as secretary for the boss' son. You're lucky you have studied." Then he talks of other things, then says, "He's handsome, the boss' son. You have sex with him?" I feel like a stroke, but manage to control myself and say, "don't say bullshit! I'd like to, but he has a girlfriend, therefore I have no hopes." And Claude says, "It's a pity, isn't it? Such a handsome man wasted with girls... Did you find somebody, in St. Etienne?" And I, "yes, an old friend I went with when I was studying. At time we fuck, some evenings, but not so often. And you?" and he says, "I'm now with Gineste's son, the mine custodian. But I liked better with you. Why not to meet, you and I, some time?" and I, "I don't have time, now. And then, where?" and I change of subject.

Claude isn't bad, he is a dear friend, but now that I have Jac, I'm no more interested in him for sex, not at all.

Oct. 20, '73, Saturday

Kurt and Madeleine are again with us for a few days. Last night Kurt, who as usual sleeps in my room, naked as always, at a point tells me, "Is Didì asleep?" and I, "Yes, why?" "It's a pity that this time he doesn't sleep with your mum. I wanted to talk a while with you but I fear to awake him. Why don't you come here with me, so we can chat in a low voice without disturbing him?" and I, dummy like a goose, believe him and go. And as soon as I'm with him, he touches me and says, "you know you are a nice boy? Let's play a little..." I jump away from his bed and say, "what are you doing? I don't like such things!" and he, "come on, I noticed how you look at me and know what that means, don't play the holy boy!" and I, "you have a nice body, yes, but all ends there. And then, you are a married man, and I'm not a woman." "What's wrong if we play a little? If you were a woman it would be unfaithfulness toward my wife, but with a boy, with you, it's different..." and I, back in my bed, "Stop it, Kurt, or else I'll tell everything to Madeleine." And he says, "aren't you crazy? I was just joking, I wasn't really propositioning you..." "yeah, and you were trying to touch me there just as a joke! Bah, let's believe that. But now let's sleep its better."

If he tried that before I met again Jac, I'd have been game, but now I don't want. I would be like wronging Jac, and he doesn't deserve that at all. Possibly also Kurt is one of those six on ten the doctor told me about.


But then I felt like wanking myself... and also now, again...


I don't want to be far from Jac, not even in the weekends!!!!!




PART 11






November 8, 1973, Thursday

This evening Jac is dining with his family, but later he comes here. He told me that a few days ago his mother asked him why in the last times he's sleeping out, and where he spends his nights; and he answered, "do you want to know with whom I sleep?" and his mother said, piqued, "don't be coarse, Jac. After all you are of age, you do as you please. I asked just for a talk." And then she changed subjects so there weren't problems. I told him, "but if she asked with whom you're sleeping, what would have been your answer?" and he, "I'd have answered - with a splendid person." And I, "thank you. But what if she asked you the name of this person?" and he, with a naughty smile, "I'd have answered that it is my secret, and when I decide to marry, I'd introduce to the family that person." And Jac and I burst in laughter.

I'm longing for him being back here. Waiting for him I look at his portrait. My god, how much I need feeling his hands on my body! No, even better, all his body on my body!

13th of November '73, Tuesday

Corinne's birthday. Therefore this night I'll sleep at home to be at her party. I'm sorry not to spend the night with Jac, but he says I'm right to do so. I bought for Corinne a nice dress for the Sunday, with also nice shoes and a doll. What big eyes she made! How happy she was!

Mum is getting worse. After Dad's death she never recovered. But now I'm able to pay a good doctor to take care of her health. Babette promised me she will take mum to the doctor tomorrow, then she tells me something.

18th of Nov. 1973, Sunday

Ugh! Saturdays and Sundays far from Jac are heavy, even though I'm glad to spend them with my family. It's true that we are together all the week days and we make love every night and at times also when we wake up, before going to work.

Today came to see me Philippe with his Paolo. He is a handsome and nice boy. Philippe says that Paolo is a "real Italian" and that in bed he is really unrestrained. He says that, if he wasn't with Paolo, he would like doing it again with me, but he is faithful, also because Paolo is jealous. I told him I can understand him, as I too am now with a young man and I too want to be faithful to him, even though my lover is not jealous. So he asks, "Do I know him?" and I, "no." And he, "will you introduce him to me some day?" and I, "It'll be difficult, he ain't so much free time and when he is free we prefer to be alone, he and I." he smiled and nodded yes, to tell he was understanding my feelings.


Philippe is a nice man. But Jac is quite another man. There is so much charm when we have sex that I couldn't think it could exist. Charm but not with mawkish manners. Claude or Philippe, who were charming in some ways, each one in his way, Claude more than Philippe, never was so charming. Well, to be sincere, I too was not so sweet, before learning to know Jac. But I believe I'm learning from him.


There are a lot of things I'm learning from Jac. For instance, to be elegant even when wearing plain clothes, then also not to judge anybody, but to try to understand them. Also a lot of other good things. At time I think that Jac is really perfect. He has of course his faults, we all have some, but I'm not able to see them in Jac, even with all my good will. He says he is a little worried for that, because he feels I'm idealizing him too much and this is dangerous, because soon or later I'll discover his faults and will be disappointed and everything goes to fuck off. Well, he didn't use really those bad words. But he is really exceptional. And also he knows three other languages well as French, and knows a lot of things, and also...


And he is so beautiful, and it is also beautiful having sex with him. Really very, very beautiful. I continue to ask to myself: what can he find in me? Why did he choose right me? It's like a dream.

27th November '73, Tues.

This evening, when I was out from the driving lesson, Jac was waiting for me in his car, because he decided to take me to a restaurant in Givors. We get there, sit down and submit our orders. At a certain point a young man enters and from the door greets Jac and comes near us and starts to chat with Jac who introduces us. Then the guy says, "is he your last boy?" I feel somewhat embarrassed but Jac, quietly, answers, "the last, yes, because after him I don't want any other boy." And the other says, "wow, did you find the one who keeps you on a leash?" and Jac simply says, "yes, happily." Then I, I don't know what happened to me, say, "no, that's not true, it's Jac who keeps me on a leash!" the other looks at me then says, "you did a good choice, he is handsome and nice. You have all the lucks." And Jac, "You can say that. Alain is the most extraordinary person I met in all my life..." and starts to list so many praises that after a while I say, "stop, now, please. I'm here, that's too much!" then Jac looks at me (and his glance is like a caress) and tells me, "you asked me several times what I can find in you, why I choose to be with you. I never was able to answer you in a satisfying way. This evening that, to explain him, I was getting the right answer, you shut me up?"

Then the guy says, "I know very well your Jac and I know that he never says something he really doesn't believe. Thus, if he says he wants you and only you that means that he is certain you are the right boy for him. But now I'll leave you in peace. In a while my Gervais will arrive." Then Jac asks him "you are still together?" and the guy, "No, I'm again with him. We separated but then, after about eight months, we started again our relationship." And Jac, "I bet, if you separated, that it was your fault." And the guy, "yes, I must admit it. You know me well, I'm not able to resist to temptations and was too much unfaithful. But now I'm trying to be faithful. Well, my best wishes to both of you." he says and goes to sit at another table.


Then I ask Jac, "Who is he?" and he, "Patrick? We were roommates at the university in Lyon and were also lovers for three years." And I, "did you breakup with him?" "Yes." "Was he unfaithful?" "I think so, but the real reason was that I was having a crush for another boy." Then I said, "so, when you have a crush for another boy, you'll leave me also?" He looked at me with pained eyes and says, "No way! I'll never, ever leave you. I'm different now, you know? I would never do such a thing again. Do you believe me, don't you?" "If you tell me so, sure that I believe you!" "If I leaved you, would you suffer a lot?" and I said, "No, I would just die, at once, at this point." And he, "No, if a day I'll leave you, it's not you who have to die, but you have to kill me." And I, "I'm not an Algerian, an Arab..." I say laughing but he, with a very serious expression says, "No, swear to me that you'll do that. Swear it!" and I, unable to understand, "but why? Are you crazy?" and he, with his mischievous smile, "because I'll never, ever leave you!"


Now he is in our bedroom, asleep. After dinner, back home, we had a wonderful sex until it was 3 o'clock. Then he collapsed asleep. Thus I came here to write this entry, because I don't want to forget these things. But I too am near collapsing and now I'll go in the bed, to enjoy my Jac's warmth.

11th of December '73, Tues.

Jac had to go to Paris and he needs to stay there for ten days, therefore I now sleep at home with my family. He needs to check some premises to open a new agency office for the mine. He would have liked bringing me with him, but there were problems, as he goes to Paris with his father and they'll be guests of some relatives. It's a pity. But he told me that during Christmas vacation, when the offices at the mine are closed, he wants to do a trip with me. I told him it would be wonderful, but that I need to spend Christmas day with my family, especially now that dad is no more alive. He said it is fair, therefore we will leave on the 26th and will be away until January 3rd. I asked him where we will go, but he said, "that's a surprise. You'll see. I hope you'll enjoy the place." and his eyes were shining.

I would like making him a present for Christmas, but I really don't know what. It must not be a silly object. But, after all, he has everything he could desire, if he really likes something, he just buys it, even if he is not a squanderer. Moreover, he doesn't smoke, he doesn't drink, he has no vices (even though he often says I'm his "preferred vice"). I hope I can have some good ideas.

December 12th 1973, Wed.

I miiiiiss Jaaac! And if I think how many days still have to pass before he is back, I feel mad. Jac is like dope, when you take it, if you stop, you go in abstinence crisis. But how a beautiful dope is he! No, I haven't the slightest intention to get dope out of my system, also because one can take as much as he wants without the danger of an overdose.
December 15th '73, Saturday

The doctor cannot understand what Mum has, he says that the tests are all good and nothing results, but she is more and more down. Nowadays she spends all the day long in her bed. She doesn't complain she doesn't... anything. I bought her a small color TV, but she light it then doesn't look at it. It's a pain seeing her in this condition.

Etienne and Eric are growing up nicely, thanks to God. I now am able to tell one from the other also without looking at their armbands, but all the others still confuse them. They are one and half y.o. and are so cute! They are also good natured, after all, they are almost never naughty and play together peacefully, and also because Etienne does practically everything Eric wants.


Didì has done it again! From the small balcony of the second floor, the one looking on the road, he pissed on the head of our neighbor who was hopping up like a madman. When, back from work, I heard that, I scolded him at my turn. My little brother, to excuse himself, said, "But he is an unpleasant man, that one." So I told him, "all right, then each time you are unpleasant for somebody, we will call the guy and ask him to piss on you. Is that ok?" He stares to my face, sees I'm not joking, then says, "well, no. Perhaps its better I stop doing such things, I presume." Good lord, he understood, I hope. Didì is not a bad boy, anyway.


I miss Jac so very much. Not only to have sex with him (but also for that). But if it was the only way to be with him, I would also stop to have sex with him. Just for a few days, of course.

20th of December '73, Thurs.

At last, tomorrow he will be back. I spent these days badly, they were empty without him. Also in the office there was little to do, therefore I helped a little Miss Delors, the assistant to Madame Rochat. So time was passing.

When I was alone I looked at his picture I have in my wallet, or, here at home, his portrait I have here in this diary, and talked to him. Like mad people do. He called me at the office, some times, but we could say very little, as the switchboard girls could be listening. But tomorrow at last he is back.


I profited of these days to spend some more time at home, therefore I lost some driving lessons, but I can recover them.


Babette got a new boyfriend, this time almost officially. He is a new boy in our village, his family opened a shop of household appliances on the church's square, where he works as a repair-man as he got a diploma as a radio engineer. He is of my same age. He is not bad at all, he seems a little shy but he seems to have serious intentions towards my sister. His name is Christian, but Babette calls him Chris. He is also very handsome. 

January 4th, 1974, Friday

What a trip! On the 26th I met Jac at St. Etienne railway station. He made me leave my luggage with all my clothes at the station depot because he had already brought all I could need. I didn't think, in that moment, that this diary was in my luggage, therefore I can write down everything only now that I'm back.

Well, we went to Lyon by train, and from there to Paris by plane. Here we boarded another plane going to Papeete and Thaiti. The plain excited me, it was my first time. I almost never moved my nose from the small window. You could see everything just like on a map, besides the parts covered by clouds. But also flying over or inside a cloud is great. And then, in the plane they give you food in a small tray and there is also a screen with movies!


When we reached the place, it seemed like being in the garden of Eden. Besides a very fair weather, everything is so green and full of flowers and of butterflies and marvelous birds and also the natives are beautiful, especially on the smaller islands, possibly because they didn't mix with us French people. Jac booked a bungalow just for us, having all the facilities like a luxury hotel suite, but instead of a suit you have a small house just for you, and immersed in a wonderful garden.


And then, making love with Jac in full day, under the sun, on a tiny atoll where a native brought us with his small boat, and then came later to take us back, so that we were alone with the nature and were naked all the time. It was so beautiful feeling my man entering me and moving at the same rhythm of the waves on the shore, then being welcomed by him and taking him while the sunrays were shining in his eyes and a gentle breeze was caressing our bodies... and our pleasure moans melted with the birds songs... At a certain point I felt so happy that I said, "I would like dying now, as I'm already in paradise."


Jac looked at me puzzled, then asked, "and would you leave me alone?" and I, "no, never ever. Without you, that's true, paradise would be no longer paradise, but a kind of limbo." So he said, "then, it's better to be alive, isn't it?" "With you, yes, it is." "Do you like being with me, Alain?" "It's the best thing in my life. You are the most wonderful thing in my life." "So, then, you'll never leave me?" "If it's not you to leave me, Jac, I'll never leave you. I'm not so crazy!" and he, "but I too will never leave you. I'm way too much in love with you!"


I looked, feeling funny, into his eyes and asked, "In love?" "Yes, why? Don't you know that?" "no. You never told me. And I never thought about that." And he, "do you feel weird I said that?" "I never heard that two men, two males, can also be in love. I never thought of that." Then he asked me, "If it was possible, wouldn't you marry me?" I remained there, agape, but then remembered Guy who told me and Claude that two men can also be like married. Meanwhile Jac says, "I would like marrying with you, Alain. 'Cause I love you. I want to spend all my life with you, I want to have everything in common with you. Forever." And I was there, looking at him like a dummy.


I think that Jac took badly my expression, even if he said nothing. But I felt so dumbfounded that I didn't know what to say. I tried to imagine, myself and him, together like my dad and mum. I felt weird. And yet, he wanted to live with me, and I with him... is this being in love? And then, when he says "making love" instead of how I was saying before, "having sex", he meant that? After all, when a couple marries in the church or in the town hall, they swear each other to live together, to help each other, to protect each other in any occasion and for anything and everything. And forever. But I never felt in love, therefore I don't know what means being in love. But on the movies, when you see a boy and a girl in love, it is not so different than what happens between Jac and me, after all. So then, possibly we are really in love, I was telling myself.


Thus I became convinced. And now I think we are in love and feel it is really great. Those days there in Papeete, anyway, were really beautiful and special. Then, back to France, I consulted the dictionary and found:


LOVE = an intense emotion of affection, warmth, fondness and regard toward another person; a deep feeling of sexual attraction and desire; wholehearted liking, longing and pleasure in someone or something.


That's exactly what there is between him and me! And it says "toward another person", it doesn't say "only between a male and a female". 


Yes, it is right so. Between Jac and me there is really love and Jac made me fall in love for him and he made me understand this important thing and he too is really in love with me. Yes, he fascinated, conquered, and charmed me, as he is really charming.


Therefore, I can now say - I AM IN LOVE WITH JAC! I LOVE HIM!


As soon as I meet him I need to tell him.

January 7, 1974, Monday

I told him, this morning, as soon as we were alone in his office. And he burst in tears and I was worried and he saw that, amongst his tears, and smiled me and said, "thank you, love. You made me the happiest man in universe!" I too was moved, but not to start crying at my turn, I said, "if making you happy makes you cry, I'll never say something like that again." And he smiled again and said, "it's enough, for me, if you love me, and if you tell me some times. If you knew how much I would like to hug you now and to kiss you!" "I know, I know, I too would like to have you in my arms, my love. But we must be patient until this evening, unhappily."

But time flew away strangely fast and at the evening I didn't go to the driving lesson, nor we did have our dinner but we made at once love and it was like it was our first time, and I felt we were again there on the atoll, under the sun.


And we united, he in me then I in him, and then again, and we weren't willing to stop. And while we were making love, I was thinking - he loves me, I love him! And also making love had a totally special and new taste. It was wonderful and indescribable. Also the rejoicing of our bodies seemed to have another dimension. It is not that before it was absent, but before I could feel it was that way but was unable to understand it, while now I'm able to give it a name. Then we fell asleep, happy, in a warm embrace.


Then I woke up and it was 4:51 am and I came in hurry here to write down these things, even though I can see they are more beautiful than I'm able to write. I'll never become a writer. But I don't care, because I'm the beloved of Jac and this is a lot more than being the most famous writer on the earth and of all times.

January 19, '74, Saturday

It's really so, since I understood I'm in love with Jac, things are different, different for better, of course. I feel him more and more near me, more united to me. He says we are now just one thing. It is really so. All my life is different, now, more beautiful. Has a meaning, now. We live to make happy another, the other, that one, right him, not just somebody. It's also a big responsibility. But it's easy making happy my Jac. And now I like being able to tell him, once in a while, even in the office, "You know, I love you!" a word so short but so important. And he brightens up. I have the power to make him happy. That's really great. Life is a feast, in this way. Jac is my feast. Making love is a celebration. Making love is building love.

Babette asked me, "what happened? You're different in the last days. You seem even more handsome. Are you in love, possibly?" I would have answered: yes, with my Jac. But unhappily I couldn't, I didn't dare. If she knew and could not understand, she would be pained, and then I too. But it was near slipping out of my lips. Because something so beautiful you feel like telling to everybody, to write it in capital letters on the walls, to shout it from the housetops. 


Babette, as I didn't answer, said, "I understand, you still don't feel ready to tell me. But I can read it on your face. I too am in love with Chris, therefore I can read such things. I hope you found the right person for you, dear big brother. You deserve that." And I was thinking, "yes, he is the right person. It's a pity I cannot tell you, my dear Babette." Then I thought that she said "the right person" and not "girl" or "woman"... and asked myself if she understood everything... But I don't think so, I think it is just a word, without a meaning, unhappily. It is very sad not being able to open up totally with the people you care more. Well... you cannot have everything in your life... and I have Jac, and that's enough for me!

February 3rd 1974, Sunday

Today is Eric and Etienne second birthday and I have really done it. I thought to throw a small party for the twins in a restaurant in Firminy, with all the family, taking advantage of the fact that Mum is at the hospital for a few days. I wanted also Jac to come with us, without telling he is my boss' son, but just a friend living in St. Etienne. So he could at last meet my family. He was very happy and all seemed to go on nicely. Jac has been really sweet with all my sisters and brothers. Afterwards he took all of us back to our village. Didì and Corinne were talking only about Jac. Babette was silent but I didn't care, as I thought she was just tired, or possibly worried about mum.

Then tonight, after sending everybody to bed, Babette calls me apart, downstairs, in the kitchen, and says, incredibly serious, "You and Jac?" and I, that felt a cramp to the stomach, manage only to say, "I and Jac, what?" and she, at half voice, "you two are in love." It wasn't a question. She just said it so very serious. And I didn't know what to say, so I begin, "Babette, don't you think..." but she puts her finger on my lips as to ask me to shut up and says, "don't tell me a lie. We never lied to each other, you and I." and become silent and stares in my eyes and I lower them. And inside myself I say, "explain to her it is something marvelous, that you have noting to be ashamed of, make her to understand. Try, at least, perhaps she can understand." But I cannot find the courage and continue to be silent. 


Then she, with a weird voice, like if she was tired, or like she was talking from far away, tells me, "I'm sure, I saw how you two were looking at each other." Then, I don't know why, I ask her, "and how did we look at each other?" and she takes my hand, caresses it and says, "my poor Alain, like two who are in love. Just, the fact is... you are both males. But really like two in love." Then I said, "I don't feel a poor Alain. I am happy." How much it cost me to say these words! And she said, "It seems so. Looking at you two, it really seems so. But it is so queer, Alain, so weird. Why him and not a girl? How is that possible, how did it happen?" and I, "it just happened." And she, "But... but you both are males." And I said, "I always felt attracted to boys, since I was a child. I always preferred men, never a girl on the contrary." And she, "but... but are you really happy?" and I said, "I would be even happier if you too were happy, for me, even just the half of how much I'm happy. I would like you to try to understand that for me being with Jac is something marvelous." And she replied, "I? I'm scared, astonished, I can't understand." And I, "are you unhappy because of me, Babette?" "Just astonished, but happy... no, not happy." Then she added, "I don't want to judge you, Alain. Your life is yours. I really don't want to judge you. But... I feel it is totally wrong. You have to think about that." And she left my hand, went upstairs to hit the bed, and at mid stairs she turned to say, "good night, Alain. I love you." And went up.


I didn't think she could see it. Will she understand? Will she ever understand? Will she understand us? Will she accept our love? Will she accept Jac? Why people have to think that two men in love with each other is an ugly, wrong thing? True love can never be wrong, ugly, never, ever. I feel like crying, but am not able, cannot.


Good night, Babette. I too love you.

February 4th 1974, Friday

Jac says not to worry, because Babette really loves me and she will understand. I hope he is right. The fact is that it took so long for me to understand that what was happening between Jac and me was real love and not just lust, desire... can understand that also Babette, can she see that it isn't something queer, but beautiful? Anyway, the more I think about all this, the more I see that now Jac comes before Babette, before my family, before all and everything. So, if Babette cannot accept Jac and our love, she doesn't accept me neither and as much as this can hurt me, at this point I can't help. Philippe, Claude, anybody else I could have left just to make Babette happy, but never Jac. Never ever!
7th of February '74, Thurs.

Yesterday night, after making love, I asked him to tell me how he understood he is gay and his first experiences.

He was 14 y.o. when he first understood he was attracted to boys and not to girls. He said that as soon as he understood that, he told himself, "I'm a homosexual". But this didn't scare nor worry him at all. He didn't yet have any physical contact of any kind with others and he did find relief by himself since a couple of years, but now his fantasies were full of males. He knew what means being gay and, differently from me or many other boys, this didn't arise any problem. He just wanted to try but didn't know how. He told me that when he saw a nice actor or a handsome boy, he fantasized about them, but all ended there.


Thus, for about one year, he was looking for some occasion but it seemed that he wasn't able to find one. He knew he had to be very discreet, because he knew very well that society is not tender with gay people. But, as it happens at times, when you look for something you cannot find it, but then, when less you expect it, everything goes in the right way.


It was the Summer of '62 and he was on holiday at the Bourget lake. He was just 15 y.o. He loved doing jogging so he was running on the shores of the lake, along the path. He stopped near a brook amongst the trees to have a small snack, to drink and to rest for a while. After he ate, he crouches down to drink and when he stands up again he sees someone looking at him. This was a young man around 20-25 y.o., a German, wearing just some very tight and very short jeans cutoffs, and a sleeveless T shirt of blue cotton, a small rucksack on his shoulders, and with a nice bush of blond ruffled hair that, against the sunrays, were alight.


Jac looked at him and thought he liked him. The other looks at Jac, then asks him if he understood German and Jac say yes. The other then asks him if it's dangerous to bathe in that point. Jac explains him that it isn't, in that point the bank goes down gently, without holes and without whirlpools. The other then says he really needs to wash his body and asks him if he can kindly look after his belongings while he rapidly bathes and Jac says yes.


The other then undresses completely, totally bare, there in front of Jac without even trying to cover himself and Jac makes eyes at him. The young man dived and started to wash himself. The German had a handsome body with a very fair skin and Jac got a hard-on just looking at him and felt the fancy to try with him but didn't know how to do it. At the end, while the youth was coming out all dripping water, Jac decided that he was anyway a foreigner just passing there and then he could also take some risks. Thus, when the young man arrives in front of him, smiling and peaceful, Jac tells him he thinks he is handsome and he would like having sex with him. The other continues to smile quietly and answer with a yes and Jac is even astounded. Then Jac tells him it would be a first for him, but it is a lot he wants to try, and that he has to teach him everything.


The German tells him to undress, they lie down on the grass and start having sex. Already that first time they do everything and Jac loves all they do. He told me he didn't feel pain when the German fucked him, but just some bother but, mixed together, also a great pleasure. He told me that the German took him for a long while, without haste, and made him cum even though he didn't touch himself there. Funny is that Jac never knew the German's name even though after that first time they met again for a full week, that is until Jac had to leave. That young man was waiting for Jac every morning there where they first met, and where Jac always was going to do jogging, they undressed, had sex, then the German just said good bye and left.


I think it has been great that kind of beginning, both naked, in the open air, in the nature, and to make sex in the right way from the first time. When we started, Philippe hurt me, possibly because he was caring only about his own pleasure.


After the German, for some months, Jac didn't find other possibilities. His second man was a Nigerian, really black skinned, the opposite of the German. This was a 17 y.o. boy, his name was Maurice and Jac met him at the Christmas dinner at the home of one of his uncles who was then a diplomat in Nigeria. Maurice was the son of a minister of Nigerian government, and was studying in Paris, being a guest of Jac's uncle for Christmas vacations. That boy was very good natured, slender and sexy, and moved with the grace of a feline. During the dinner they were sitting one in front of the other and Jac perceived that Maurice never kept his eyes away from him. After the dinner, they struck up a conversation but Jac this time didn't dare to try, even though he was feeling a growing attraction. Thus they talked together all the day long, never leaving the other, they sat side by side for the supper, but nothing happens. They hit the bed, each one in his room, and Jac notices that Maurice room is just near his own.


The following morning Jac wakes up and goes downstairs for the breakfast, but Maurice is not there and they tell him that possibly he is still asleep, he perhaps didn't hear the alarm clock, as he said he intended to wake up early. So Jac volunteers to go upstairs to wake him up. He knocks several times at Maurice's door but gets no answer. Therefore he decides to enter. The black boy was still sleeping, lying on his back, and his sheet stands up like a tent at the right spot. Then Jac, little by little makes the top sheet slip off uncovering his body. Maurice is totally naked and has a tool of a very good size, black and hard, pointing straight up and Jac looks at it fascinated and feels the impulse to touch it. He stretches his hand but stops, as he is afraid to get a bad reaction from the other. But just in that moment Maurice opens his eyes and smiles and doesn't move and Jac stays there with his hand at a hairs' breadth from his tool, like paralyzed.


Then Maurice asks him, "never saw a naked African?" and Jac shakes his head and pulls away his hand. Maurice raises a little his trunk and asks, "but do you like what you see?" and Jac nods, then the other says, "you can touch me, if you want, I would like that." Then Jac brushes lightly his chest and Maurice says, "lower than that." And Jac caresses his hard tummy and Maurice says again, "lower that that. Touch it..." and at last Jac feels his cock. Then Maurice brushes Jac's lips with his finger and says, "I would like kissing you. Do you know that I never had sex with a white boy? I'd like doing it with you." And Jac says, "I too would like doing it with you. But they are waiting for us downstairs, for the breakfast." And Maurice, "all right, let's go. But tonight you'll come here or I in your bedroom. Our rooms are close."


That same night Maurice went in Jac's bedroom and they had sex. Jac says that that boy had a velvety skin and steel muscles, and that Maurice made love to him with such a passion and enthusiasm that at the end Jac was tired but the other was still full of yen. And also, Maurice taught him to take from the front and not from the back as the German did. Jac says that Maurice started having sex when he was just 10 y.o. with a cousin two years older, and they remained together until Maurice had to move to France for his studies. Jac could have sex with Maurice only in the days they were guests of his uncle that is four nights. But after that they wrote each other for five or six years, even when Maurice had to go back to Nigeria, and they were sending each other the pictures of their boys.


Then Jac told me he had sex with many other boys. He told me about Patrick, the guy I met at the restaurant, then about when, during his army service, he was doing things with three other soldiers, one at the time, but in the same period, because he was the quartermaster so he had more freedom than the others and he found a safe place where to hide for sex, really safe so that nobody ever suspected about them. He says that he tried just once a foursome, but he didn't like it at all. It was during his army service, once that all four played strip poker and instead of money they were betting their clothes and at the end they were all more or less naked and aroused and they had sex all four together. But he says that it was just sex and not making love, and that's why he didn't really enjoy it.


Then he told me that nobody, ever, has been for him something really special as I am. He told me that he fell in love with me right the second or third time we met at the freight-yard, and that I'm the first one he really loves, and that now nobody can attract him any more. Then he said, "but now I feel like to make love again with you." And we did.


It's way too beautiful to make love with Jac, so much that words are unable to express it. Well this means that if I cannot become a great writer, for my Jac I'll try to become a great lover.




PART 12






February 10th 1974, Sunday

Babette accepted us. Jac was right and anyway it happened thanks to him. She told me she wanted to meet Jac alone, so yesterday he took me home. They greeted each other in a formal way, especially Babette. Then, while she and Jac went for a ride, I stayed at home with the children. They were away for four hours and while time was passing I was feeling a growing stomach ache. I don't know what they told each other, but when at last I heard Jac car stopping out of our house, I wanted to run out to see, to know, but I waited inside with my heart into my mouth. Babette came in and smiled at me and behind her there was Jac, also smiling. Babette came near me, kissed me on my forehead and said, "Jac is fantastic. I'm happy for you, Alain. Forgive me for these past few days. I love you both." And I started crying for the relief and for the happiness and she embraced me very tight and repeated in a low voice, "all right, big brother, all right." Then she said, "You'll have supper with us, then Jac will take you to St. Etienne. I think you'll need to talk in peace."

All long the supper I was feeling weird, I was tense, happy, I was trembling. Then Babette saw us at the door and gave a small kiss to me and one to Jac. So, at last alone he and I, he told me that he explained everything to Babette and answered to all her questions and that she, although very tense at the beginning, wanted to talk with him to really understand, and not to judge. And Jac told me that Babette is extraordinary, very sweet and that she really loves and cares for me a lot. And now he too loves her. He said that Babette has been able to revise all her opinions and prejudice and did understand and accepted the fact we are in love, so that at the end she told him, "after all now we are like brothers in law, even if nobody knows that." Then Jac embraced her and told her, "Yes we are brothers in law, you and me." Then Babette told him, "Do your best to make Alain happy. He needs that and deserves it. He is good hearted and so sweet, and he is my big brother." Then he said to her, "The only thing I care about is making Alain happy."


Then Jac asked me, "but you are happy, aren't you?"


Yes, I'm happy, so very happy. Thanks to you, Jac, my great love.

Feb. 17, '74, Sun.

As usual I can write on this diary only when Jac is asleep or absent. Now I am at home, Babette is somewhere around with Chris, her boyfriend, Corinne took Didì to the movies, Mum is on her bed, and here near me E & E are playing.

Mum is always the same - abulic, she almost doesn't speak, stays for hours in front of the TV but seems she doesn't really look at the programs. But she wants it always on. Jac took her to Lyon for a visit by famous specialists, but they also said she has nothing. It's a mystery. One of the doctors said it is for sure a psychiatric problem - he says that Mum is letting herself die and that if it is not her wanting to react, we can do nothing. So, I thought it is really that way: if Jac died before me, I would let myself die just like mum is doing... I don't know. But this is very sad, really unfair for the people around you; who loves you.


Yesterday evening Babette was saying me that she and Chris are starting to plan to marry. I told her that if they love each other and are sure of their love, they are right to plan to marry. She says that perhaps they are still a little too young. Then asks me, "and then, there is a problem. If Chris doesn't accept and love also you with Jac, I don't want to marry him." I then said to her, "but you cannot tell him about us two, just think if he talked around. Not for me. But for Jac it could become a big mess." And she said, "For him no more than for you. Even less, I think, as he lives in St. Etienne, not here in the village like you."


At this point I had to tell her who Jac really is. She opened her eyes wide, "the boss' son? He is a Boisselet, to see him; so simple guy... I guessed he should have a good life, but... And I treated him with such informality, and..." "Sure you treat him without formality, he is family, now, isn't he?" "Well, yes... Good, I will think about that. Don't worry I'll never make a mess for Jac. But, if we have to marry, I've to be sure that Chris shares with me all the most important things and my family, hence also you and Jac, who are the most important thing in the world, for me." Babette is really a darling. I told her, "Do as you feel, but be careful."



-----


I stopped writing because Philippe came to see me alone. He said that he split with Paolo, because he went back to live in Italy, but then told me that his wife got a lover and wants to leave him. I asked him if his wife understood about him, but he said no. He said he found out that his wife had that other man for two years and that if up to now she didn't yet leave him it is only because their child was too young, and that the other man doesn't want the child in his way. So I asked him, "but then, will she leave Charles with you?" And he said, "I'm happy to keep my son with me. Now, while I'm at work, I can take him to the nursery-school, and soon he will start the primary school." "Possibly you weren't giving her the sex she needed..." "No. I always satisfied her, never neglected or disregarded her. And she doesn't accuse me of lack of good sex. She just says that this other is her mister right. And then, the proof that it's not my fault is that her mother keeps my part and is hopping mad with my wife. But, after all, I'm glad she leaves me, at least I can start to live my life without too many problems. I'll willingly accord her the divorce. She can marry with this other man. I hope to find an all right boy to settle with, someone like you; an earnest boy." And I said, "It will not be easy, with Charles to grow up." And he replied, "All the better. So I can see who really wants to seriously stay with me, and not just to have fun."


But I got the impression that Philippe is somewhat sad, or worried. If at least he still had that Paolo! Then he asked me who my mysterious boyfriend was. So, after he swore to me he would keep the secret, come what may, I told him. He widened his eyes and said, "You're lucky, he's rich!" and I countered. "I don't give a damn. Even if he was a beggar, I'd love him all the same. Do you know who he is? He is that Jacques I met at the freight-yard. Do you remember?" and told him how we could meet again and everything. Then I showed him his picture (but not his portrait) and he says, "Yes, you're really lucky, he's also handsome."

March 5, '74, Tues.

Jac is again in Paris. Almost certainly he will have to move to work there, because his father wants to entrust him with those offices. He wants to take me with him to live in Paris. On the one hand I'd like that as there we could really live together, in the same house and not just for some nights, every so often. It would be "our" home. But doing so I'd be far from my family and it seems I am selfish thinking just of my happiness and not of theirs. At the same time, being able to see Jac even less than now would be a very sad thing. I have to discuss it with Babette, to ask her advice. Jac doesn't insist, he doesn't want to compel me and says he can understand my feelings. He says he will come here every Saturday and Sunday to be with me. But to see him so little, scares me, two days together then five days apart. If it wasn't for the situation in my family, I'd follow him in a run, immediately. Tomorrow I'll go to sleep at home, so that I can talk with Babette.
March 6, 1974, Wed.

Babette encouraged me, and gave me a good dressing-down! She asked me if I'm not acting queer, "you and Jac are together, to you he has to come before anything else, before any other person. I would not have the slightest doubt - if I was married, I'll follow my husband! Do you love him or not? If you really love him you have to go with him." And I, "yes, but I'm sorry to leave you..." and she said, with a smile, "Well thank goodness for that. That would be the last straw if you were happy to leave us. But you have to care about him before anything else, as you two choose each other. You've to care about his happiness. Do you believe he would be happy going to Paris all alone?" "No, surely not," I said. "Then, the answer is clear, it's very simple. You go to Paris with Jac." And I returned, "But what about you, with Mum in these conditions, and the children... you are the one to lay down your life." "What if that is really so, it's not up to me to tell you you've got to go? We will manage. Corinne is quite grown-up and she is judicious, and she is starting to be a real help. You have not to worry, Alain, really. But I love you and am happy you care so much for us. You'll go with him, all right?"

My dear, dear Babette, Jac will be happy, and so will I.

March 8th, '74, Friday

Today Jac called me at the office and I let him understand I'll go to Paris with him. He seemed crazy for the happiness. He said he will start at once to look for a house. He will be here next week, on Tuesday evening, and asked me to wait for him at rue S.te Foi. Then he asked me, "how is your little brother?" and I, "who, Didì? He's fine, why?" he starts laughing and says, "No, the other one I know a lot better..." I then understand and answer, "He's a little down. At times I ill-use him to keep him up, but he makes me understand he would like better being caressed, kissed by you and not ill-used by me." And he, amused, "yeah, I can guess. Listen, tell him to have some more patience, and then I'll come and make him amuse himself, and play a lot. Tell him I'll take him to the pleasure ground, on the slide, on the swing, and also inside the tunnel of mysteries or where else he likes." And I said, "You promise?" and he said, "Sure! You know how much I love your little brother, don't you?" then I, "I hope being able to return all your kindness... on his behalf."
March 12, '74, Tuesday

I'm waiting for him and dying he arrives. Also my "little brother" is longing for him, all excited!

I don't know if I've to wait for him all naked or not... Possibly it would be better to wait for him with just my black underpants and the black singlet, the one very tight, so it is as if I was naked, but he has to undress me as he likes, and I too like. Yes, I'll do so - I shut off all the lights and light all the candles, so it is more romantic. Goodness how much I need to feel his lips, his hands and all the rest. And mainly his beautiful pole he uses so well, and his nice little ass, so welcoming... And also I like to hear the sound of his voice, and his smell and his taste. To drown in his eyes, to melt at his smiles, to get drunk with his


Here he is he's coming!

March 14th, '74, Thurs.

Today Babette came to my office, after lunch, all worked up. Mum has been taken to the hospital as she had severe breathing problems. Jac at once decided to take us both to the hospital with his car. We arrived, went to see her in the intensive care then, while I was talking with the doctor, mum made like a rattle and died, so, and passed away, Christ, what an absurd death.

Jac was touched, but kept everything in his hands. He brought us back home to care for the children and told us he would provide for the funeral and all the needed papers, we have not to worry, we have better to stay at home at least up to the day of funeral. He came back twice or thrice to ask us something and tell us what he was deciding, then this evening he told us that the ceremony in the church will be on Saturday morning. Then he asked us if we needed something and told me he will be back here tomorrow morning.


Then after we put in bed all the children, Babette and I went down in the kitchen, and she told me, "its better this way for poor Mum. It was no longer life, how she was. It's sad saying so, but it is the truth - also for us now everything will be easier. But we will miss her." And we started crying and embraced each other, very tight. Then I persuaded her to hit her bed. But I couldn't fall asleep. Then a thought struck me - now Mum is in heaven and she looks at us, together with Dad. Now they both know about Jac and I, and now they possibly understand, as they are no more tied to the prejudices of down here. Am I possibly deceiving myself? No, I don't think so. If god exists as they taught us, and I believe he exists, and if he is a good god, if he is love how they tell, I must be right.


In the afternoon also Chris came and I heard he was saying to Babette, "you're not alone, don't worry, I'm here. You know you can count on me, don't you? Be strong, Babette, for the children. We have to care for them, now." Well, that "we have" made me feel love for Chris. I always thought he is a good-hearted boy, but this is one more proof. I hope they will always love each other of a true and deep love. Mainly now that I'll go far away, Babette needs somebody else to care, love and be near to her. I feel that Chris is the right person.

March 16th, Saturday

I hate funerals. There are always too many people. But also Jac was there and that was good, and, of course, Chris, then relatives, friends, acquaintances, neighbors, onlookers and fuck them all. But the parish priest said really nice words. And now everything is over. I asked Babette to be now the family alone, including Chris and Jac, of course. It is the first time they meet. Chris seems to be a little uneasy with Jac, because to him he is only my boss at work. Actually I know that Babette didn't yet tell him, or else she would have let me know.

I came upstairs with the pretext to change my clothes, and now I have to go back downstairs.

Wednesday, March 19th, 1974

Jac is again in Paris and I will reach him on the 22nd. Thus, I'll stay for some days at home with Babette, as I don't need to go to the office here at the mine. Babette told me she is talking with Chris about Jac and me, but still without telling names.

I mean, she says that yesterday she asked him, as if it was just a talk for the sake of talking, what he thinks about two men making sex together. She says that Chris answered, "What do you want I can think? The same of a man and a woman having sex: it could be a beautiful, a clean, a dirty or a dingy thing. It depends only by the two." Then Babette said, "But people say that between two males it's always a wrong, a bad thing." And he, quietly, "people say lot of bullshit." Then she, "all right, but... what if a day we find out that one of our children is that way? What do you think we have to do?" and he, "What would we have to do? Nothing. Well, if he is one of those who dresses like a girl and sells himself on the street, there are people like that, you know, I'll feel badly and we can try to help him to stop. The same if he is one of those who try to seduce children. But if he has sex with one of his age, or if both are grown up, as we are, for instance, if he wants to have a boyfriend, I'll just tell him to do as he feels like. I'll ask him just to be sure the other is a good-hearted boy..."


Then Babette asked him, "but do you think that two men, or two women, can also be in love with each other, really in love as you and I?" Babette told me that Chris looked at her in amazement and answered, "Sure thing! Why, aren't they humans like any other? If you and I love each other, they can love each other exactly the same, cannot they? They aren't little green aliens!"


Babette was happy and said that Chris is really open-minded and intelligent. And I told her, "yes, but more than that he is honest and good-hearted." Then she asked me, "can I now tell him about you?" and I, "Do as you feel best. But be still careful about Jac, please, don't tell Chris about him." And she, "yes, of course, I understand."


Then today, when they met, she told him that all those questions she asked him yesterday were because I am gay. She told me that Chris looked at her and said, "What's that, don't you trust me? If Alain is that way, to me he is exactly as before. I just hope he is happy and can live his life peacefully. You have not to worry, Babette, nothing changes for me, really nothing at all. I liked him before, I like him now."


Then Babette says that now we can also tell Chris I am Jac's boyfriend, but she likes better if it's me to tell him directly. I told her I have first to ask Jac if he agrees, and Babette said this is right.

March 22nd '74, Friday

I'm on the train to Paris. Babette and Chris saw me to the station. Then, while Babette was going to buy me a bottle of Perrier, I said to Chris, "I know that Babette told you about me." And he says, "Yes. I hope you are not upset." And I, "No, I like you a lot; as I see you really love my sister." And he, "I too like you a lot, Alain. To me, you are the same Alain, I admired you since I first met you; you are great." Then I asked him, "did you already decide when to marry?" and he, "not yet, but we are talking about that. Specially now, I think that the sooner the better, so that she doesn't feel lonely." And I ask, "is there some reason why you have to marry in haste?" he blushes and says, "No, no. I... I confess it, we already make love, but with all the precautions. I love her very much and respect her." "Very good, marry her soon." "Yes, I hope. You will not oppose if we take the children with us, will you?" "On the contrary, I'll be glad. But do you feel like having on your shoulder a full family at once? I mean, there are no problems for money, I'll continue to provide for them. But the responsibility, the weight of four children..." "If you managed, Alain, then I too can manage, don't you think so?" he says with a smile. "Yes, I'm sure..." I answered.

Then Babette is back. I ask her, "when you marry, did you already think where to live?" and Babette, "no, not yet." And I, "you can stay at our home, it is wide enough. What do you think?" and Babette, "if that's good for Chris, it'll be good for me too."


When I boarded the train, she hugged me and kissed on my cheeks, and also Chris who told me, "Give us news of yourself, and write to us." And I to him, "you too, write me, please."

March 23rd, '74, Saturday

Paris. For the moment we stay at a hotel, but on Monday I'll go with Jac to see the flat he thinks to buy for us. I told Jac about Chris and he is glad and says there are no problems if I tell Chris about him. Jac fills me with care, overwhelms me with attention and I ask myself if I'm doing enough for him. I hope so. Anyway he seems happy being with me.

Ah, I forgot to write that last week I passed the driving test, thus in a while I'll get the driving license. So, with Jac's car, driving both in turn, we can cover Paris - St. Etienne road in a short time.


Then today Jac told me that we have to put a telephone at Babette's house, so we can communicate each time we desire. It is a very good idea. He really thinks of everything, my Jac. He is so dear!

March 26, '74, Tuesday

We saw the house; it's a wide and bright flat at the last floor of a modern building, with a roof garden and private lift! I told him it is wonderful, but too luxurious. He says that if I like it, we will take it. Then he brought me to the notary to register the flat to both of us. I told him, "but the money is yours." And he, "but we are together, a couple, therefore everything has to belong to both of us. When two decide to live together they have to share everything, not only a bed, also the money. To me, it's a lot more precious my body and my sexuality than my money. Therefore, if you accept my body and my love, why wouldn't you accept also my money?"

With his reasoning, my sweet Jac diddles me. At the end I've always to admit he is right.


Now we have to think about having it furnished, and he wants we decide everything together. What I like of that flat up there is that it is taller than any other building around, so we can enjoy full freedom, also with all the windows open and even naked in the roof garden if we like. Nobody can see us, as he pointed out. I love that idea, free like on our atoll, but quite in the center of Paris!


Sometimes, while we are working together, I look at him and each time I see he is so beautiful that I stand spellbound to look at him. At this point I should have become accustomed, but on the contrary it's not so. I am all the better for this.

Friday the 29th of March '74

Bingo!

This morning we went to the office early. We are going up the stairs, when Jac says, "love... I need you... now..." One can imagine if I can say no. Anyway we're alone, the two clerks come later and to enter they must ring the bell as the entrance door is closed. Thus, as we entered in our office, we just pushed the office door close and we were in each other arms. We exchange a long and deep kiss, we press against each other, we rub each other, I open his shirt and bite gently his tits while caressing his fly already well swollen... when the office door opens and we have in front Boisselet father who possibly was there already and we didn't know he was in Paris.


I became stiff like a pole, Jac parts a little from me, but holds me near him with his arm around my shoulders and his father stands on the door with two icy eyes and says to Jac, "right here you had to perform your obscenities? Send him away, now, we have to talk." I tremble from head to toe. Jac, on the contrary, seems calm and, always keeping me near him, says, "No. Alain remains here with me. And we weren't doing obscenities as you say. He is my boyfriend." His father half-closes his eyes, then says, "if you want to amuse yourself in... in that way, as long as you don't stir up a scandal, do as you please. I'm somewhat disappointed to discover I have a pederast son, but any man has his own pleasures and his own vices. But now pay him and send him away. If you want to see him again, ask him to go at your place after work."


Then Jac says, "Dad, you now apologize to Alain. He and I are in love, and we live together. I told you he is my boyfriend, not a mercenary, I forbid you to talk like that." What amazes me is that Jac is resolute but calm, quiet.


His father asks him, "but where did you find him?" and Jac, "Alain Détraz is my private secretary for several months, you know that." Mister Boisselet looks at me then says, "Ah, I see, is he the young Détraz? I thought you offered him that job to help his family, and not to persuade the boy to come in bed with you. I didn't think you were so sneaky and depraved, I believed you were different. And you, young man, are not ashamed selling yourself in that way?"


Jac squeezed me a little stronger and said, "Dad, either you change your attitude, or else I'll go away from here. You are offending me, and the person I love, without any reason." "You love! With whom you fuck, in case." "For sure, dad, exactly as you fuck with Mum. But there is a difference! We two are in love and on the contrary, you two stay together without love and only for appearances. You two are way more immoral than Alain and I!" His father then rises a little his voice and says, "I forbid you to judge me and your mother!" and Jac, always calm, "And then you cannot judge Alain and me. If you still want you and me to work together, you have to respect us. I regret you are so annoyed I'm gay, but I cannot help." And his father, "no, if you are gay, it's not my matter. What you do in your bed and with whom, is not my matter. But you cannot demand me I welcome that one like if he was your wife, can you?" "Sure, he's not my wife, in case he is my husband, as he is a male. I don't demand you to like that, but, willy-nilly, if you still want to have to do with me, you have to accept, and even more to respect, also my Alain. I don't need your money, your mines. If you don't accept, I can always look for another work. It's up to you to make a decision. The problem is yours, not mine."


His father looks at him, somewhat sullen, sighs, and then says to me, "would you please accept my apologies for my previous behavior, young man?" I feel so tense, and scared, and confused that I'm not able to answer, to talk. Then his father continues, "Catching you two in that way, without suspecting anything, I must confess, upset me. But... if you two are a couple, I cannot but to get accustomed. If yours is not just an adventure but something really serious, I cannot but accept it, whether I like it or not. Just one prayer I have - try not to stir up a scandal, together with my son. As long as you, young man, behave in a correct way in public, you will always be... accepted. In private... it's not my matter."


I nod, then, with a voice so thin that it seems to find difficult to come out, I say, "Mister Boisselet, even though it can be difficult to you to imagine such a thing, I really love your son and will never do anything that can embarrass him or become a problem to him. And... I'm the secretary of your son because I work hard and perform my office duties and in this way I earn my salary. The fact that I make love with him has nothing to do with my work and with the money I earn from your firm, please, believe me. If there is one thing that my dad taught me before he died, is honesty, at any cost. I didn't make a fool of your Jean Luc, and he didn't make a fool of me. When we first met he didn't know who I was and I didn't know who he was, and we fell in love with each other before we understood who we were. I'm sorry if you don't judge me in a good way only because I am gay and because I am in love with your son. I would like being valued for what I'm worth and not for what I do in bed, if you don't mind." I said more or less these words all in one breath and at the end I had to stop because I was shocked and was trembling and near crying, but didn't want Jac to be ashamed of me.


His father looked at me for a while and I managed not to remove my gaze from his eyes. Then he says, "all right, young man. I apologized. I possibly judged you too in haste and wrongly. We will have time and occasion to know each other, as I see, because I have absolutely no intention to renounce to the collaboration of my son. I'm a worldly-wise man and if you are worthy, I'll accept and respect you. But now, let's go to my office, we have work to do." Then Jac asked me, "Do you feel like it, Alain?" And I replied, "yes, sure." And we went in the other room, in the father's office.


Slowly I regained certain self-control. The father, while discussing with his son, at times asked me to fetch some papers and called me Détraz. Then when what he had to do was over, he left, greeting me with politeness, as if I was only his son's secretary, shaking my hand and saying "see you, Détraz" in a totally normal tone.


When we were again alone, Jac embraced me and asked, "How do you feel, my love?" "Better." And he said, "You were fantastic. You'll see everything will be ok. Dad can be rude, weird, but he is a pragmatist and anyway he is an honest man. I really believe, as he knows you better, that you will have no more problems. But I didn't think he took so quietly the discovery I'm gay."

April 2nd, '74, Monday

I met again twice mister Boisselet. He behaves with propriety, in a tranquil way, so that I too am starting to behave with him more naturally. Jac is even tenderer with me than before, if possible.



PART 13






5th of April '74, Thurs.

Babette called me at the office, to tell me she had thought with Chris to marry in May. As she wants it's me to accompany her at the altar, she would like Jac to be his best man. I asked Jac, who was near me, and he accepted at once, moved to have been chosen. Babette is just 17 and Chris 19, but I feel they'll be a splendid couple. Afterwards, Jac told me we can give them, as our wedding present, all the furniture for their bedroom, the living room and the kitchen, with all the appliances. By now I don't ever dispute with Jac - I just said yes. He possibly was waiting for me to raise objections and was astounded I didn't so he said me, "thank you". Isn't that fun?

Then, in the afternoon the switchboard passes me a call from Mister Boisselet who greets me by saying "how are you, my dear Détraz?" and I remained so gaping that I manage just to answer, "Fine, thank you. And you?" and he, "not so bad." Then he asks me something about work, thanks me, tells me to say goodbye to Jac and cuts off. Jac, who was near me and understood it was his father, notices my expression and asks me what happened, so I told him. He just smiled and said nothing.

April 11th 1974, Wednesday

Jac went to cut his hair so I take advantage to write a little. It's becoming more and more difficult being able to write in this diary hiding it from him. His father continues to threat me fairly. He always is very formal, but now calls me "my young man" and no more "Détraz". It is a kind of step forward.

Jac had a telephone chat with his cousin and says that next Sunday we are invited for lunch at his and his boyfriend Manuel's place. So I can at last meet the author of this small portrait I love so much.


I've also heard from Babette, who's making all the preparations for her wedding. I told her about the present Jac and I will give them and she says, "that's too much!" and I said, "no, it is too little, but it's ok that way. You two have to simply choose what you like, without problems of price. But so you can renew the house, paint all the rooms too." And she replied, "Chris and I, we are already painting them." "Good. But, please, we want you to choose good and nice and strong furniture, or else we will be very upset. We will send you a cheque for the payments."


Shit, Jac hurried up, he's already coming, and I hear his voice in the corridor.

April 15th '74, Sun.

Jean Marc and Manuel are a remarkable couple, I like them. Jean Marc is a cheerful and witty guy, with a considerable sense of humor. He is not handsome, but his eyes are really beautiful. I saw all his drawings, mainly nudes of Manuel (what a body, man!) and also oil paintings. He is really skilled. Manuel is a lot more quiet and calm. He plays wonderfully it's a pleasure to listen to his music. Every now and then they held hands, or exchanged some pecks, it was a pleasure to look at them, it's evident they really get on well together, even though, Manuel said, at times they also have lively discussions, but then they immediately make peace. Jean Marc says he would like making my naked portrait, but I feel a little ashamed. We will see. Manuel told me to be careful, because his lover, at times, takes his models to his bed; immediately Jean Marc swore it is not true, they are just slanders, because he would never cheat on Manuel as he is a "sangre caliente" and he fears he would kill him. It was evident they were just jesting.

In the afternoon we climbed on top of the Tour Eiffel, all four together. What a view! The weather was perfect and we could see all around as far as the eye could reach. We spent a nice time with them and we intend to meet from time to time, now that Jac and I live in Paris.

April 17th 1974, Tuesday

Today it's my 19th birthday. Jac planned to throw a big party for me, but he couldn't, because he got a call telling him that his father suddenly felt bad, and he is seriously ill and he was admitted in the emergency hospital, they think it was an infarct. So Jac had to go immediately.

Anyway he made me a surprise, today - in fact I am now writing in our new flat. He just had the time to take me here, then I saw him with his car at the airport and he flew to Lyon where the hospital is that his father is in. I wanted to go with him, but he says its better I stay here to carry on the work in the agency office.


This flat is just a dream. Everything is so beautiful, and also if we choose everything together, seeing all at its place makes a totally different and more beautiful effect.


Yesterday Jac took me at the bank with him, because he wants also my signature on his personal account, so that I can draw money when and how much I need it. This gives me a weird feeling. If I wanted I could steal from him a lot of money. But he knows he can trust me. Even if it was my money I would never squander it, and this even more as it is his money. He becomes upset when I say so, he says that money is also mine, as it is not money of the firm but his personal funds, therefore what belongs to him belongs to me and so that money is also mine. But I cannot yet get used to that. Yes, it is true that, as he says, if it was me to be rich and not him, I would behave with him exactly as he behaves with me. But it is easier to make a gift than to accept it. Even if he says that this is being haughty and haughtiness is a bad thing.


Ah, my Jac, how much I love you! Will I ever be able to totally show you how much?

April 20, '74, Friday

Jac is back home. He is worried about his father who still has an extreme reserved prognosis. The day after tomorrow he will fly back to Lyon. He told me that his father asked him if everything is fine with me. He told him yes, and that I would have liked to go to see him, but he asked me to stay in the office. His father asked him to tell me thank you.

Before coming back home, Jac popped over to see Babette and Corinne and the others. This pleased me and I thanked him and he said, "You didn't thank me for going to see my father. They also are my family, aren't they?" He is so dear!


Today I wanted to make love on our roof garden, but he said it is still too cold. He is possibly right. So we did it in our bathing tub, a big and wide one, sloshing in the warm water, a really sensual thing. Water delays a little orgasm, thus it lasted longer than usual and has been wonderful. Then we dried each other, and went to lie on our bed where we embraced and we cuddled and fondled some more. Then the telephone rang and I was somewhat bothered, but then I feared it was for Jac's father so I answered in hurry.


It was Babette. At last they connected her telephone. So we chatted for a while, then Jac with my sister, then also Chris wanted to chat with Jac and with me. To me, Chris said, "Alain, I wanted to thank you for the wedding present. You've been fabulous, you and Jac. I'm longing to meet you two again to say my thanks in person." I said, "for you and Babette it is very little thing. And I fear you two kept too low in the expense, if I know you both." And he, "no, no, on the contrary, I'm afraid we choose even too nice furniture."


Then I asked him, "Did you already book for the wedding party? If you need a hand, just tell us; don't stand on ceremony, please." And he, "no, thank you, my family wants to offer the party. My dad is not really rich, but he has no money problems. Ah, by the way, I wanted to tell Jac but I forgot. My parents asked me who's Jac to be the best man for Babette and who made with you such a big present for our wedding. So I told them that Jac is the best family friend for Babette and you. Was I wrong telling so?" and I, "no, I don't think so; it's the best answer you could give. But do they know he's the mine boss' son?" "Yes, of course, as soon as they heard the family name they understood." And I, "and didn't they think weird he is our friend?" and he, "possibly a little, but I told them I know Jac and I'm not at all astounded, as he isn't somebody haughty." "Very good, Chris, you really couldn't explain better than that!" and he says, "Hey, Alain, you know that I really love you and Jac, don't you?" "You never told us, but thank you, we now know. We too love you a lot, Chris, by the way." And he, "yes, I noticed. Well, goodbye, Babette wants to talk some more with you."

April 26th '74, Friday

Jac called me from Babette's home. His father feels better, is out of danger, but the doctors told him he cannot and must not look after the mine and the business. Therefore mister Boisselet decided to split the mine and all his belongings in equal shares between his three sons and retired from business, just keeping for himself an income and the life use of the villa they have near Lyon. Jac is the youngest, his two brothers are both married and the second has already two children. I don't yet know them I just caught a glimpse of the elder, once. Jac doesn't talk often about them, and even though I don't think there are not dissensions, evidently there is not even a big harmony amongst them. I feel that Jac is becoming more affectionate to my family than to his own.

The day after tomorrow Jac at last comes back to Paris.

First of May 1974, Wednesday

On the 3rd we will go to my village, as they marry on the 4th. We decided to go down with the car. Jac, as the best man, took upon himself to buy the two wedding rings; they are Cartier, in gold of three colors, very beautiful. I have a feeling that Jac and Chris are becoming friends and I'm really glad of that. The two getting married decided to go for their honeymoon to Venice: very romantic.

Last Sunday Philippe went to see Babette to have my news and then she called me and we chatted on the phone. Even though he could say very little as my little brothers were there roaming up and down and could hear him, he managed to make known to me he has a new boyfriend who is living with him, as his wife already left the home. He says he is a right guy, that he likes him a lot and that he will tell me more on the occasion of the wedding, as my sister invited him. I told him to take also his boyfriend with him and his son.


Then I talked with Didì, who told me that he likes school and all goes well, then asked me if I am bringing him a present. I asked him what he desires and he said he would like some roller-skates. Then he passed me to Corinne, who is in good health and she too loves her school. She told me that she thinks of me always, so I asked her to write me letters. Then she told me about the dress she will wear for the marriage, full of pride for being the bridesmaid.


Then asked me if "uncle Jac" was there so Jac talked for a while with everyone and it was a pleasure to see at the end of the telephone chat how much he was glad having talked with all of them.

May 5, 1974, Sunday

Chris and Babette left for their honeymoon yesterday evening, after the ceremony and the party. Thus, Jac and I slept in their new double bed. The ceremony has been very beautiful and suggestive and I was moved (but also Jac) and last night I told Jac that I envied them, because we would never be able to have such a beautiful ceremony. Chris was beaming in his striped mouse-gray dress, his bowtie and the patent leather shoes. He looked like something out of a fashion magazine, elegant and slender. Babette wore a white long dress, of tulle, simple but elegant and as she is tall and slender like him, she seemed a fashion model. So very beautiful, both of them! Jac shot pictures and house movies.

Just after the ceremony, Jac goes near Chris and says, "Watch that you make her happy." And Chris, "yes, Jac, I will do my very best." Then Jac squeezes his arm and tells him, "and for any problem with the children, don't forget I'm here. Do you promise me?" and Chris, "sure, don't doubt it. The children will miss nothing. We will take care of them you and I, right?" At this point I interjected and said, pretending to feel offended, "hey, and Babette and I?" and Chris says, with a serious expression, "to you and Babette it is a must to care for them. Jac and I choose to care for them. Because we are in love with you and Babette, therefore we love also the children." 


At the marriage there was also Philippe and... Surprise, surprise, Robert who was holding hands with Philippe's child. I could not believe my eyes, so, as soon as I could talk with them alone, I ask, "but, you two?" and Robert tells me yes, merry as a cricket. Then I ask them how they met: at the freight-yard, there was no doubt. Now Robert is an employee at the revenue office. He has lived with Philippe for about a month and at once Philippe's son and Robert bound together. Robert broke with his family when they understood what was between him and Philippe. Then Robert told me that also in bed they get on well, as he likes being a bottom and Philippe being a top and Philippe is insatiable as he likes. Philippe was delighted. 


Robert told me also that Yves is now a Lyon actor's boyfriend and he now lives there and he too started performing in theater. It seems that everybody is settling. Then Robert asked me if I was Jac's boyfriend, and at that point I could not deny it, but I was pleased that Philippe didn't tell him, and anyway Robert swore he will keep the secret. He said he was almost certain, from how Jac and I look at each other...


Today in the afternoon it was a sight seeing Jac lying on the carpet of the living room with Eric and Etienne jumping over him, riding him, and were doing him all sort of tricks and he let them do anything, peaceful and happy.


But last night he was lying with me and we two were putting up all sort of tricks. My god, how sensual is Jac. When we hit the bed, he put on a kind of strip tease so sexy that I felt tanked as if it was the first time I saw him undressing! Then he sat on the bed and made me sit on his lap and took me so. At times he was still and just kissed me, and it was so great feeling him inside me. Then he made me lie on my back and started again to take me and I could feel him slip inside and out while he French kissed me and touched me everywhere... Then, before cumming, he asked me to take him. I loved slipping inside him; he makes me feel how much he wants me, how much he likes me. Then he again took me, than I took him, I don't know how many times, until we were both so hot that we could no more restrain ourselves... We kissed to avoid moaning too load... then we fell asleep in that way, he still inside me, and it was so very wonderful...

May 12, '74, Sunday

Today the newly weds came back home so we can go back to Paris. And for the first time I saw Chris naked, in their room, while I was preparing our luggage and he was changing his clothes there, near me. I liked the naturalness as he undressed, without exhibitionism but also without the slightest shame, continuing to quietly talk with me. Babette really made a good choice, in all meanings.

When I told Jac that I saw Chris naked, and that he is handsome and well built, he asked me, "you regret being with me?" and I, "you can talk and talk, as you know very well that nobody can beat you." And he, "that's not so sure. If you find someone who can beat me, what do you do?" "What a question, I'll look at him." I say and he, "just that?" and I, "sure thing, do you doubt it?" "No, my love, absolutely not." We embraced and kissed. How wonderful when his tongue plays with mine... And then, I love feeling him turned on because of me...

May 17, 1974, Fri.

Jac charged again.

Last night, after we made love, he says, "but you really want to make me happy?" and I, "sure thing!" "Then in September you will resume your studies to get your BAC, and then you enter the university." And I replied, "but... and the work?" "I'll find a new secretary, handsomer than you." "Silly man, is not that the problem. It is that so I'll be just a burden to you and not a help." And he, smiling sweetly, "you silly boy! If you didn't have the burden of your family, you would have continued your studies, is it not so? Now the problem doesn't exist any more, Chris and I can provide to our common family, can't we? Why are you so stubborn? Babette and Chris would agree I'm right." And I, "of course, these two are crazy about you! You won both of them, or rather, all six of them, including the twins." And he, "well, it's because I'm smart."


We discussed. I asked him for some time to think about that.

May 18th '74, Saturday

I feel that at the end I'll do as he wants.

In fact, I'm thinking, he never does anything without asking me before my opinion and often he does as I suggest. He gave up his independent life to live "our" life. So, then, why not I? Why I too cannot give up my life to him? After all, till now, I never did so really, totally, to the bottom. It's time, I think. And if I say him yes, I know I'll make him happy.


But before I need to do something, to be sure. Tomorrow or the day after I'll go to Lyon by plane, with the pretext I want to see my family...

May 19th, '74, Sun.

Today, while Jac was showering, I called his father and asked him if I can go to meet him, because I need to talk with him and to ask his advice. He seemed a little puzzled, but answered that, if I want, tomorrow morning I can go to his villa at 11 o'clock. So I called immediately to book the plane for tomorrow morning. Then I also called Chris to ask him if Monday evening I can find him at home. He told me he will wait for me.

There! These are the two people who can really help me to understand if I'm right to accept; his father because, even though he is no more my enemy, he is neither a close friend. And Chris, who likes me but is less involved than Babette and I think, therefore, he is a more impartial judge. Tuesday I'll be back to Paris and can give the final answer to my Jac.

May 20, '74, Monday

Yesterday evening I told Jac that I felt homesickness and that I'll go there for a couple of days. He at once said yes, without problems.

This morning I reached Lyon and with a taxi went to Boisselet's villa. Mister Boisselet received me in his library. As I see him I ask him about his health, then he asks me, "problems with my son?" "Yes and no," I say and explain to him my problem. He listen to me without interrupting, then asks, "Why are you asking advise from me?" and I, "can I be totally frank?" "Of course, please." And I, "Because I know that you will not be influenced by your feelings towards me as Jac would be." "But you really would like resuming your studies?" "Certainly yes, very much." "And the thought of being economically supported by my son is such a burden for you?" "Well, rather..." Then he says, "But my son is keen about your studies." "So he says."


He reflects for a while, sighs, than says, "Listen, my dear boy (he really said my dear!). If you were worried about what other people could think of you, you would not even have started to live with my son. Therefore the problem is not the judgment of other people but is within your self. My philosophy is - if you have an occasion, seize the opportunity, exploit it, and don't let it slip away. You don't seem at all a profiteer, anyway. My son lost his head for you and for what I see you too lost your head for him. Do you want to live as any couple? Then live in that way! In a couple, composed by a man and a woman, I mean, it would be inconvenient if the man was kept by a woman but it would be normal, in our society, if the woman is kept by the man. But you both are men, so you don't have this kind of problem. Be practical! At your place, I would accept."


I look at him and ask, "You means that I have to accept to be sustained for years, without giving any contribution?" and he, "That's hard to accept for a proud boy, isn't it? But if you really are able to give my son happiness, there is no money, no sum that can pay that back, it is you who are giving very much to my son in exchange of little thing - happiness in exchange of the money needed for your studies..." and I, "forgive me, mister Boisselet, but I can't agree. Because, talking about happiness, also your son is giving me plenty of it, therefore we are quits. Then I remain in debt for all the rest."


Boisselet shakes his head and tells me, "Do you know that you are very much old fashioned, more than I? You are an unusual boy. After all, as my son is homosexual, he is lucky to have found such an honest and correct boy as you are, I have to concede that. Anyway in this matter about your studies, I totally agree with my son. You can go, you can go my dear boy, and do as my son proposes you."


I understand that this is a farewell. So I stand up and say, "Thank you very much, sir. And forgive me for the inconvenience." And he says, "No, no inconvenience. I'm glad that you take me in consideration, notwithstanding the unpleasant reception I reserved to you the first time we met. My son can be proud of you. And you will always be more than welcome in my home - you are worthy of all the respect I wasn't able to give you at first. Farewell, my dear boy. Have a nice return."


What a strange man. Anyway he is still an awe-inspiring man. All long our conversation he almost never smiled. Even though at the end he accepted me fully. But what a difference from Jac!


Back to Lyon, I took the train for St. Etienne. I went to see Philippe, greeted Robert and Charles, and asked to my friend if he could give me a ride to home. Philippe took his bike and took me there. He told me that with Robert it's going from good to better, that he is ten times better than his ex-wife both in bed and at home, and also with his son, and that he finally has a very good life.


When we arrived, my family had just sat down to dinner. They asked Philippe to stay and we ate. After dinner, I talked in confidence with Chris. I explained to him my problem and he said, "if I wanted to attend the university and had to stop my job and Babette told me: I've enough money, there is no problem, I'm glad if you attend the university... would you think that I am a profiteer and a kept man?" I smiled and said, "No, I would say that you two are doing the right thing. Therefore I already gave myself the answer, didn't I?" Chris smiled, put his arm around my shoulders and said, "You, Alain, you have a little too much the responsibility complex. You got stuck with it when your dad died and your mum fell ill. And you rescued your family. As soon as you were able, you made Babette resume hers studies and made her happy. Don't you believe it is time you care a little for yourself? Jac loves you and he wants to show that, also in this way. Why don't you allow him? Don't you see? It is almost as if I said to Babette: listen, you love me too much. Don't overdo. All you want to do, you can but now, please, for a while stop kissing me when we are not in bed... Don't you think I would be funny if not ridiculous, absurd?"


I burst in laughter and said, "Well, thank you, so I'm funny, ridiculous, absurd?" and he, "yes, if you refuse starting again your studies, you will be. You wanted my opinion? Here it is." "Chris... can I hug you?" "Sure, brother in law, and you can also give me a kiss, it's not a problem, with me." So we hugged very tight. Then I said, "You are fantastic, Chris. Thank you also for having hugged me so." And he said, "At times I think that you are making yourself too many problems, Alain. I like you, more than a brother, for real." "I feel the same way. Is everything alright with Babette?" "Wonderful, she is the ideal wife." "How are the children doing?" "They are the sisters and brothers I never had, even though I have to be more their father than brother." "What about you two having children, any ideas yet?" "No. Babette and I decided to wait till the children are grown up... and we two too. After all we are still so young... don't you agree?" "Do you know, Chris, that you are exceptional?" I told him. And he, "Yes, I know, my wife always remembers me that!" and laughed.

May 21st 1974, Tuesday

I'm in Paris, back home. I told everything to Jac. He said, "I already knew half of that. My father called me yesterday afternoon at the office and told me about your meeting. He was really struck by you, and says he is glad you two met. Then he also said: I never had a great esteem for those... those like you two, but you both are making me change my mind. I just had prejudices. A man is to be esteemed for what he his worth, anything he can do in bed. Exactly so he said. Then he added: tell your Alain that if he doesn't mind, next time we meet or talk at the phone, I would like to be less... formal. After all he is part of our family, at this point, even if in... an unofficial way."

I was listening at Jac's words and couldn't believe my ears. I too, possibly, had prejudices towards the old Boisselet.


Anyway it's settled - I'll take my BAC then I'll enter the faculty of letters here at the Sorbonne. Wow!

Saturday 8th of June 1974

Today was Jac's 27th birthday. We met two years ago and are together since almost one year.

I prepared a surprise for him - for his lunch I invited his cousin with Manuel and my sister with Chris, paying them the air flight, as Chris parents take care of the children. Jac was really moved.


But it is Jac the one who made the real surprise, to me. After lunch he calls me a moment in the kitchen and tells me, "listen, Alain, I had a surprise for you and if you feel like I would like telling to the others, now." And I, curious, "what's about?" "You, when Babette and Chris married, told me that you were somewhat envious of them as we two could never have such a ceremony. Well, I was thinking that instead we could have one. We can invite all our friends and our beloved ones and in front of them we can exchange the rings and swear our love. Then we can have a party and after we can leave for our honeymoon trip. What do you think?"


I looked at him with two big eyes and said, "Are you joking?" and he, "why, don't you like the idea? I thought it was good..." I embraced him very tight and said, "Good? Fantastic! Incredible! Marvelous! When can we do it?" and he, "just the time to prepare everything, the ceremony, the party, our trip and all we need. Let's say for... the 22nd of August? It would be the second anniversary of our first meeting, right? Is it too far from now?" "No, it's perfect. Let's go immediately with the others and tell them" "Sure, my love. Are you happy?" "The happiererer of the world" I answered inventing a new word.


So we went back with the others and told them. The hugs, the congratulations, the happiness... I could never have imagined so much. Then Chris asked me, "Do you want me as your best man? I would be really proud..." "Sure, Chris, you honor me." I said. So Manuel wants to be the best man for Jac. All is settled.




PART 14






14th of June, '74, Friday

I'm asking myself how they could manage, Chris and Babette, to prepare for their wedding in so little time. There are ten thousand and one things to think about, to prepare, to plan. And we have already a furnished and nice home. Jac, for the ceremony, wants to rent the hall of a castle. I told him that I would rather do it in the woods, amidst nature. At the end we decided that we will have the ceremony in the park of a castle and the party in its hall. Now we have to single out the right place. I told him I would like a small castle, not too showy. He thought that perhaps in the castle or nearby, we can book rooms for all our guests, so that we can offer them also a kind of short vacation. It seems too much luxury, to me, I would like a simpler thing. Jac told me he will do as I like, and to trust him.

Then we wrote down the list of our guests. He would like to have also all my little brothers but I think better not to, as they are still too young to understand, and I'm afraid we would just confuse them. Anyway we decided to invite around a dozen people.


Then we have to decide how to dress, what kind of clothes to have tailored for the ceremony. Just for jesting, I said to him to forget I'll dress in white. He looks at me astounded and says, "Surely not, you aren't a woman!" and I, very seriously, "That is not there the problem. It is that I'm no longer... a virgin." and we burst in laughter. We decided to dress in an elegant but not too formal way, something a little unusual, something special. We hope to find a good model. We will go and meet a stylist and tell him we have to marry in the same day, in the same ceremony, therefore we want two suits different but harmonizing...


And so, deciding this, discussing that, preparing everything, I feel that the end of August would be just a right time.

24th of June '74, Monday

We sent the invitations. They are simple cards where we wrote, by hand, "As you know us two, Alain and Jean Luc, since a while are in love. We want therefore to celebrate our relationship with a small private ceremony where we will exchange the rings and swear reciprocal love. We hope you can be with us." And then the date, our Paris address and the prayer to give an answer. As we haven't yet found the right place, the first meeting will be there in our home, and then we will move all together.
July 2nd, '74, Tuesday

Today in the afternoon Jac took me to see the place he found. It is charming. It is an old, small castle, immersed in a wide forest and lapped by a river, a little less than 100 km from Paris. The castle has been transformed into a hotel, but without altering it, and has 11 rooms, and also a restaurant. Jac rented it for all the period from the 20th to the 27th of August, so in that week it will be used only by us and our guests. We also choose the menu for the lunch after the ceremony. As we couldn't tell them it is a marriage, we said it is a small private anniversary ceremony, and we asked them to put it for the 22nd, in a clearing in the park, a small table and half a circle of chairs, and to surround everything with pots of plants with red flowers. The cake will be a square, only one layer, totally covered in whipped cream, therefore all white, with in the center the letters "A+J" written in red and the date written in gold letters...
July 10th '74, Wednesday

Today we decided also for our suits. He will wore a tuxedo made in raw silk pearl-grey with bowtie and cummerbund of light blue silk. The shirt will be in white silk with two very small lines of lace along the covered row of buttons; then the trousers of the same silk of the jacket, just a shade darker like the tuxedo collar. For me, instead, tail-coat trousers and an opened waistcoat, without buttons, made in glossy silk in a grey mid-way between the shade of Jac's jacket and his trousers; under the waistcoat I'll wear a white shirt in matt silk with lace jabot and manchettes. We will wear identical shoes of dark grey calf. Both we will have a white rose stuck on the collar. I like these suits, all together it is really elegant and all the colors and the clothes harmonize together perfectly. They will be ready for half August and we would need two or three fittings. The tailor asked us how would the bride be dressed, and we answered we don't have the faintest guess, and were about to laugh. The stylist told us that the colors and clothes we chose, would harmonize with anything our brides will choose. Jac, totally serious, answered, "I've no doubt on that."
July 19th, 1974, Friday

Everybody already answered and everybody will come. So we wrote them back the date and the exact address of the castle with a simple map showing how to reach it with a car, and to each one the room number we booked, and so on. Who decides to come by train, there will be the hotel cars at the station. God, do I feel excited and moved!

So, the room 10 is for Jean Mark and Manuel, who will play his guitar during the ceremony, something he composed expressly for us; the room 11 is for Therese and Pierre; room 12 with a single bed, for Charles, Philippe's son; the number 13 will be for Babette and Chris, as they are not at all superstitious; room 14 for Jac's father and mother; the 15 for Patrick and Jervais; the 16 for Philippe and Robert; the 17 for Dominic and Andrew; the 18, a single, for Herman; we keep the 19 for us and the 20 is not used.

28th of July 1974, Sunday

Yesterday and today we were to see Pierre, the only relative of Jac, besides his parents, knowing about us two, and his wife Therese. They received me with a real liking. Pierre is 41 and Therese 45. At their place I also met Herman, who is a gay German boy 23 y.o. and the lover of their son Jerome who is now in the army and who unhappily couldn't get a license to come to our ceremony.

I was really impressed by the fact that the parents know that Herman is their son's lover and that they keep him in their home as a relative. After all it is logical, but I think it is also something really rare. Pierre is a man of little interest, somewhat dull, but a good-hearted man, his wife on the contrary is really likeable and lively. Herman is working at Charles De Gaulle airport as radar technician. He is a shy boy, thin, and he talks just about his Jerome and how much he misses him. I can understand him. He told me that they met when Jerome was 16 and he was 19.


It has been Jerome who made him understand he is gay, who "seduced" him and persuaded him to become a couple. Since then, they always lived together, at Jerome parents home. They always made love there, in the parent's home, since the second or third time. Herman had just arrived from Germany with a scholarship and as, like Jerome, he is fond of fine art, they met at the Louvre while both of them were admiring the Greek statues of naked athletes. They met some more times and, as I said, Jerome "seduced" Herman. When the boy told his parents he wanted to live with Herman, they wanted to meet him; they liked each other so they welcomed him in their home and bought a double bed for the boys!


I then asked him, if when Jerome seduced him he was just 16, for how long the boy knew to be gay? Herman told me that his boyfriend had his first sex experience at 13, with an Algerian boy 17 y.o. who was doing the cleaning in the gym that Jerome attended, and after that, he indulged in his whims with lot of men and boys. But after he fell in love with Herman, he is totally faithful. To Herman, on the contrary, Jerome is his first and only one with whom he ever made love. He told me, slightly blushing, that Jerome had to teach him everything...


I then asked him how they managed; now that are forced to be separated. Herman blushed again, some more than before, and explained me that at times Pierre takes him with his car to meet Jerome when he has some half day leaves, rents for them a room in an hotel and goes for a ride, passing to fetch him at the time Jerome must be back to the barracks. This is not really enough for both of them, but it is better than nothing, and anyway his boyfriend will be out of the army service in four months.


I swear I never cease being astounded. And Herman calls Pierre and Therese, Dad and Mum...

August 1st, 74, Thursday

Today, near the 18th arondissement's Hall, I met Guy, the photographer. He recognized and called me, and came to greet me. We chatted for a while and at a certain point I told him about my marriage. I saw him with so much enthusiasm that I decided to invite him too, as the room 20 at the castle is still empty. It's a double room, so he says he will come with his lover Albert, and they will do as a wedding gift a full service of photographs.

He asked me news about Claude and I explained to him I could not invite Claude, even though I'm sorry for that. Guy's studio was not far from there, so he took me to see it. He showed me the pics he shot, naked males, and gave me some I liked a lot.


Then he said he would have loved having again sex with me, but I told him it is not possible. My relationship, I explained to him, is absolutely "closed", for a choice Jac and I did even though we never talked about that so explicitly. I just love too much my Jac, and there is no place for others into my heart and even less into my bed. He didn't insist and rather made me his congratulations and compliments.

16th of August 1974, Friday

We are at the very end. I'm so excited. So is Jac. Even though we are already living together, we understand that this ceremony, for us and for our relationship, will be fundamental. We will "commit" ourselves in front of our families and friends. It was not needed, but it is beautiful doing it. 

Today I had a nice idea; I understood what will be my wedding present to Jac.


I always wrote this diary hiding from everybody, even from my Jac. It is not right I continue hiding from him. He has to know everything and anything about me, I don't want any secret between us, there cannot be any secret. I always tell him all I think, all that happens to me, all I do. There is no more sense to write all that in here, and even less hiding it from him.


Therefore goodbye my dear diary. You represent an important phase of my life, but now your task is over. On the 22nd of this month my Jac and I will be married. You, my dear diary, will be my most important present to him for that occasion, and you will no longer be mine. I leave you, then; I don't need you any more to open my heart, I've Jac.


I started writing on you on the day of my 16th birthday, three and half years ago. I'll leave you on the day I will swear before all our beloved ones I belong to my lover, as all of me, therefore you too.



*** ***


Here I am I read you again from the first page to here. Yes, you have in you an important part of my life; therefore I'll give you to Jac.


I'll write on you just once more, when I'll give you to Jac, in front of him. And then, I'll be totally naked before him, not just and not only physically, but above all my soul.







August 22nd 1974, Saturday

10:30 a.m.



IN A SHORT WHILE WE WILL BE UNITED

FOREVER

IN FRONT OF OUR BELOVED ONES



I LOVE YOU JAC

MY ONLY

GREAT

LOVE
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