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CHAPTER 1


THE STORM






The phone kept ringing. Norbert came out of the shower, put a robe on the half lathered body and went to answer it in the corridor.

"Hello!" the boy almost shouted into the phone.


"Hey, it took you lots of time to answer!" said a voice.


"Liam! What the fuck, you think this is the time you call?" Norbert replied a bit annoyed.


"Well, what is it, were you still asleep? Lazybones!"


"No, I just got up and was taking a shower. But shit, it is only seven in the morning!"


"Well I wanted to be sure to find you before you go to college, right? And I found you."


"What do you want?"


"Look, what do you do on the weekend?"


"Nothing. Why?"


"Friday night we thought of going to camp... Are you coming?"


"Who? Who would come?"


"The usual clique, the high school friends: Mike, Frank, Shawn, Joel, and me, and if you come, you."


"Ah... well... who brings the tent?"


"Mike, Frank and me. Three two places ridge tents, as it will be easier to find a place to mount them than with the big tent of Joel."


"And the cars?"


"Shawn and Frank's, three per car. And everyone brings something to eat and drink. Are you coming?"


"Well... I think so..."


"Come on, yes or no! We will have fun!"


"All right, I will come. But now let me go and finish the shower, the soap is bothering me."


"Then you call when you're done: I have to tell you what to bring."


"All right. See you later!" Norbert said and put down the receiver.


He went back to the shower, threw the bathrobe into the washing machine and went to wash himself. The dried up soap was bothering him but the hot water gave him a bit of relief. He washed a long time.


The clique... he thought. How many times had they gone to camp together? He couldn't count them any more. They had met early in the high school and gradually became friends. And they got into all kinds of mischief together. Including the group wank... a habit they had never lost, even though they all had, perhaps at different times, a girlfriend.


At first they measured it, to see who was growing more and more quickly. They made competitions to see who came first, who splashed farthest... Shawn once had stolen a graduated cup in chemistry lab and so they measured also who had emitted more...


He smiled. Just children's plays, which sometimes were fun to do, even though they were now grown boys. It gave them a sense of complicity, a sense of belonging, of special intimacy. It was Mike who first called their group "the clique".


It was more than a year that Norbert had no longer had a girlfriend. He had had five... but only with three had it come to something serious, and he had really fucked only with one. Without using a condom... and then for more than a month he was terrified of having got her pregnant... Luckily it was not the case. To take a chance of becoming a father for a few minutes of fun would really have been to be jerks. Better to wank, for now.


While rinsing, he began to jerk off. He closed his eyes and tried to imagine he was fucking a beautiful girl. He did not understand why, but he always saw a couple: a young man who was waving on top of a girl, almost hiding her body to his imagination. It was he, that boy, but she... who was she? He could hardly see her legs, arms, and a little more...


He reached a pleasant orgasm that the water that lashed his body emphasized... Turned off the water, he came out of the box and dried himself slowly. Then, naked as he was, he went to call Liam, who told him what to bring. He took note on the pad he always kept near the telephone.


Then he went to prepare breakfast. He ate, staying naked: he liked when he was home alone to go around with nothing on. Finished eating, he put everything in the sink and went to the bedroom to dress. He looked at himself in the mirror: "pretty good!" he thought with a bit of complacency. And fortunately he did have almost no body hair, except in the right places. He would not have liked to be hairy like some men, who seemed bears...


He chose with the usual care what to wear, placing everything on the bed. Norbert liked everything to be in tune, also the underwear, even if no one would have seen it. He did so for himself, for the sake of knowing that he was well dressed.


Since attending the university in Edinburgh, his father had rented for him a small apartment composed only of a room, kitchen, bathroom, and a mini-hall, but it was more than enough for him. He had chosen the furniture himself: having to stay in the budget that the father had established, he went to buy everything in a department store, buying only what was strictly necessary and the cheaper furniture.


The only luxury he allowed himself was a double bed, which occupied most of the bedroom, so he had to buy a wardrobe with sliding doors, otherwise there would not be enough space to open them. The two doors were two large mirrors that made his room look bigger.


But he wanted the double bed, in the secret hope that he could bring on it some nice girl to fuck... even though in reality, in two years, he had brought there just one!


He dressed, checked himself again in the mirror to be sure to be in order, took the list of things he had to buy, and went to the University. On the way back he would have done the shopping.


He thought back to the clique. He was the only one who had entered the university, after secondary school. He liked to study and despite his father would have preferred him to study law, to become a notary like him, had accepted when Norbert insisted on studying history instead: he wanted to become a teacher and possibly a researcher. History had always fascinated him.


Liam instead worked as a clerk in a bookstore near the cathedral; Mike went to work at the phone company; Frank helped his father in his Import-Export business; Shawn earned a living selling his paintings, and Joel was the instructor in a private gym.


Although after the school they had taken very different roads, they remained very united. In addition to see each other at least once or twice a week, when the weather permitted, they also went to camp together, about once a month. "The clique" had resisted the end of high school.


He had lunch in the university canteen. Once the lessons in the afternoon were also over, he went to the grocery store. Back home he took the CD and the portable player, chose the appropriate clothing for camping, the sleeping bag, the cosmetic bag with the need to wash and shave, arranged everything carefully in his backpack and looked at his watch. Liam had said they would go to take him at about five o'clock in the afternoon; it was missing only a half hour.


He went into the bedroom and put on velvet trousers, a sweater, and walking shoes. As a precaution he took also a fleece vest: it could get cold at night. Then he thought that perhaps it was better to also bring a flashlight. He took it and put it too in his backpack.


He looked at his watch again - it was ten minutes to five. Then sat at his desk and turned on the computer to check if he had received e-mail: besides the usual ten spam messages, there was nothing interesting. "Add two inches to your dick"... "Our system to fight viruses"... "Earn # 100 a day from your home"... "Boy rapes 3 girls using only 1 condom"... The usual bullshit, in fact. He erased them all, without even opening them.


He had just disconnected from the Internet and turned off the computer when the doorbell rang. He went to answer the intercom: "Coming!"


Frank's voice asked, "Did you take the poker cards?"


"Oh, fuck, no. I'll take them right away and come down."


He took the deck of cards and put them in his pocket. Checked to have closed gas and light, went out, shut the door, and ran down two flights of stairs, taking the steps two at a time. Frank and Liam were waiting in the car. He went in and sat in the back seat, putting the backpack next to him.


"Hello, ugly face!" Frank greeted him.


"Hello handsome boy! We told a lie each!" Norbert replied.


"Always a ready wit, you!" Liam said, laughing as Frank put in motion and departed.


"The others?" Norbert asked.


"Already on the road."


"Ah, but... where do we go?" asked Norbert realizing only then that he still did not know. Not that it really mattered, wherever it was fine, when he was with his friends.


"Not far from Peebles. Shawn has found a nice place in the forest, quite close to the water. Did you bring your bathing suit?" asked Frank.


"Shit, no, you did not tell me anything, Liam!"


"But what's the point? If we want to, we can swim in the nude - Shawn says that there is no living soul, there." said Liam.


"All right, then." Norbert said.


Frank was driving fast, but smooth and prudent - he was a really good driver. When was riding he, Norbert felt more relaxed. He looked at the scenery outside the window: the hour of sunset was approaching, but there was still enough light to place the tents. The sky was clear and serene. Maybe they could see the stars at night, Norbert thought.


Just before Peebles, they saw at the side of the road the car of the other three friends waiting for them. Shawn, who was driving the other car, started it and Frank followed him. They went in a side road between the trees. Shawn stopped and Frank parked next to him. They all got out and Norbert greeted the other friends.


"From here we continue on foot." Shawn said, "No more than fifteen minutes and we get at the spot."


They loaded their backpacks and, in a single file, followed Shawn. Norbert heard behind him the voices of Mike and Joel joking loudly, as always, teasing one another. Joel was the most cheerful of the party, but Mike the more ready and had a strong sense of humour.


They arrived in a small clearing. Not far away they could hear the sound of water running, but could not see the river. They took out the tents and mounted them quickly. They settled into them their backpacks, unrolled their sleeping bags, and then began to gather wood for a fire. When all six finally sat down around the campfire, it was almost dark. They took out the food and put it all together, then Shawn redistributed it to everyone.


While eating, they merrily chatted, telling each other what had happened since the last time they met, just four days earlier.


"... Then she says: sorry, Joel, but this year I just cannot do it... I then say to her: Mary Ann, you just have to keep your little ass lower and push forward the tummy... and I place a hand on her ass. She looks at me, gives me a smile and tells me: what big hands you have! "


Mike immediately said: " All the better to feel you with, my dear! And she says, whay swollen a basket you have! All the better to feed you with, my dear!"


They all laughed.


Joel said: "Well, not exactly what happened, but she really wanted to fuck with me... she almost said it."


"But you, like a gentleman, pretended not to understand, right?" Shawn said jokingly.


"On the contrary! I told her it could also be done, so we have a date for Monday night..."


"Hey! One fuck and away, or hoping for something more serious?" asked Liam.


"I'll see... she's nothing bad, that one. She has two tits like so." said Joel doing the gesture with the hands on his chest.


"Well, I, in the library, I met a nice girl..." Liam said then.


"Yes, and she asked you: Excuse me, where is the sector of books for lesbians?" Mike teased.


"No, not at all! She was looking for a dictionary of anatomy..."


"Oh, how romantic!" quipped Joel.


"We didn't have one, but I tell her we could order it, and ask her to leave her phone number, so I can tell her as soon as it arrived. I promise her I would do my best to get it quickly and she says: thanks, you're really nice, and she writes down her phone number and tells me: Ask of Sara, when you call me, it's me. I hope you call me soon... "


"Wow! A student of anatomy, I bet that you have proposed her to study it on you, lecher!" Norbert said.


"There was no need, you should have seen how she looked at me... especially here at the basket..." said Liam.


"Yes, she was wondering if you have it or not, probably!" said Joel.


"Well, you really should have no doubts about it!" Liam laughed, "Mine is two inches longer than yours, anyway."


"Yes, it is true... but how long have you not used it? There are already the cobwebs on it, I bet." said Mike.


"No, there are no cobwebs: he cleans it at least three times a day... so..." Joel said making the act of masturbating.


"Shit, guys, I feel that here we are all hungry, no shit!" Frank said, "Mom Thumbelina with her four daughters are the only ones with whom we have fun, for some time now..."


"Guys, how about a strip poker?" Shawn then proposed.


"Yes, it's not cold... I'm game." said Mike.


The others agreed. They knew very well that sooner or later one of them would propose something, and then end up masturbating all at once, before going to sleep.


They played, betting their own clothes and gradually, some sooner, some later, ended up remaining all naked. And finally, laughing and joking, they began to masturbate. As usual, while each one beat himself, they watched their fellows between the legs, without false modesty.


But this time Frank, at one point, suggested: "Look, guys, why don't we beat it in pairs? I think it would be more fun..."


Joel and Liam, without answering, looked a moment at each other then began to mutually masturbate. Then Frank took off Mike's hand and began to masturbate him. Mike immediately reciprocated. Shawn was close to Norbert. He looked at him and reached for the member of his friend. Norbert had a moment of hesitation then he thought he could not hold back, seized the member of his friend and also the two of them began to masturbate each other.


It was the first time that Norbert touched the member of another boy and that a boy touched his and he thought, somewhat surprised and somewhat upset, that it was more enjoyable than doing it to himself. Shawn, going on to masturbate him, looked Norbert into his eyes. This bothered him a little, so Norbert looked away. But he could not avoid seeing the two other pairs of friends masturbate each other.


He noticed that Frank and Mike did so as to be in front of the other, sitting on the ground, legs spread wide. Joel and Liam instead were side by side, but their bodies were leaning against each other... and now they all were silent. Only the crackling of the fire broke the silence, however, it was full of eroticism, and Norbert felt a little disturbed.


He looked at Shawn: his friend had not taken his eyes off him. Then Shawn leaned toward him and whispered: "Norman, would you try a nice sixty-nine?"


Norbert looked at him, surprised: "But... are you fool or what?" he answered in a whisper.


Although the exchange of sentences had been done in a very low voice, the others had heard, and now all four looked at them.


"Well, at least we can enjoy more... I like to get a blow-job and you too, I think, if you're normal." Shawn replied, looking at him defiantly, and now without whispering.


"Yes, but by a girl, not by you!" Norbert replied, removing his hand from the member of his friend.


Shawn instead continued to masturbate him: "A mouth is a mouth, has no sex." he insisted.


"Stop it, unless you want a punch! Aren't you a fag, are you?" Norbert asked belligerently and brusquely pushed away the hand of Shawn from his member.


Shawn, however, went over him, trying to touch again his member. Norbert tried to stop him and the two soon were engaged in a fight on the ground.


The friends had stopped masturbating and laughing, all in unison, chanted: "Sixty-nine! Sixty-nine! Sixty-nine!"


Norbert was furious, and began to fight vigorously to push away from himself Shawn. But Shawn, while continuing to laugh, now was trying for real.


Norbert finally broke free, took his clothes off the ground and walked away, trembling with rage: what had got Shawn? And the others?


While he dressed, Shawn's voice shouted: "But tonight we are in the tent together, you and me alone!"


"But go fuck yourself, asshole!" Norbert shouted.


He finished dressing and walked away, followed by the laughter of all five his comrades. He walked through the trees. He came near the little river and coasted along it, going farther. Then he had to stop following the stream, because some rocks were blocking the way.


Walking at random, he gradually calmed down, but he still felt angry. What had got Shawn? Okay, maybe he joked, but it was a shit of a joke... and then could he be sure he actually was just joking? Maybe he was really a fag... But fuck that, even if he was, how to propose him to do it in front of everyone! Just the idea made him to freak!


He stopped, took a deep breath and decided to go back. He looked around: he could no more see the glow of the fire, could not hear the sound of water. And now, how did he go back? At a rough guess, the tents had to be behind him. He resumed his walk. Sooner or later he would see the fire or hear the water and then it would be easy to find the way back.


He kept walking, but he was less and less sure to be able to find his way. Suddenly a loud clap of thunder made him start. He looked up at the sky but could see not even one star. Yet just a little before the sky was clear, how could it have clouded so fast?


A second loud thunder, preceded by a vivid flash of lightning, broke out loud and almost immediately began to rain cats and dogs.


"Fuck, fuck, fuck, I just needed this!" Norbert shouted back angrily.


In short, he was as wet as a baby chick. He felt the water rushing through the clothes, on his skin. He continued walking. With the noise of the storm, and with all that water, he certainly could not hear the sound of the river or see the fire that must have been put off.


He continued to walk blindly, hoping not to move further away from the camp, or at least to find a path, which would lead him somewhere.


After some wandering he had the impression of seeing a light through the trees. He went in that direction: it was a villa with all the windows lighted. With a sense of relief he headed there: there he surely would find some help. He heard that from the house came the sound of music and, moving closer he also heard laughter and merry voices: it seemed that there was a party.


He went to the door, preceded by a few semi-circular steps. He went up. The door was open and the sound of music and voices was louder. He paused in the doorway, sheltered from the rain and soon formed a puddle at his feet. He looked inside but in the elegant and large lobby there was nobody. He tried to call several times, louder and louder, but got no response.


He thought that the volume of music and the laughter covered his voice. A little uncertain, he entered the hall and looked around, unsure what to do. At least he was sheltered from the storm. The music and voices came from a door on the right. He walked toward the closed door, thinking of knocking there, or maybe to open ajar the door and look inside, to be seen...




CHAPTER 2


THE DANCE FLOOR






He knocked on the door through which was coming the music. He knocked several times but nobody answered. Then he put a hand on the doorknob and turned it, pushing the door leaf. He looked inside: it was a large hall with crystal drops chandeliers hanging from the ceiling, a larger one in the centre and four around it. The whole room was white with slight gold threading forming ornamented panels on the walls.

The floor was of shining white marble. On the walls were six rich curtains that looked like white velvet and that probably covered windows or doors. The hall was crowded with couples dancing to music that seemed to come from everywhere.


Norbert noticed that all the men wore white tuxedos and white shoes, while the ladies wore rich and elegant dresses of many colours. Each pair danced embraced, light and perfectly in rhythm - they seemed to slide on the floor, which vaguely reflected the figures, without ever hampering one or the other.


The boy took two steps forward, watching fascinated that scene like from a movie, and waiting to capture with his eyes the eye of someone, to give him a nod, to ask for hospitality, but nobody seemed to notice him.


He wondered what to do, if go and touch some of the guests to get noticed, whether call, say something...


It seemed that the men were all identical: young, slender, a serious expression on the handsome face, all the same height... the girls seemed instead different from each other and laughed, talked incessantly in a light buzz that rose above the music. Ladies and cavaliers seemed to stare in each other's eyes.


He took two more steps forward, moved closer to the couples who danced and, realizing that no one seemed to have noticed his presence or otherwise cared of him, he tried again to get noticed.


Aloud he said: "Sorry..."


Suddenly the music ceased and the couples stopped. All the faces turned to look at him. Norbert felt deeply uncomfortable for having interrupted the party, and to be watched by all those eyes. And suddenly he was acutely conscious of not being a good show, dressed as he was, wearing clothes soaked with water, his wet hair still dripping...


"Sorry..." he repeated more quietly and was almost surprised to hear his voice raise like a thousand soft echoes in the great hall with glittering lights.


He saw that the girls now were all serious, almost sullen. The young men instead seemed to have a more curious expression in the eyes.


"Sorry..." Norbert repeated, now almost in a whisper, slightly frightened and ashamed.


The ladies slowly receded, crowding on the opposite side of the hall, and they seemed to slip on the floor, because their long colourful skirts hid their steps.


The cavaliers instead moved forward to Norbert, forming a circle around him. Their faces were not hostile, seemed to actually assume an almost smiling expression.


"I regret having interrupted you..." Norbert said in an unsteady voice, feeling nervous, despite the expression of the young men was neither angry nor threatening.


"The fact is that there is a raging storm outside... and..."


Speaking hesitantly, he watched those young men and realized that his first impression that they were all identical was wrong. Perhaps the fact that they were all dressed the same way had given him at first that impression.


"... I've been lost in the forest..." continued feeling uncertain and slightly awed by the silence: none of the guests of the villa had still uttered a word.


Then Norbert noticed something that made him deeply surprised: incredibly, one of those guys looked like Shawn... and another like Joel... one Mike... one Frank... Then he saw another one that looked like the twin of Liam...


It was not possible, they would not even had time to prepare that joke... Then he recognized some of his other friends in the high school, and some of his young neighbours... He slowly turned around to look at them and now he seemed to recognize them all, from the first to the last.


There was the bartender of the campus, the son of the pastor, the younger brother of the constable, the baker's boy... There was the boy of the photocopy centre... one of the employees of the bank where he had the account... the tennis champion of his college... the postman who few days before had delivered him a letter...


He recognized the nurse of his dentist... a boy who attended some of his courses and with whom he exchanged a few words... the young guard who often stood at the entrance of the campus...


He looked towards the one who looked like Liam, and now he would swear that it was his friend that was smiling at him, keeping silent.


"Liam? What joke is this?" Norbert asked astonished.


Then he looked up and saw that the group of girls had disappeared: only a slight movement of one of the white velvet curtains made him imagine that they all went out. Uneasy, he looked again at the guys around him and realized that now they had tightened the circle around him, and were almost elbow-to-elbow.


He felt uneasy, despite all the faces were looking at him smiling. Perhaps those smiles and that silence put him even more ill at ease


"Hey, guys... what joke is this?" he asked uncertainly.


He looked towards the one who looked like... or maybe was really Shawn.


"Shawn? What the fuck is this?"


"Fuck... fuck... fuck..." he heard the echo of his voice.


"Fuck... fuck... fuck..." repeated in a soft tone all the boys around him, not moving, still smiling.


Then the lights seemed to flicker and fade somewhat, but not enough to make the scene less clear.


Norbert opened his mouth feeling deeply troubled: the white clothes of the boys around him seemed to become gradually transparent and Norbert could see more and more clearly the naked bodies appear under them...


"What... what..." Norbert muttered, feeling confused, disbelieving, unable to understand.


He saw the members of the boys appear more and more clearly under the clothes more and more transparent, he saw their smooth, hairless, and perfect breasts, their slender and elegant shapes... and saw the private members of the boys stand up, swell, pointing towards him, threatening but inviting... throbbing and hardening...


The clothes of the cavaliers were gone. A crowd, a compact wall of naked and excited bodies now surrounded him. Norbert turned around, made a complete turn and saw that everyone was in that state...


"Shit, what have you put in my food?" Norbert, who had never taken a drug in his life, asked alarmed.


Yet, as far as we knew, all his friends were clean, no one had ever used drugs. Only Liam once told him he drew a couple of drags of a joint of a friend, but he had also said that he had not liked it...


Increasingly uncomfortable, Norbert unconsciously rubbed his palms on the sides of his pants... and under his hands he felt only the bare skin of his hips.


He looked down and realized he was, he too, completely naked. And he felt he was getting a strong erection. Instinctively covered his genitals with both hands, feeling himself blush, and looked at the tight line of young men around him.


All were smiling, and were so sly, sensual, inviting... and one after another the boys began touching themselves, stroking in a sensual way, masturbating in front of him. Nobody touched his neighbour, each saw to excite his own body, rubbing his nipples, stroking his chest, belly, manipulating his genitals... and smiled, smiled, smiled...


Norbert stepped hesitantly toward the one who seemed to be Liam. The whole circle of bodies around him moved so that he was always the centre of it. It was like a fun game, a strange, absurd game. When Norbert turned and moved in another direction, also the circle of bodies around him moved without altering the distances.


Behind him he heard a whisper: "Norbert..."


He turned and a voice came from his back: "Norbert..."


"Norbert... Norbert... Norbert..." said the voices and he could never see who pronounced his name.


"Touch me..." said a soft voice behind him.


He turned again and another soft voice came from behind: "Kiss me..."


"Lick me..."


"Suck me..."


Norbert continued to turn around more and more confused, more and more upset.


"Let me go!" he almost screamed.


"No... Stay with us..."


"Let's have fun, come on..."


"I want to suck you..."


"Suck me..."


"You have a nice little ass..."


"I want you..."


"You want me?"


"Why don't you fuck me?"


Norbert continued to turn on himself, more and more confused, more and more upset.


"Enough! It's enough!" he shouted, "Let me out of here! What do you want from me?"


Almost in desperation, he threw himself toward one of the curtains: the circle of bodies opened before him and let him pass. Norbert, panting, reached the heavy curtain and pushed it aside: behind there was only a wall, not a door or a window as he had imagined.


He turned to face those guys. In belligerent tone he said: "I want out of here!"


"No... Stay with us... Come on, let's have some fun... you will like it, you got hard... Are we not beautiful? Choose one of us... Come with me..." whispered the voices of boys, one after the other, but Norbert could never see who was uttering those words.


"It's a nightmare! This is a nightmare! What you have done to me? Frank, please..."


"You want to do it, admit it... I saw how you looked at me... and smiled at me... Come on! You want to do it... you feel like doing it... you feel like doing it..." those voices continued to whisper and each time they seemed to come from the opposite side toward which he looked.


"I'm not a fagot, not I! Now, let me alone! Leave me alone!" Norbert almost shouted hysterically.


He moved, keeping his shoulders against the wall, without losing sight of them. He came to another curtain and pushed it aside: again there was only the wall behind it.


"I want to get out..." he almost groaned.


"Why... Come on, let yourself go... Do you not want to fuck me? You have a really nice cock... Your little ass is delightful... Let's do a good sixty-nine..."


Norbert realized that something had changed under his bare feet. He looked at the floor and now, instead of the polished surface of the marble, there was a thick, soft white carpet that went from wall to wall.


"Get down with me... let's touch each other... kiss me... caress me... let's made love... suck my dick... let's fuck..." the voices kept saying, quite obsessive.


Norbert almost jumped to the third curtain but also behind this was just the usual wall. He sought with his eyes the door from which he entered - he looked around, the four walls, but there were only heavy white velvet curtains.


Every time he moved, that compact wall of bodies moved with him, continuing to face him. They did not draw nearer nor receded. They continued to be all smiling, attractive, sensual, their eyes shining with lust.


"Norbert... let yourself go... You feel like doing it, admit it... You like looking at us, admit it... You are aroused, you've never been so hard... Let yourself go, Norbert..."


"I'm not a fag, I am not! Leave me alone! Stop it! Let me out of here!" now the boy shouted, frightened.


"But it is you who want it... you got a hard-on just looking at us... it is beautiful, come on, try it... choose one of us... we're here for you..." those voices that seemed to come from everywhere and from none in particular continued to whisper.


"Stop it, enough!" Norbert screamed and ran to raise another curtain - again a wall. He struck against it with his fists, but it was solid and hard as the others. He dropped the curtain and moved quickly to another.


"You are beautiful, Norbert... I like you... You want to do it, you too, you know... Come on, fuck me... Let me suck it... I like your little ass... Suck mine, make me cum..."


Norbert had the impression that the thousand lights of the chandeliers flickered, drawing evocative and sumptuous shadows from the muscles of the smooth bodies of the boys who continued to face him.


Keeping his hands on the wall, he slid up to another curtain, breathing heavily. He didn't even try to cover his throbbing erection. He just wanted out of there, had to go out of there.


He noticed that two of the boys were lying on the soft white carpet and began to make love. Norbert for a while looked them almost fascinated, then shook himself and tried to reach another curtain.


Two others, standing upright, rubbed their bodies against each other and kissed deeply, passionately. The moans of pleasure of the two couples rose soft and refracted in a thousand echoes in the walls of the large and luxurious ballroom.


The music began to play again lightly, and another couple of boys met and began to make love...


Norbert still groped a curtain after another, without success. He looked at the bodies of the boys who still faced him, then at couples who gradually formed and started making love here and there... Now, two were lying on their sides and were united in a passionate sixty-nine, and Norbert noticed that their faces were smiling...


Norbert thought he already made all the tour of the room, having tried all the curtains, and yet he knew it was impossible: there must be at least the door from which he had entered, and the one from which all the girls had disappeared.


"Stay with us, Norbert... Why are you running away? Let yourself go, come on... You want to do it, admit it..."


"No, I'm not a fag!" Norbert shouted, red-faced, angry.


"A fag... a fag... a fag..." the thousand echoes bounced.


He closed his ears with both hands, to no avail.


"Fag... fag... fag..." his voice kept repeating in his head, inside his brain.


"No!" yelled Norbert and the echoes ceased as if by magic, and heard again the music, now a bit stronger than before.


Like a fury he moved away another curtain to discover another part of the wall, then took it with both hands and tugged until he managed to make it fall on the ground. He ran to another curtain and pulled down that as well, again discovering another section of wall.


"Stop it... let yourself go... Let's make love... let's enjoy together... Aahh, aahh, ahhh, it is so good... I'm cuuuumming... Norbert, Norbert come on... take me... Let's kiss... Oohh, yeah, so... stronger... "


The voices blended, overlapped, and overtook him.


Norbert had already torn away half of the curtains, without finding the door.


He found himself in front of Shawn... or the one who looked like Shawn... and someone finally spoke, Norbert saw him articulate the words...


"Let's do a good sixty-nine, Norbert..."


"Fuck off, Shawn!" Norbert shouted flushed.


He started to nudge him with violence, but that guy was already out of reach and smiled with mischievous eyes, holding his hard member in his hand and shaking it toward him.


He looked at his face again and saw that it was not Shawn, but Liam... Amazed he looked around: Shawn seemed lost... Looked again at Liam and... now the guy who faced him and that was masturbating in front of him, had the features of Frank...


Norbert, feeling beside himself, rushed to another curtain and pulled violently that too.


"You can not run away from yourself, Norbert..." said a voice behind him.


He turned and saw two Joels, side by side, which together repeated him "You can not disconnect from yourself, Norbert..."


He didn't saw double - both Joel moved independently, as a pair of identical twins, one was masturbating, the other stroked his chest and belly and teased his erect nipples.


Norbert ran to another curtain and pulled it too.


"Let yourself go, Norbert, do not be silly..." he heard behind him.


Three stark naked Mike looked at him with a slightly humorous light in the eyes, and the music seemed to increase in volume.


Norbert closed his eyes and shook his head violently. When he opened his eyes, four Liam were facing him moving slightly almost like in a belly dance, strangely sensual and attractive.


"No, enough is enough! Stop!" Norbert almost sobbed looking away from the four images. "I'm not a fag!" almost screamed, and was surprised to hear the shrill, hysterical voice of his own.


"A fag... a fag... a fag..." seemed to mock him the echo that bounced from wall to wall, almost in rhythm with the louder and insistent music.


He rushed desperately to another curtain and tore it away with such violence as to fall on the carpet. Immediately he sprang up, fearing that one of those guys would try to go on top of him, but no one moved.


He looked around and where he before saw the four Liam, now there were five Frank that smiled inviting him with a lewd expression...


"Go away... leave me alone... You have doped me... What the fuck you want from me?" Norbert sobbed.


"Your cock..."


"Your mouth..."


"Your little ass..."


"Your hands..."


"Your body..." said the five Frank, one after the other.


Norbert tore the last curtain that fell and... and finally he saw a door, a white door with threads of gold and two naked boys with an erect member dashed with gold on both panels of the door.


He pulled them desperately, and they parted, and he finally was able to get out of the ballroom.




CHAPTER 3


THE DARK ROOM






Norbert closed the door behind him and leaned against it, panting. The music was no more heard, now.

He looked around. He was in a long narrow room, like a large hallway, a gallery, and everything was red: red damask covered the walls, red was the carpet, red the few furniture and red were the paintings that he vaguely saw on the walls. Throughout the length candelabra were lit with candles, resting on small red-lacquered shelves. And there was nobody but him.


He was looking at the room to find another door, when a strange wind blew through the gallery, the flames quivered, flickered and went out and Norbert found himself in total darkness.


He felt his heart beat violently in his chest and tried to breathe deeply to calm himself. He heard a hissing noise. He held his breath and the sound stopped. Breathed again and realized it was the sound of his breath.


When he felt calmer, he finally began to move. Seeing nothing, he decided to advance along the left wall, touching it with the fingers to maintain contact. He moved his feet slowly, cautiously, one before the other, testing the carpet, and careful not to stumble. In fact, he saw that along the walls there were also some benches and seats, in addition to the shelves on which were placed the now extinguished candelabra.


Under his fingertips he felt the luxurious brocade wallpaper that covered the walls. He moved forward very slowly. He wondered how he happened there, which place was that... His fingers felt an obstacle. Exploring it lightly and cautiously, he recognized the shape of a frame: it must have been one of the paintings that he had glimpsed when he came there.


After the frame he felt something odd. It was neither a glass nor the surface of a canvas, it was soft... was warm... pleasant but strange... He carefully moved his fingers to explore that area, to understand what it could be...


He withdrew his hand abruptly, as if it were scalded: it was a body! And a male body - he had touched the erect member! Strangely, he realized, he had not felt before under his fingertips the pubic hair that usually should surround a member...


There was someone there!


"Who are you?" he asked softly.


No one answered.


He raised again his hand and again found himself touching an erect member. Erect and warm, throbbing. He moved away his hand.


"Who are you?" he asked again.


A soft chuckle came to his ears and he felt a hand touch his penis. He swerved back and that contact ceased. But his member, that had returned soft when he managed to leave the white room, began to harden again.


The hand of the stranger stroked his again semi-erect member and Norbert snapped back again, stopping that embarrassing contact with a stranger.


Another slight chuckle resounded in the room and Norbert could not understand where it came from. Then a soft voice murmured: "You have a nice cock, Norbert... let me touch it..."


"No, keep your hands to yourself!" Norbert said, annoyed.


But what perhaps made him feel more irritated was that the sudden and repeated touches on his member had caused him a new erection.


Then he realized that the voice, which he had not been able to recognize, had called him by name, so he knew him, he was someone he knew. Yet he could not associate that voice with a face.


The stranger's hand touched him again in a more intimate way, and the voice whispered: "Let me suck it, Norbert... I'll make you enjoy..."


"Go to hell!" the boy answered angrily, trying to escape from that hand, but as soon as he was about to back off, another hand stroked his ass.


"No one sees us here, nobody can see us, let me give you head, Norbert..." insisted the voice.


The boy moved almost with violence, to get rid of those two hands that touched both his front and rear, and the contact ceased.


He moved, trying to resume, albeit with some apprehension, his groping exploration. He had lost all sense of orientation, he could not figure out which way he should walk.


A hand stroked his chest at the nipples level. Norbert snapped off to the side and crashed into another naked body and felt his erect member pressing against its side. He moved in the other direction.


He heard again a low chuckle: "Come on, Norbert... you're excited, right? You liked to feel my hard cock touching on you, right?" whispered the voice.


"Fuck off!"


"Yes, I'd like to fuck your sweet ass..." replied the voice, and again a hand stroked his ass.


Norbert had the impression of being surrounded by naked and horny males - wherever he moved, he felt a body, a member, an ass... But the voice was always the same pitch, the same tone; it seemed to be only one person... But who was he? Or who were they?


"Come on, Norbert, I know you want it... We are in the dark, aren't we? Enjoy the occasion, let's enjoy together... I like you... you want it..." insisted the voice.


Norbert thought that it was as if the other or the others saw him. The hands touched him always in the right places, never at random...


He stood motionless, holding his breath - not a sound reached his ears now.


Raising both hands in front of him, he advanced slowly. After a couple of steps he touched something - instinctively drew back his hands, but then realized he had again touched the surface of brocade on the walls. He then resumed his advance with caution, making the fingertips swipe on.


Suddenly he felt a warm breath on his nape and the voice spoke again.


"I like your little ass, Norbert..."


At the same time he felt a hard and warm member slightly rubbing between his buttocks.


The boy turned quickly, to deal with the invisible person and reject him, and felt the wall behind him.


"Do not touch me!" he said menacingly.


A hand on one side rubbed for a moment his nipple and moved away. Norbert turned slightly to face the new "threat", but another hand touched his hard member. The boy swung his arms vigorously around him but found the void.


The voice laughed softly: "Come on, Norbert, do not resist your desires. You have it as hard as marble! You want it, babe..."


"No!"


"Let me suck it, cum in my mouth..."


"Go away! Go away!"


"You're worse than a woman saying no, no, but you really want it..."


"I am a male and not a fag!"


"Yes, you're a really good male... and ARE a fag."


"No!"


Again, a hand caressed his balls and the under side of his fine hard member. Norbert protected his member with both hands and did not find the hands that had just touched it. Now he was almost bent forward, to better protect himself.


"If you want to get out of here, you'll have to let me suck you... come on... let me do you a good blowjob... You die from the desire, I know... I will make you enjoy..."


"Go to hell! Leave me alone!"


"A good, long, nice blow job... take off the hands from there, let me... no one can see... no one will ever know anything..."


Norbert, crawling with the back against the wall, tried to get away from that voice. Suddenly he felt a member press on his butt, yet his back felt the wall! He moved forward and felt like a breath on the nipples and at the same time on the hands with which he still tried to protect his genitals.


"Norbert... Norbert... let go... enjoy with me..." sighed the voice from the darkness.


Then he felt two lips, a tongue on the right nipple. Escaping, he raised his hands to stop this lewd touch, and soon a hand fondled his genitals.


"I like your cock, Norbert..."


"Leave me alone!" shouted a boy.


"No... you're excited, admit it... you want it... you are dying to do it, say it..."


"Enough..." Norbert almost moaned.


A cascade of giggles, as issued by a thousand voices, wrapped him.


"Come on, touch my dick... lick it, kiss it... Suck me, come on..." the voice said, coming from another direction.


He felt a member brush against his cheek and pulled away violently. He went to beat again against the wall. Moving along it, he explored it with his hands and felt another frame. He overcame it, and there was a flat panel... maybe it was a door. Breathlessly, explored it, and as he hoped, his hands spotted the handle. Grabbed it and started to turn it, but that suddenly became warm and soft - what he was now clutching and shaking in his hand was a hard erect member.


He was about hastily remove his hand but then a vicious thought made his way into his troubled mind so he squeezed it harder, twisting and pulling with all his might... and the member was again a cold metal handle, but the door did not open.


"Open! Open! Let me out!" he cried desperately.


He pounded with both fists against the door, but a hand rested on his bare buttocks and tried to slip a finger in the furrow.


"No!" Norbert shouted and jumped to the side.


He stumbled against a wooden bench and to avoid falling, leaned on it with both hands... and the wood became a soft and firm body. He walked away pulling back, panting hard, scared.


The voice chuckled again, this time in front of him: "Come on, I'm here, on all fours... put it in my ass, come on! Fuck me, cum inside me..."


Norbert was furious as he went forward until his legs touched the body he imagined waiting for him on all fours. Then he dropped on it both fists with vigour... and hit against the seat of the bench, and the blow resounded in the room.


The voice chuckled behind him: "No, not so, brute! But do not you realize? Your cock is always hard, wants satisfaction... you want it... let me suck it, come on... Turn around, I am here on my knees, ready to do you a nice blow job... come here... put it all in my mouth, push it all down in my throat, cum inside it... "


The voice chuckled at his right and a hand again touched his member that was always hard and pointed straight forward.


Norbert moved away towards the other side. He had to find the door, he would rather be back in the ballroom, as at least no one had touched him in there...


He had lost his sense of orientation.


He froze and listened. He did not hear any noise. He then walked briskly, straight ahead - eventually he would find again a wall.


His body crashed into another body, and felt his hard member bend upward for the impact, sliding against a body. He felt the member of the other pressing on his crotch, rubbing against his own. He backed uselessly wind milling his arms before him.


"Our cocks have touched... you liked it, right?" said the voice on his left. "Come on, stop running away, let yourself go... enjoy with me... I will make you try the Paradise, Norbert, I promise..."


"Who the fuck are you? Who are you? How do you know my name?"


"I know you, Norbert, better than you know yourself... I've seen how much you like looking at your naked body in the mirror, while you jerk off..."


"You do not know me, you can not have seen me... I was always alone..." Norbert protested.


Then he called himself stupid: it was obvious that the other was bluffing, he had guessed by chance. Who knows how many guys do so... he thought.


The voice continued: "I saw you when you jerk off in the shower..."


"And who does not do it?" Norbert asked calming down, defiantly.


"And when you close your eyes and fantasize... you always see a male nude that is fucking..."


"Sure, fucking a girl!"


"No... you have not really seen, in your fantasy, a girl but just a couple of legs, arms... because who was under you was a boy not a girl..." insinuated the voice.


"No, it is not true. I never did it with a guy, never!"


"But you liked jerk off with your friends, admit it..."


"Each of us did it to himself..."


"Always? This last time, there by the fire... You liked how Shawn held your pecker in his hand... you liked to have that of Shawn in your hand, come on, you can not deny it!"


"What the fuck do you know? Who are you? Shawn? Frank? Come on! This joke has gone on too long; you make me crazy. Stop it..."


"Who would you like that I was? I bet you'd like it if I were Liam... you always looked with great interest at his cock... Liam attracts you, right?"


"Who the fuck are you? What the fuck you want?"


"I want to have sex with you... and you want it, admit it."


"Just shut up, asshole!"


"Are you mad at Shawn because you wanted to do it with Liam, admit it..."


"Bullshit!"


"If it was Liam to propose to you and there were no the others... you would have done it, you know it well."


"You're crazy. You have bugs in the head. You're just a fagot, a pervert..."


"No more than you, Norbert, no more than you..."


"I'm not a fag!" Norbert shouted.


"You keep repeating it, shouting it. Who do you want to convince, yourself? You scream because you know that's not true. You repeat it, because you're afraid to admit it. You want a cock... you are thirsting for sex with a male..."


"I've done it always and only with girls..." Norbert almost groaned, moving slowly as to escape in some way to that insisting voice.


"Your five girls? Those who you boasted about with your friends? Aha! Just a screen with which you were hiding only to yourself..."


"No! It is not true!"


"Yes. With Melissa, Judy and Margie... you did just fondle, you did not get to anything more. Raquel... she jerked you off and it was not even exceptional, she was not good at it, and you did not even stuck a finger in her hot and wet pussy, it did not even occur to you... "


"But Deborah, I fucked her!"


"Yes, because she wanted it more than you did..."


"I enjoyed it..."


"Sure, she knew how to do it... she managed to make you cum. But then... then you repented, you would not have done it..."


"Just because I was afraid of getting her pregnant..." Norbert protested.


"It's true... because you thought it was not worth the price of getting her pregnant just for a pleasure that after all was nothing special, because you did not really like..."


"But I enjoyed..."


"Not more than wanking yourself, admit it... Nothing special... With me instead... you would go crazy with pleasure... and would like to do it again..."


"Are you Liam? Only he knows all these things..."


"He... and you... and me... You will be happy only when you'll fuck with a male..."


"No!"


"Yes... You want to experience the thrill of a nice cock in your mouth..."


"You're sick!"


"You want to find out how good is to bugger a boy..."


"Shut up, asshole!"


"You want to try how good is it to take a cock in your ass..."


"No, no!"


"And get a blow job from someone like you..." urged the voice.


Norbert, during this dialogue, continued to back away slowly. Suddenly he felt a hard door handle press against his back. He turned and grabbed it, swung it...


The door gave way, opened, and a blinding light made him close his eyes, but he crossed and closed it behind him.




CHAPTER 4


THE MIRRORS ROOM






When he opened his eyes, he saw that he had entered a circular room with a translucent dome, from which came a warm glow that coloured everything with a soft orange shade.

In the room there was none. The dome was supported by nine cylindrical columns, almost in contact with the circular wall but detached from it. Between the columns there were nine tall and large frameless mirrors.


At the centre of the room there was one empty seat, orange like the rest, as well as the short-pile rug which had a decorative double spiral whose centre was under the armchair and that made one think of a stylized galaxy, designed in various shades of orange.


The mirrors reflected the room making it look like a series of cells, like a hive, each with an armchair in the centre, and each, sloping down to infinity, with him standing on one side, naked, his member slowly sagging and going back to rest.


He moved approaching the chair and with one hand tested its consistency - it was soft, inviting. In the mirrors, dozens and dozens of Norberts were testing armchairs with one hand - Norbert seen by the front, the side, and the back. And all the Norberts looked sullen, serious.


He felt awfully tired. Watching his own naked image in the mirrors, he murmured: "I'm not a fag..."


All his images moved the lips repeating the same phrase, but without uttering any sound...


Norbert slumped on the chair, relaxing. It was really soft, pleasant and warm against his bare skin. He felt welcomed as in an embrace, as in a pleasant hug...


The armrests turned into arms that encircled him, and he found himself sitting on a naked male, felt the hard member pressing against his ass. He tried to stand up but was too weak. He looked in the mirrors and saw him.


There was no longer the armchair - in its place was that male naked like him, sitting on a low cylinder orange like the rest, and he was beautiful. He did not resemble any of his friends, anyone he knew. His body had the perfection of Michelangelo's David, his face was like that of a movie star - male, sweet, beautiful, and looked like everyone and anyone...


The male smiled. A hand touched Norbert's member that immediately responded to the touch, lifting, hardening for the pleasant caress of the stranger's hand.


"No... leave me alone... I'm tired... leave me alone..." Norbert protested weakly, trying to stand up again, but the gentle but strong embrace of the stranger prevent him from moving.


"Relax, Norbert... let me do... Relax..." whispered the voice of the beautiful, hot and sexy guy.


One hand expertly rubbed his member and balls, the other roamed on his chest and belly, pausing from time to time on the hardened nipples and artfully teasing them.


"Let me go..." Norbert prayed softly, without trying any more to break free.


"No..." whispered the hot voice of the other.


Norbert felt the strong chest of the other against his back, his throbbing member against his ass, hot and hard, the strong thighs of the young man under his...


The stranger now gently masturbated him. Norbert, feeling too tired, leaned against the strong, muscular body of the stranger and closed his eyes.


The hands on his body, on his member, were making his body soar with excitement. Norbert's mind, increasingly weakly, continued to say no... but his lips had ceased to say it.


"Why? Why all this is happening to me?" wondered Norbert, as he felt the pleasure take over his entire body, gradually replacing his exhaustion.


"I'm not a fag, I..." he tried to say, but from his lips no sound came.


The young man he was sitting on, against which he was abandoned, continued to masturbate him gently but expertly, and waves of pleasure shook the body of Norbert, who rested his head on the shoulder of the stranger.


He felt like a fire burning within him... His hands were resting on the strong forearms of the stranger and clutched them at times, without trying to get him to stop, without trying to drive away those strong arms that held him captive, those hands that were giving him a growing pleasure.


Norbert began to pant with greater intensity as the pleasure rose within him. Eyes still closed, he no longer thought of anything, he stopped fighting... savoured those feelings so new, so pleasing that for the first time in his life he was experiencing.


He felt the cheek of the young man who held him in his arms slightly rubbing against his.


Then the warm and sensual voice of the other said: "It is beautiful, so, isn't it?"


Norbert nodded wearily. Yes... he should admit... it was pleasant... And anyway he had no longer the strength to oppose...


The pleasure submerged him like waves; his entire body began to quiver with increasing intensity. A strong heat sprang from his loins, went along his spine, concentrated in his neck like an incandescent ball, and then crossed his body going down, condensed into his genitals and the orgasm burst in him. From his hard member streamed strong jets of seed, one after another, after another, after another...


Norbert relaxed at once, emitting a long, deep sigh. He was fine; he should admit it... Yes, he was just fine.


His body shuddered a couple of times. He narrowed his eyes and saw the translucent dome above him. He lifted his head and looked in the mirrors...


He was sitting in the comfortable orange armchair - there was no trace of the young, strong and handsome man. He straightened up his torso and looked: there was no trace of his seed anywhere. He touched the tip of his member: it was wet with cum, as after he ejaculated, but there was no trace of his seed anywhere else.


Startled, he stood up: his head was spinning. He felt weak again. He left the armchair moving back and looking at it blankly. It had been just a dream? He had fallen asleep and had dreamed?


Everything in this strange villa was absurd, mysterious, and incredible. He walked again away from the armchair, moving back, wondering how he could distinguish truth from falsehood, reality from dreams...


His shoulders touched the hard surface of a marble column as he leaned against it, barely breathing, looking around. In the mirrors in front of him he saw other Norberts abandoned languidly against the column, and their members were slowly lowering and returning to be soft.


He looked again at the empty armchair at the centre of the room.


He felt two arms encircle him from behind, and his back was now resting against a naked body! He looked again in the mirrors and now other young men naked and beautiful like the first, but different from him, hugged him from behind.


"Who are you?" he asked in a whisper, looking at him through the mirrors.


The young man replied - his lips uttered no sound, but Norbert read the answer clearly: "Your desire..."


He felt the strong member of the other pressing against the furrow between his buttocks and rubbing up and down with slight movements of the pelvis, but without trying to penetrate him. The hands of the stranger roamed over his whole body, from chest to thighs, caressing him in an increasingly sensual and exciting way.


The member of Norbert resumed to swell and straighten up, although the other had not yet touched it.


"Let me go, please..." Norbert asked him softly.


In the mirrors he saw the head of the other nod with his head and smile. A hand of the young man had now taken to manipulate the member of Norbert. He shuddered and pushed against him, instinctively, and felt his hard member, nested vertically between his small, firm buttocks, beat vigorously.


"I'm tired..." Norbert murmured.


The other nibbled his ear from behind and Norbert shuddered strongly. Again, the fatigue seemed to leave his body and he felt totally helpless in the arms of the other, against his body. The strong member that was beating against him felt nice... Hard, hot, manly...


But what really surprised Norbert was that, to feel the manhood of the young man who held him in his arms, did not even minimally threaten his virility, it rather seemed to exalt it.


Yes, Norbert had never felt so male, so manly... and this surprised him deeply.


Again, the enjoyment was taking hold of him; again his body reacted nicely to those skilled caresses, those sensual moves.


The young man behind him pinched slightly his hard nipples and Norbert gasped, a low moan of pleasure escaped his lips slightly parted and his breathing became heavy. The other intensified his attention: touched him in the right places, in the right way, making him feel increasingly strong emotions.


Now Norbert panted, feeling again the approach of an explosive orgasm. Instinctively he pushed against the body behind him and moved his pelvis slightly, making it sway to the right and left, to better feel the firm consistency of the member nested in the furrow between his buttocks.


The young man pushed against him with increasing force, but without trying to penetrate him. Now he masturbated Norbert at full hand, with a firm grip, with the right pressure, sliding the skin of the uncircumcised member up and down. Each time he bared the swollen glans, he touched it gently with his thumb, made slippery by the drops pre-orgasm that were oozing out of the member.


Norbert moaned softly, unable to control the intensity of the sensations he was feeling. He kept looking at his image and that of the young man behind him on the mirrors in front of him and around the room... Those images were incredibly sensual, erotic.


It seemed to him that even his body was more beautiful than ever... He had never been a narcissist, however, had always thought to be well done... now he could see himself even beautiful, sexy...


When he felt too close to orgasm, the other slowed down his operations, without stopping, wisely diminishing the excitement of the boy while keeping it alive. Norbert thought that it was a pleasant torment: he wanted to come, to enjoy, but he let the other run the play.


Norbert felt vaguely that it was really nice to abandon oneself in the arms of another. He thought that his body was like a musical instrument in the hands of an experienced musician.


Norbert moaned again, his legs began to tremble imperceptibly, his breathing became faster and heavier. All his muscles were stretched to the breaking point, his moan became a kind of low and hoarse gasp, and finally, looking down, he saw gush out of his hard member jets on jets of bright diaphanous droplets, who reached the seat in front of him.


With every strong jet his entire body jerked against the body of the other, who now held him firmly pressed against his chest, supporting him, because his legs would not support him anymore. Norbert was feeling a too strong, too big emotion...


The other gradually slackened his grip and Norbert slid down slowly, against the body and legs of the other. He let out a deep sigh and sank back... and felt his back against the cold hard surface of the column.


He looked in the mirrors and saw that the man was gone, and yet he had not seen him go away... he simply disappeared, just like the man in the armchair. These things cannot happen in reality, he thought confused.


Yes, it must be a dream... But when you dream, can you be aware you are dreaming? And where was he now? In the tent with the companions of the clique? Or even that was part of the dream? He relaxed little by little, trying to regain his strength.


He had enjoyed with an intensity never experienced before... And he realized that feeling the hard and firm member of the other against his body, in the furrow between his buttocks, his pleasure had increased dramatically.


Pleased in feeling the cock pushing against him! How was that possible? Yet it was so. Yes, it had to be only a dream: in a dream the most incredible things happen, the most unlikely.


He ran his hands over his naked body and shuddered. Then he looked ahead and saw on the orange carpet a long darker track, ending against the armchair - this time the testimony of his orgasm was there visible and clear. With a finger he touched the part closest to him, between his legs and felt it was damp. He brought his fingers to his nose and sniffed: he felt the unmistakable smell of his semen.


He slowly stood up. He looked back in the mirrors: an infinite theory of Norbert looked at him from everywhere. He turned to the nearest mirror and saw his image get closer to the edge. He placed his hands on the mirror surface and the other Norbert, of course, put his palms against his, on the other side of the cold glass.


He pushed on one side, on the other, but the mirror did not move. He removed his hands from the glass surface...


But the other Norbert, his image, still had his hands pressed against the glass!


Looking at him surprised and his amazement grew when he realized it was not him, when he saw that it was another like him but different. The height was different, the definition of the muscles too, the colour of the pubic hair and also the member...


The member of the other was erect, not his. The pubic hair was dark and formed like flames pointing upward, were united in slightly wavy tufts, while his hair were curly.


He unconsciously reached out to touch that member and, almost without surprise, his hand did not meet the mirror glass, but rested on the member of the other that, when he had it in his hand, felt throbbing vigorously. It was hot, firm yet soft, hard, beautiful...


The hands of the other went down, encircled him at the waist and adhered with the body against the body of Norbert. He shuddered, and his member stood up again. The other man rubbed his chest against his chest. Norbert closed his eyes and parted his lips uttering a silent "yes..."


He felt the lips of the other rest on his and opened his eyes in surprise. The other's eyes smiled at him, and his tongue slipped between the parted lips of Norbert. The boy welcomed it into his mouth and began to suck... their tongues began to play, now in the mouths of the others, now in that of Norbert.


The other pushed his crotch against that of Norbert and their members rubbed and pushed against each other, while their kiss became hotter and deeper, more intimate and passionate.


Norbert's hands slipped on the small and muscular ass of the other, and pulled him to himself. Their members rubbed against each other with increasing energy. Also the other's hands rested on Norbert's buttocks and kneaded them vigorously yet at the same time gently.


They continued to rub their bodies against each other and to kiss. Norbert all at once felt incredibly energized. A tempter finger of the other slipped in the furrow between the buttocks of Norbert and the tip went on the hidden hole in a slow and intimate massage.


Norbert trembled. It was incredibly enjoyable! Without stopping to kiss the unknown young male, Norbert began to moan. The other with his free hand went to rub a nipple of Norbert, who shuddered and moaned louder.


The finger rubbed on his anus, now up and down, sometimes in slow, small circles, now slightly pushing, never forcing the entry and Norbert felt his head and body on fire. His legs were now intertwined with those of the other youth and their members continued to rub against one another in a series of rotations of their pelvis, almost like in a belly dance.


Norbert parted his mouth from that of the other, threw his head back and moaned: "I'm... I'm... I'm... coming..."


The other lowered his head and began to lick, nibble and suck the other nipple of Norbert, who gasped with pleasure.


"Yes... yes... so..." moaned Norbert, who had completely lost his head for the intensity of emotions.


"I am... near to... come..." Norbert gasped again, feeling on the brink of a new amazing orgasm.


He pushed more vigorously against the other. The finger between his buttocks continued to tease him incessantly and to excite him. The dual action of the fingers and the mouth of the stranger on his nipples were making him go wild with pleasure.


He felt close to exploding into a new orgasm, yet still did not come. The excitement shook him all, he trembled from head to feet, his toes curled, all his skin had become highly sensitive for the intensity of the feelings, his penis was hard as marble and continued to rub against the member and the pubis of the other in a frenzy of short and vigorous movements.


"Let me come... let me come... I cannot resist... Oohh please let me come..." Norbert sobbed.


Then the other crouched in front of him and, continuing to tease with a finger his anus on fire, took the whole member into his mouth and began sucking it vigorously, waving his tongue into his mouth against the strong meat pole and moving the head back and forth...


Norbert trembled with increasing intensity. Took the head of the other between his hands and began to fuck him in the mouth with almost savage thrusts. He looked at him in the mirror before him, and saw his narrow waist and broad shoulders, his head crowned with soft wavy brown hair, clasped in his hands, and saw the upper part of his body move vigorously back and forth.


He watched his member appear and disappear between the lips of his companion and the sight seemed to him incredibly erotic.


And at last he came, and unloaded in the welcoming and warm mouth, in a symphony of moans and strong thrusts, and realized that the other was swallowing all his warm liquor almost with relish...


When he shot the last jet, he slowly slid his hard member from the lips of the companion. This one looked up and smiled. Norbert did not respond to that smile, he was too shaken. He closed his eyes, panting heavily and sank slowly sliding to his knees on the carpet.


Then he opened his eyes... before him there was only his own reflection in the mirror... and on the mirror the opalescent fruit of his orgasm was slowly seeping!


He gaped at it. Then looked at his member - it was glittering with saliva! And his nipples were slightly reddened, and he was still the feeling aroused by the long friction and pressure of the finger on his anus...


He shook his head and stood up again. He looked around. One of those mirrors had to be a door. He wanted out of there; he should get out of there, he would certainly not be able to withstand a fourth orgasm.


He began to circle the room, trying each time to push, pull, move to the side a mirror after another, but always in vain. In every mirror he saw reflected only his naked image and beyond it the images of him and of the other mirrors of the room and all the other countless Norberts trying to get away from that room...


Finally, he arrived before the fourth mirror, and as soon as he pushed it, this one pivoted vertically on its centre - one half moved outward, away from him, and the other half came from behind pushing him forward...




CHAPTER 5


THE SMALL STUDIO






Norbert found himself on the threshold of a small room. On the walls there was wallpaper with vertical stripes of various shades of yellow. A library of yellow cherry wood covered the wall in front of him. It also had in front a chair with armrests, empty, beside a desk in the same cherry wood. Above the tabletop there was a table lamp, which projected on it a large cone of light that shone down also on the chair with armrests.

Norbert slowly turned around looking at everything. Behind him was the mirror from which he had entered. On the right wall a closed door. On the left wall was painted a window... He looked again to the bookcase and desk.


On the armchair was now seated a young man and Norbert immediately recognized him as his former high school math teacher. He was wearing gray cotton trousers and a plaid shirt chequered in yellow and gray. He looked at him smiling.


Norbert was suddenly aware of being naked and covered his genitals with both hands, blushing.


"Professor MacKinney!" he exclaimed softly, surprised.


"Hey, Norbert, I'm glad to see you again!"


"Sorry, professor... I did not know that this was your house..." stammered the boy completely confused.


"My home, my boy? But no, this is your house, villa Norbert!"


"Why? How? My Home? No, sir, it is not my home..." replied the boy even more confused.


The young man smiled: "You look troubled, young man. What happens? But... I've never said that you are a really nice boy? Take away those hands from there, anyway now I've seen everything there was to see... "


"I... I..." Norbert stammered.


"Come on, take off those hands... So, well done. Also your cock is nice, you have developed well. You were already the most beautiful of my students, however. The most desirable..."


"You, professor..."


"Come here, closer..." said the young man smiling invitingly, spreading his legs a bit.


Norbert could not help but notice the generous bulge under the fly of the blond young professor...


"Professor... I want out of this house... it is not my home... and I do not understand what happened to my clothes... My friends should be looking for me... I think. We put up the tents somewhere out there... I lost my way... " the boy said, almost in one breath.


"Calm down, calm down, boy, everything is fine." said the young man smiling and stretched out his hands, grabbed Norbert's wrists and pulled him between his spread legs.


"Everything is all right..." he repeated in a warm and inviting voice.


He pushed him down, forcing him with gentle determination to kneel before him, and then unbuttoned his wool shirt. Below he wore nothing and Norbert saw the man's broad, hairless and muscular chest, and his flat belly. Two dark nipples with around a few blond hairs, adorned that beautiful chest...


"Come on..." the young professor simply said.


Norbert leaned on that chest and began sucking, licking, and nibbling first at one then at the other nipple.


"Yes, good, so..." urged him the man.


Norbert ran his hands under the shirt and stroked his back, continuing to suck the hardened nipples of his former professor.


He felt him fiddling down. He moved away and looked - the young man was opening the fly of his pants. Norbert held his breath and continued to watch, fascinated. The flap opened and also under the pants the man was not wearing anything - his cock already hard, straight up toward the navel and lying flat on the stomach, appeared to his view.


"Suck it, come on..." said the man, pushing him on the neck towards his groin.


Norbert bent without resistance, took with both hands the big hard cock and the balls and began to kiss, lick them... he liked it... It was hot, strong, hard... and throbbed under his lips and his tongue...


"Suck it, Norbert... make me enjoy..." invited again the young professor.


The boy took it between his lips, and made it all slip in his mouth lowering his head - the sensation was pleasant. When his nose was pressed against the pubic hair of the blond young man, it smelled musky and male and also that seemed to him good, intoxicating.


Then he began to suck, moving his head up and down in an increasingly more secure and strong rhythm. The man's hands caressed his shoulders and back, neck and hair.


"Bravo, Norbert, so... suck it, make me enjoy... And drink it all... You like sucking it, Norbert, isn't that so?"


The boy stopped for a moment, looked at him and murmured: "Yes..." and noticed that the handsome man was no longer wearing the shirt.


"Go on, then, and make me enjoy."


Norbert leaned again and now also the pants were missing. He saw the strong legs covered by a light blonde hair that shone like fine gold under the cone of light from the lamp.


Without wondering how he could no longer wear the pants, because by now he was not surprised about anything, Norbert plunged back to suck that tasty piece of quivering flesh.


Yes, he liked... he liked the smell, he liked the taste, the feeling in the mouth and against the tongue, he liked when it tickled the uvula and overlooked the throat... With his hands he caressed the heavy man's testicles, the inner thighs, the flat and hollow belly, to then slid up to tease the nipples.


"Bravo, Norbert, so... You've always wanted to do it, I know. And I have always wanted to have it sucked so from you... Make me enjoy, come on."


The boy felt the muscles of the man tense and relax under his caress and realized that he was about to reach orgasm. He dedicated himself to that big and lovely member with more enthusiasm, and wondered what taste could have what he knew that the man would soon make him taste.


The man was now shaking, almost jerking, then, without uttering a single sound, began to pour in his mouth waves of warm cream. Norbert drank it all, quickly, splash after splash, feeling it accumulate on his tongue, swallowing it in big gulps. He could feel the taste - it was strange but pleasant, slightly salty, savoury, like a liquid cream...


When he had extracted the last drop he continued to suck. The man then, with kindness, made him remove his head from his lap. Norbert looked up and saw the man smile.


"You are a born cock-sucker, Norbert. You are really good. You liked it, true?"


"It... tastes good." the boy admitted, feeling still the taste in his mouth, with pleasure.


"This has been your first time." said the young professor, stroking his hair.


"Yes." Norbert said, wondering how his former professor could know.


But in that strange and mysterious villa, everyone seemed to know everything about him, even better than himself.


Norbert was still kneeling in front of the naked body of his handsome young professor and admired the male body. He saw that on the tip of the member now soft, shone a drop of semen. With a finger picked it up and licked it. Yes, he really liked it.


At that moment someone knocked at the door. Norbert stood up, alarmed and turned to look. The door opened and there appeared the young pastor of his church, dressed in black, with the white collar.


Norbert, worried, turned toward his former teacher, and saw that the chair was empty and that the man was no longer in the room.


The pastor came in and shut the door behind him.


"Oh, Norbert! I was looking for you..." said the pastor with a smile.


"You... were looking for me, Reverend?" asked the boy unsure.


"Yes, Norbert, I was looking for you."


"Did my friends... they told you to look for me?"


"No, Norbert." said the pastor approaching to him.


" I was... looking for my clothes, Reverend." said the boy no longer even trying to cover himself.


"Your clothes, Norbert, and why? You're so beautiful... so naked." said the young pastor and with a hand caressed the genitals of the boy who gasped in surprise but did not try to evade the light and intimate caress.


"Yes, you are beautiful." repeated the pastor smiling and continuing to slightly caress the member of Norbert.


The two looked into each other's eyes. The boy felt his cock respond to the caress of the warm and gentle hand of the young pastor.


"I... I want to get out of here." the boy told him almost in a whisper.


"Yes, I know. After... After I'll tell you how to get out. But now... Do not be so tense, my dear boy, everything is fine."


"What do you want from me?" Norbert asked shuddering.


"No, it is you who want something from me. And I'm here to give it to you, boy."


"I... I want something from you, Reverend?"


"Yes."


"Why are you touching me like that?" Norbert asked softly.


"Because I know you like. Haven't you always wanted it?"


"No..."


"Yes. You think that I did not notice how you looked at me, every Sunday in church?"


"I like how you preach... I've always admired you, Reverend Connery..."


"But if you were almost not listening... You liked the sound of my voice, maybe... You liked the way I smile, you liked watching me... and your admiration was for my body, not for my words.... "


"No..." the boy told him upset.


"Yes. You were not aware, I know, but it is so. Even now... you like the way I touch you. And you're wondering how is my body under these clothes..."


"No..." wailed the boy, realizing at that moment, that it was true.


"Yes. Be honest with yourself, before than with me. I'm here for you, I told you. To give you what you want."


"No..." breathed softly the boy, but he felt that his member was once again erect and hard.


The young pastor unbuttoned and took off is black shirt - under it he wore a light blue T-shirt, on which were screen printed in large yellow letters the words "You Need It!"


Then he opened his trousers and with a sharp tear took them off as if they were strip tease pants. Under he wore boxer of the same light blue of the T-shirt, and above it was written in large yellow letters, "It's Here!"


Norbert looked fascinated. The young man took off his T-shirts remaining bare-chested - his chest was slightly hairy and the dark hair drew a thin line at the centre of the chest, going down on his stomach, almost like an arrow pointing under his boxers.


"You want it, you've always wanted to do it, Norbert. Then, do it."


Norbert knelt before him, raised his hands to the sides of the elastic waistband of the boxer shorts and slowly lowered them. The member of the pastor jumped out, erect and hard, and pointed to the boy's face.


Norbert leaned forward and kissed it, licked it, took it in his lips and, moaning with pleasure, began to suck it moving the head back and forth.


The young man bent over him, and stroked his back. Norbert shuddered. Yes, it was true, he wanted it, had always wanted it! How could he not have noticed it before? It was true, his admiration for the young pastor was only desire, sexual desire... and now he could finally fulfil his secret dream, so secret that he himself had never been able to recognize it!


The beautiful member of the young man pleasantly filled his mouth and throbbed powerfully between his lips, over his tongue. He made it go down as deep as possible and sucked it with increasing pleasure. He savoured it, and it seemed him impossible, now, that just a few hours before he refused to do it with his friend Shawn.


He sucked that strong member with enthusiasm, with passion, with relish. His hands caressed the strong legs of the young man in front of which he was devoutly kneeling.


He could feel the young minister quiver in the throes of pleasure, and the consciousness that it was he who was giving him those increasingly strong emotions made him feel almost as if he were drunk.


With the corner of the eye he caught a movement at his left - he turned his eyes without stop sucking and saw his own reflection in the mirror from which had entered into that study. He saw the handsome member sliding in and out of his lips and that aroused him even more.


He saw reflected in the mirror the beautiful naked body of the young man, firmly standing on the strong legs slightly apart and bent over him, and thought that the scene was incredibly sensual.


The young pastor turned his head toward the mirror, and through this, he smiled him.


"You like it, Norbert, isn't it true?"


The boy nodded with conviction.


"Yeah, you like... I knew it. For this I have come here to you. To meet your need, your thirst. I heard your wish. Move the tongue... so... enjoy this lovely piece of warm flesh."


The sensual voice of the young man was like a caress and made him shudder as much as the hands that continued to roam over all the parts of his body they could reach. With the tongue, every time he retreated his head, he drew circles around the smooth, pleasant, warm and swollen glans. Every time he pushed his head forward, pressing his nose against the thick mop of blond hair, he breathed in the faint male smell.


"Suck it, suck... I will soon quench your thirst, you'll taste the male's nectar, I will make you drink from the fountain of eternal youth. Suck it, Norbert." the handsome man encouraged him in a voice increasingly husky for the pleasure.


The boy kneaded with his hands the bag that hung under the beautiful member, caressed the inside of the strong thighs. The young clergyman raised his upper body and groaned, shuddering.


"Drink it all... Here... here... it is here... drink... your... driiiink!" the man growled pushing it vigorously in his throat and began to empty into the depths of his mouth.


Norbert sucked harder and swallowed every time, the walls of his throat milked the strong meat rod drawing from it all the liquor of life, increasing the pleasure of the young man.


When the boy finally let out of his mouth the beautiful member, he crouched down sitting on his feet and let out a long satisfied sigh. Also the seed of the lovely pastor had a pleasant flavour, noted Norbert licking his lips, pleased.


He looked up and saw the handsome man standing in front of him, now fully clothed. The pastor smiled.


"Satisfied?" he asked.


"Yes." Norbert replied with a slight smile.


"Get up, now. Did you not tell me you want out of here?"


Norbert got up nimbly: he felt strong again, full of energy, and now he no longer cared being completely naked in front of another man, he rather felt pleasure.


"Yes, I would like to get out." he said quietly, "I have to go back. My friends should be worried about me, I think."


"Yes. Come on, then."


The pastor opened the door he had entered, and Norbert followed him.


They found themselves in an octagonal room. This too was yellow, and on the wallpaper were painted lilies like those of the emblem of the kings of France, in gold leaf. The light came from a frame that ran under the ceiling of the room.


In addition to the door by which they had come there, there were three other doors. Above each was hung a scroll with the frame covered in gold leaf and with three sentences written on it.


A blue one was reading "The Way of the Application", another was green and read "The Way of Nature" and the third one was purple, and finally read "The Way of the Will."


"Here, my boy, you have three paths to follow to get out of this house. You must choose from which to start, but then you have to visit all three in the right order. If you mess up, you risk staying here too long and not find easily the way out."


"How will I know if I'm wrong?" the boy asked.


"If you choose the right one, each will take you to another. If you choose the wrong sequence, you'll be back here and you will have to start all over again. You will find open doors and closed doors, based on what you decide to do in every room."


"You can not give me an advice, pastor?"


"No. So far are events that have decided for you, but from here on, the choice depends only on you."


"But can I get out? Go back outside?"


"Sure, but when and how, by now depends only on you."


"But how can I choose, so blindly?"


"My dear boy, you have been blind until today. Do not continue to be, and you'll see that you'll make the right choices."


"Pastor... when I get out of here... how am I going to find the right way?"


"So many questions..."


"And how long do I have to stay here, if I go wrong?"


"See, Norbert, someone has needed just a few minutes, some others years..."


"Years?"


"Yes, years. Years to understand, years to accept, years to start to..."


But while the young pastor was saying this, his image began to flicker, became transparent, and he vanished before the end of the sentence.


Norbert looked again at the three cartouches. There must have been a clue, an indication, it could not be a choice to made blindly, or would not be a real choice. Then, for the first time, thought back to all that had happened him since he had set foot in that mysterious villa. And little by little insight dawned in his mind. Yes, he thought, perhaps he understood.


At a resolute step he went to the door above which hung a scroll with the words "Way of Nature", he determinedly pushed the swing door and stepped across the threshold.




CHAPTER 6


THE GREEN ROOM






He found himself in a vast greenhouse. Lush plants and flowers in bright colours on all sides filled it and winding alleys advanced between the plants.

He decided to explore it, carefully looking at everything. The greenhouse was covered with a large glass dome, through which he saw a black sky dotted with stars. He knew fairly well the sky vault, but realized he was not able to even recognize one constellation. It was like being under an alien sky.


He took one of the paths: under his feet there was very fine white sand, cool and dry. To the right and left there were bunches of flowers: orchids, daffodils, and clumps of iris, hyacinths, and jasmines.


Tall trees with straight trunks were rising until their canopies touched the glass ceiling. The wall from which he entered was of green marble. The greenhouse was square and the other three walls were tall transparent windows. He heard water running, and saw a small waterfall through the trees. He approached and touched the water with a hand - it was clear, bright and fresh. So he joined his hands as a cup and poured it on his body, several times.


Then he filled again his hands and drank from. He felt immediately refreshed, invigorated. He continued walking and found himself before one of the windows.


On the other side he saw that there was another part of the greenhouse, but more like a forest than a garden like the one where he was. Leaning against the glass he looked closely at the scene that appeared to his eyes.


He saw that among the trees were roaming naked men, their aspect made him think of a tribe of the Amazon River, or perhaps of the jungles of Asia... he could not tell. They were all young, slender, and strong males. Their faces were beautiful and serene, and had a cap of black and smooth hair, almost shiny. Some were roasting something over a fire, others were engaged in athletic competition, others were talking in little groups. All were wearing only a narrow waist belt made of long and thin woven leaves.


Their beautiful soft members hung between their strong legs, and were adorned by pubic hair also short and thick, black and smooth, shiny. Even their butts were perfect, small and firm. Norbert got excited in watching them, and thought that he would have liked be able to mix with them, touch, kiss them... make love with them. He tried to knock on the glass to get their attention, but no one turned toward him.


He tried to see if there was a door, a passage, but apparently there was no way to get across.


Then he moved, until he found himself in front of another side of the large greenhouse. Also here there was a large window, beyond which he saw something that at first made him think of a miniature city, with streets and squares, all built with gray walls and roofs. He saw also that among those buildings roamed men dressed in gray, all alike. They were like robots, walking stiff and the expressionless faces were all identical.


Sometimes, walking through the streets of this strange city, they turned toward him, but nobody seemed to see him. Some would slide to the side panels on the gray walls and disappeared inside; the panels then closed again behind them. Other panels were opened and others "robots" came out and walked, straight, rigid, along the streets.


Norbert noticed, moving along the glass wall, there were three doors, also of glass. One gave out on one of those streets, paved with black slabs. Another gave access to one of those pseudo-miniature houses, in which Norbert could not see anything except a uniform and diffuse greyness. The third led, via a black stone staircase to another door decorated with geometric shapes in relief, all painted purple.


Then Norbert moved to look at the third glass of the greenhouse. Beyond the window there was a beach of fine white sand, over which he saw an expanse of blue water that was lost on the horizon mingling with a sky of the same blue, so that it was difficult to distinguish the horizon line.


Along the beach were lying, sitting or walking naked men, sunbathing. Some seemed to sleep, others chatted among themselves and occasionally laughed, others were immersed in reading and leafing through books or magazines that Norbert could not see very well.


He also saw that someone was gently caressing the body of his neighbour, or caressed his own body in a vaguely sensual way. Also here Norbert tried to knock on the glass to draw the attention of the men, but no one seemed to hear his call.


There were, along the window, two doors, also of glass. One looked on a sort of belvedere from which descended a stairway to the beach. But the other seemed to lead to a sort of cube, also of glass, in which sat a man who seemed absorbed looking at a TV screen. Stretching the neck, Norbert saw that on the small screen was flowing the scene of a clip in which two men and a woman, naked, were fucking. Then he noticed that the man, who was watching the TV, was slowly masturbating.


Norbert asked himself in amazement how, in the first window, he had not noticed any door - there must be a passage, it was logical that there was.


So he came back until he reached the first of the three wide windows. The naked natives were still busy in their various occupations. The boy carefully explored the whole window, but there was no trace of a door.


Then he noticed that, at the top, the glass was interrupted and branches of the trees in the greenhouse stretched toward the forest, as well as branches of the forest trees stretched up into the greenhouse - that was the "door"! He had to climb and move from one branch to another, until reaching the other side.


He thought: one gateway to the natives, two towards the nudists, and three towards the strange city... Then another thing struck him: "The Way of Nature"... was not the strange miniature city... and in the end, even the nudist beach with books, magazines, a television... Instead, the primitive tribe and the forest were really "nature". So he had to go the other way... He had to break through that "door"...


He studied well the trees on his side, wondering about which one suited him to try to climb. He found that only four were close enough to the glass wall. One of the trunks seemed too smooth... Another had low branches and others sticking up to the summit, becoming gradually more slender, and he thought that they would probably break under his weight. Another tree had a rough bark, perhaps he could cling with the fingers and toes, but did not know if he would had a sufficient grip, and if the bark would hold him and not detach...


The last one he had examined had the big trunk surrounded by wisteria branches that clung to it, forming like a thick, hard net... He walked away a bit to look how far the wisteria went up, and saw that it was lost to the crown of the tree. In the upper part of it hung beautiful flowers in bunches of a soft purple...


Norbert decided to try climbing up the trunk of that tree: the branches of the wisteria could be good holds for both hands and feet.


He undertook the climbing that proved easier than he had expected. He quickly reached one of the major branches that lay beyond the window, toward the forest of the primitive tribes. Carefully sliding on the strong branch, he passed the other side and was able to jump on one of the branches of a tree in the forest where the naked natives were. He looked around to decide which path to follow to go down, when he noticed some strong lianas. He took a few steps reaching out to grab it, when a noose snapped around his ankle and found himself hanging upside down, imprisoned.


He was wondering what to do, when he noticed that there were monkeys among the trees that swayed jumping from branch to branch converging towards him. Then, as they approached, he realized that in fact they were boys. He called them, asking them to release him. The boys were laughing; surrounded him, then took his free leg and arms and tied them with three other loops of lianas - so Norbert was hung almost horizontally and his body formed a large X.


The boys touched, tickled, and caressed him throughout the body until they managed to cause Norbert a strong and pleasant erection. Meanwhile, they slowly lowered him to the ground and they too came down around him, jumping nimbly from branch to branch. Norbert, despite his awkward position, could not help but notice how the bodies of the boys were beautiful, sensual, and desirable.


Upon reaching the ground, Norbert always hung on four lianas and close to the ground, saw that the village men had surrounded them.


One of the youths approached a couple of men and smiling stood between them going down on all fours. The two men knelt on one front and one behind him, and began to fuck his mouth and ass caressing his body. Norbert watched the exciting scene and saw that the boy and the two men were enjoying the match.


The other men and boys looked at the trio, then another man went to get one of the youths, made him turn over and penetrated him. The boy made a gesture to another of the men making him approach, and bent to suck him with evident pleasure. Gradually others trios were formed so that each of the youths had two men penetrating him in many different poses.


Norbert felt more and more aroused and thought that he wanted two of those men to took care of him like that.


Finally one of those big, strong men came to him looking at him with a smile full of desire. Norbert saw him approach, his perfect member hard, erect, swaying lightly with every step of the man. Norbert smiled invitingly. The man arrived next to him and began to caress his body, teasing the nipples while slowly turning around him. Sometimes Norbert felt the strong pole of the man touch his body and he intensely felt he wanted it.


When the man was at his head level, Norbert opened his mouth sticking out the tongue, trying to reach the strong stake of the tough guy. The man smiled and approached the hard member to his lips. Norbert began to lick it with pleasure. Then he tightened his lips on the tip. The man pushed forward by arching the pelvis and finally the boy could take it all in his mouth. The man began to caress his chest and tease the nipples of the beautiful boy and move his pelvis back and forth in a vigorous pace. The body of Norbert swung, hanging on the lianas, with each stroke of his virile partner.


Then he felt two hands caress his contracted testicles, his hard member, and his belly. Norbert, continuing to suck the strong meat stake, moaned in the throes of pleasure. More hands caressed his thighs, widened his small buttocks, and a finger began to spread something slippery on the small hidden hole, massaging it for a long time.


Norbert felt his anus throb, and a great pleasure radiate from his ring of flesh. Then, at last, he felt a firm glans rest on his hole and start pushing, moving in small circles. He could not see the man standing between his spread legs, but the pleasure he took in those manoeuvres, plus the pleasure of having the member of the other man who slipped back and forth in his mouth, made him moan louder.


The rod rubbing between his buttocks gradually began to dilate the ring of flesh and to nest inside. Norbert felt an urgent desire to be penetrated. The four lianas that held him suspended immobilized him, so he was not able to do anything neither to delay nor to accelerate those operations, to oppose or to encourage them. But he for sure would not oppose or delay it.


The hands of the one that stood between his legs now kept him still at the waist and the strong rod continued to press and move, opening up gradually, inch by inch, the way in his tight, hot, throbbing and inviolate channel. Norbert felt he was going crazy with pleasure. He felt it enter little by little, nesting inside him, filling him, and enjoyed it immensely.


Finally the strong rod came all the way down inside him, and then the man started to move back and forth, in sync with the other man who fucked him in the mouth, so that Norbert felt the two hard and warm cocks sink together in him, and then together withdraw from him. He didn't see another man approaching their trio and bending over him, but soon he felt his lips tighten on his erect and throbbing stake.


Norbert groaned even louder in the throes of a so intense emotion as to make him shake all over the body. His moans mingled with the symphony of moans, groans and sighs of all other trios that everything around him were happily making love.


He felt the three men give him and take from him their enjoyment, and their six hands seemed to be everywhere on his skin. The whole body of Norbert was shaking for the incredible intensity of the pleasure. The only thing that the boy's eyes were able to grasp was the body of the man who, bent over him, was fucking his mouth.


He saw the smooth and evenly skin tanned by the sun, the well-defined muscles that rippled with every thrust, and that vision seemed the most erotic thing he had ever experienced in his life. He wished to have both hands free to touch, to caress, to palpate the man's body. He felt delirious.


But he was powerless, deliciously helpless, hanging there in midair, happily submissive in the hands of those three men who were taking their pleasure with his body and giving him a growing enjoyment with their bodies.


The moans and groans all around him were gradually increasing in intensity, in a harmonious and joyful chorus of passion. Norbert felt dizzy, so strong were the sensations he was experiencing. He felt like drugged, but with a drug that does not destroy the body and mind of the person, who consume it, but instead gives a sense of real growing wealth and power.


Norbert wondered why he never desired, thought, wanted to try before those wonderful emotions. Mentally his voice replayed asserting, shouting, yelling that he was not a fag, that he was not gay... and called himself a fool, a madman - yes, he was gay, he was a fag from head to foot, from the lips to the anus, and he was happy, happy, happy...


He now scarcely felt the four lianas that were keeping his body suspended in the form of a large X. He felt like being suspended in midair, levitating the challenging force of gravity, and finally be in harmony with his nature, with the nature...


"The Way of Nature"... Yes, at last he had discovered it and was running on it. Finally, he now was acutely conscious, had fully and gladly accepted his own nature. And those three men who were taking care of him, of every part of his body, were nothing but "nature" that welcomed him in his arms, which enveloped him, that made him his and that gave him himself.


Yes, he had done the first right step.


The joy he felt, the pleasure, excitement, and enjoyment merged into one and he reached an incredible orgasm. Almost as it were a signal, all the men around him and all the boys, simultaneously with him reached their orgasm in a symphony of moans, groans, sighs, exclamations.


Norbert suddenly relaxed... and unconsciously fell into a pleasant sleep.


He dreamed...


In the dream all the experiences of his life appeared to him and for the first time he saw and lived them again in their true light.


He saw, when a child, he admired some men. But this time he saw them naked, he could see their naked bodies and their bare souls and realized that from his earliest childhood his admiration for some of the adults that he had known was a coloured sexuality and found it to be beautiful and right.


Adults often think that a child before puberty is devoid of sexuality, but now Norbert knew it was not at all the case.


He saw his first, close friendships with his peers - he saw them also naked and realized that even with them the friendship was at same time a spiritual and a sexual attraction, and that in this there was nothing wrong, but rather it was just a natural thing.


He replayed the teachings of parents, pastors, teachers who brought him up making him believe that sex was a taboo, something dirty, especially sex between persons of the same gender, and he now knew that what they were teaching, sometimes unconsciously, sometimes in good faith, was totally wrong, false, absurd, and sometimes also hypocritical...


Then he saw the friends he made after he hit puberty, and saw, always naked in body and soul, also Joel, Liam, Mike, Shawn and Frank. And he saw who of them was like him, who was directed only toward the opposite sex, who was oriented toward the two sexes. But he also saw how all of them got strong influences from an early age, how they had been forced to wear different masks, alien from their natures. He saw his friends in their splendid nakedness, physical and spiritual, and saw next to each the ridiculous and unnatural mask that he had had to wear just like him...


He saw his teachers, coaches, and among these was the young math teacher, as well as the young pastor... and he realized how truly, even if deeply hidden in the inmost depths of his subconscious, he had desired them sexually.


All this he saw and more. And it was as if a thousand pieces of a complex puzzle had fallen into place, had properly fitted and connected, and now formed a single big and beautiful drawing.


But he also saw how this wonderful drawing was spotted here and there, hidden by dust and debris from damaging and unnecessary overlaps, so as to be almost unrecognizable. Yet, with a sense of joy and hope, Norbert knew that underneath the beautiful drawing was still intact.


He woke up feeling full of energy and found he was no more tied with lianas. He sat up. He saw at distance the tribes of natives occupied in daily activities, but now, here and there, saw that there were couples making love peacefully and with pleasure, openly, without hiding their love or their pleasure - they were, in fact, all busy in natural, everyday activities.


He got to his feet and, despite the desire to join them; he realized that this was not his place. Then he remembered that he still had two paths to take and had to find the doors to also walk the other two ways.


He realized that, despite the beauty of what he had just lived there; his path was not yet complete. Then he wondered if one could also dream of dreaming... He still could not figure out if and how everything he was living during those hours, was real or just a dream... He thought that, since there was no way to understand it, he might as well go ahead.


Exploring the walls of that environment, which was nothing but a kind of continuation of the greenhouse from which he arrived, he found, now expected, three glass doors. Behind one he saw a sitting area with yellow armchairs, on which were seated, naked, his professor and the young pastor, who skimmed through gay magazines. Behind the second one he saw a purple-walled corridor that ran at an angle with on the walls, large posters of beautiful male nudes. Behind the third he saw a beach bordered on one side by bluish rocks from which fell in a pool a foaming cascade of water that seemed coloured in blue like the sky that could be glimpsed behind...


He thought a little and smiled - he had understood what door he should to try to open - the one of the waterfall. He tried to push, to pull it, make it move on one side then on the other but the door did not move.


Slightly puzzled, he wondered how he could do to get across. He also explored by either side of the door, looked up, but nothing seemed to be a passage.


Yet he was sure he had to go where was the waterfall. He returned to the door and examined it carefully. The base was covered with sand. He crouched down and brushed thoroughly with his hands, up to liberate the base. Then saw that there was a handle. He smiled.


He stood up, leaned over to grab the handle and pulled upward. Slowly, the door moved, running in invisible guides. A slight space formed at the bottom and Norbert heard the sound of the waterfall. He redoubled the efforts and the door went up a few more inches. He continued to pull up until the gap was wide enough to pass underneath.


With caution he let go of the handle, fearing that the door will reseal, but the glass did not move. Then Norbert, hurrying up fearing that the door could close again just when he was crossing, squatted down and pushing forward vigorously his body with both feet and hands, threw himself on the other side.


He had just landed on the soft sand when he heard a loud bang behind him: the door had closed and on his side there was no support to possibly lift it again.


He stood up, looked at the narrow space in which he stood. It seemed that from that point there were no other doors, no exit routes. But the mass of water, which poured into the pool, did not increase the level, so the water should flow out somewhere.


Then Norbert stood on the edge of the pool, took a deep breath, and dived.




CHAPTER 7


THE POOL






He found himself swimming in a kind of corridor overflowing with water, the walls were glass plates with tiny holes through which and from which the water flowed. Swimming underwater with strong strokes, looking ahead a bit, a bit through the glass that formed that sort of corridor, he seemed to be swimming in a river...

He was beginning to fear that he no longer had enough oxygen in the lungs, when he saw that the glass corridor bent upwards. With other strong strokes he continued to swim until he finally emerged from the water and could breathe deeply.


Keeping afloat he saw that he was in a huge indoor pool. Through the ceiling and the wall to his left, which were actually one large window, saw the blue and clear sky. To his right was a rock that seemed carved from an enormous block of lapis lazuli, with tufts of grass here and there with tiny blue flowers that seemed to be forget-me-nots. Before him there was a long strip of sand, on which he saw figures moving.


After recovering his breath, he decided to swim to the sandy shore. He had to swim for a long time, it seemed that there was a current that tended to keep him away from the shore, to hinder his progress. He had to increase the pace and vigour of his strokes. He had to try harder. He continued to swim with energy and saw that he was slowly approaching the shore.


He was again almost exhausted, when he felt below him, in the water, the gentle slope of sand that a little further emerged. Walking, feeling tired, he finally was on dry land.


He lay on the sand to catch his breath, and relaxed. While recovering his energies, he saw that men were walking up and down the beach, sometimes alone, in pairs or in small groups. They were all very well made, completely naked, and many, passing by, looked at him from head to foot with obvious interest.


He noticed that someone was smiling and he also felt that being looked at, admired, was giving him back a pleasant erection. He no longer felt any shame in being watched while he was naked and in that state. Indeed, it gave him pleasure. No exhibitionism, no lack of modesty, without narcissism: it was well and good to watch those naked bodies as well as being admired in his beautiful nakedness.


Norbert expected that some of the men stopped beside him, buttonholed or touched him, caressed him, maybe embraced, kissed him... but everyone continued to go beyond, despite their explicit glances, in spite they answered his smiles.


Then the boy got up and he too began to pace up and down the beach, admiring the naked bodies exposed to the sun or those he met and with which exchanged eloquent glances. He kept walking, his skin caressed by a gentle and pleasant breeze that helped to keep alive his excitement, his beautiful and proud erection straight before him with his penis slightly tilted upward.


After the third or fourth time he walked up and down that beach, Norbert thought it was silly to wait for something to happen. He thought that if everybody there was waiting like him and nobody took the first step, they would continue to walk in vain, up and down until the end of time.


He stopped in front of a boy lying on the sand, which could have been his age and smiled. The boy responded to his smile.


"Can I sit next to you?" Norbert asked.


"Sure." nodded the other sitting up.


Norbert sat next to him. "My name is Norbert." said.


"Mine too." replied the other, holding out his hand.


They shook hands and Norbert was pleased to feel the strong, vigorous, but kind grip of the other.


"Really?" he asked a little surprised, "also your name is Norbert?"


"Today it is." said the other with a mysterious smile.


"Today? You mean... you mean that also the others here, today are called Norbert?"


The boy nodded again and smiled: "That's right."


Norbert smiled, shaking his head: "And yet... none of them, and even you.... you are not me."


"Sure, there are many Norbert, but never two the same, no?"


"Anyway... you are very beautiful."


"You too."


"I'd like to make love with you."


"I saw you pass four times and I was wondering when you'd decide to ask me, or to ask another."


"And why did not you ask, or any of the others who are here?"


"Because today it was up to you, not to us. We are here for you."


"For me? All of you?" Norbert asked surprised.


"All those that you want."


"Even if I wanted them all?" Norbert asked again, incredulous.


"Sure."


"An orgy?" Norbert asked, almost whispering.


"If you want it..."


"I do not know. I never thought about an orgy, honestly."


"You like only me, here? You just feel attracted to me?" asked the boy with a mischievous smile.


"No... I would say that I like, I feel attracted almost to everyone."


"Why then have you decided to stop here with me?"


"Maybe because you're my age, maybe because I feel more comfortable because of it. And anyway because you seem nice..."


"And what do you want to do with me?"


"Everything!" Norbert said with some enthusiasm.


The other smiled: "The enthusiasm of a neophyte..." he said.


Norbert reached out and caressed the other's chest. Then he pulled him, hugged him and kissed his mouth. The boy answered with true passion to his kiss and started to caress him in turn.


Norbert was even more excited in feeling the other's hands on his chest. The boy put his leg over his and turned toward him. Norbert felt his breath against his skin. His hands caressed the hips of Norbert who felt every inch of his skin becoming hypersensitive. Then the boy's hand finally took possession of Norbert's member.


"Oohh, yeah..." the latter murmured.


"You like that, huh?" asked the boy guiding Norbert's hand to his member.


Norbert felt almost surprised to feel how the skin on the hard member of the other was soft. And it was very hot, especially the glans, which seemed covered with silk.


"I want to take it in my mouth..." the boy told him pushing him to lie on the sand.


He bent over him, and leaned his head on his thigh. The feeling of the hair against his skin, made Norbert even more excited, especially when he felt the boy's tongue slide up and down all his hard rod. Then the boy took the tip between his lips and let it slide up and down in the mouth while tickling the glans with his tongue.


Norbert after a while stopped him: "You take it up your sweet ass?" he asked, excited to finally be himself trying to penetrate another.


The boy nodded with a broad grin, turned on his back and put his legs on either side of his chest. Norbert knelt in front of the sweet ass so offered and spreading his buttocks, looked at the beautiful rose of flesh. He leaned over and without thinking twice bent to lick - the pleasant feeling that this gave him surprised him. The ring of flesh was soft, warm and very smooth.


After a while he licked and teased it bathing it well with saliva, the boy told him: "Put it in, come on!"


Norbert approached the tip of the member, now red with excitement to the anus, aimed at it and started pushing. As Norman pushed in, felt the ring of flesh closely surround his member - it was an amazing feeling! He moaned and continued to push and stopped only when he was completely immersed in him, and his belly was pressed against the boy's testicles. Then he began to pump slowly inside and out.


Norbert saw a shadow and looked up: a young and handsome man, whose member was gloriously erect, was watching them. Norbert beckoned him to draw nearer, with one hand took the hard rod and began to suck it greedily. The man stroked his hair and moved his pelvis back and forth fucking his mouth.


Norbert felt two hands caressing his buttocks. He stopped sucking and looked back - another young man was crouched behind him.


"Do you want to fuck me?" Norbert asked.


"If it pleases you, yes." replied the man.


"Come on, then!" Norbert encouraged him and, continuing to pump in the ass of the first boy, he resumed to suck on the second.


He felt the other spread his buttocks, and then felt his tongue and fingers tease his anus in a really skilful way. Norbert felt exhilarated, full of pleasure. After a while the other behind him, came on him and, with a few strokes properly given, fully inserted it into him. Each push the newcomer gave him strengthened the push he gave into the first guy.


After a while he was having fun with those three, came a fourth one that caressed his body and kissed it until he bent under him and began to suck a nipple. Norman thought that what was happening to him was amazing.


A fifth man, before long, slowly approached the group and took part in their activities, until also this slipped under the body of Norbert and began to suck the other nipple. The boy thought it was really too exciting - five men all devoting themselves to his pleasure.


Shortly after, however, he thought that his hands were still free... He had not finished thinking this, when two more men approached the so closely intertwined group, kneeling on either side, and Norbert could seize their members and began to masturbate them - it was really great!


Norbert and the seven young men changed positions several times, taking and giving each other pleasure, and the boy reached orgasm several times. Yet every time he felt ready to start again - his penis did not seem to want to ever go to rest!


The other seven were not always the same - sometimes one or the other was replaced by another one of the nudists of that beach.


The orgy continued long, until Norbert, exhausted and finally sated, let himself go on the sand and, caressed by one of the companions, happily slipped into a restful sleep.


And again he dreamed...


This time he dreamed of nothing sexual. He saw a series of scenes almost like a string of short films...


First he saw two boys who were thirsty and were seeking how to quench their thirst. One of them sat in a pub and ordered a mug of beer, which he began to drink in small sips... The other, with him, at the same time, drank something like ten, twelve mugs of beer.


The two boys then went out and the first was cheerful, quiet, and satisfied. He still felt maybe a little thirsty, but not as much as before. The other instead, at a certain point had to lean against a wall... and threw up even his soul. He was reduced to a rag and the friend had to take him home, and also help him to bed.


Then he saw two other young men entering into a library. One came out with a book, the other with two bags full of books. They sat on a bench. The first one began reading his book, sometimes going back a few pages to reread some passages, sometimes highlighting a few lines, sometimes stopping to think.


The other meanwhile quickly thumbed through book after book, reading sections here and there, sometimes tearing away pages, folding them and putting them in his pocket then, finished a book, he threw it in a nearby trashcan.


When the first man closed the book and put it back in the paper bag with the logo of the library, the other was throwing the last book in the wastebasket. Norbert noticed that the cover of that last book was the same as the first book that the other man had read.


The two young men rose and took a walk down the street, and Norman noted that the sheets that the second had torn from the books and had put into his pant pockets, one after another slipped out and fell to the ground.


Norbert then saw two grown men who were walking along a street with an open market. The first one looked at the fruits on display, watched their price, and probed to feel the degree of ripeness, sometimes asking the dealer if he could have a little taste.


The second one, bought at every stall, but sometimes unseen he stole a fruit, and ate it quickly, almost gorging himself. The former still observed, tasted, looked, until he decided to buy a fruit. He took out the peel then carefully divided into segments and savoured a slice after the other quietly, chewing slowly.


The second man then stopped at a pharmacy and bought a packet of digestive drank it wrinkling his nose and grimacing. The first man was finishing eating the slices of his fruit, while continuing to savour it with evident pleasure.


The last thing Norbert saw in that dream were two old men.


One was sitting at home, before he had a table on which was a plate with slices of fruit, near it there was a glass of beer, and he was slowly thumbing through a book, his face smiling, and occasionally ate a piece of fruit or drank a sip of beer. From the open door came the voice of another man who was singing and he heard the sound of water running in a shower.


Out in the street, there was a tall old man, sitting on the sidewalk with his back against the wall, a hat in front of him, on the ground, and a few coins in the hat. This man looked at the passers-by with a mute plea in his eyes, but no one looked at him, all walked straight, rarely did someone threw a small coin of little value in the hat. There was wind, and around the beggar sitting on the sidewalk were flying torn and folded book pages, dried fruit peels, crumpled labels of beer bottles...


Norbert awoke and looked around. Everything seemed the same as before. But then he realized that all men were still, nothing moved.


He got up, somewhat surprised, and approached the men. He recognized some of those with whom, not long before, had had an orgy of sex. Touched them and saw that they were statues, perfectly executed in terms of shape and colour, but cold, hard, still.


The first boy he had buttonholed and with whom he began to make love, was lying in the same position as when he approached him the first time and looked at him with the same smile, the same inviting glance.


When Norbert leaned next to him and touched him, he saw that this also was just a perfect statue.


Slightly shocked and amazed, he stood up - he thought he had to get out of there. Now he had only to find the last door, to follow the last way.


He explored the wall behind the beach and saw that there were seven identical doors. There was not writing, there was not a colour, and they were not transparent, so could not see what was on the other side.


Then, looking better, he noticed that on every door, at the bottom, there was a peephole.


Then he crouched in front of the first door and looked through the peephole.


He saw a white room where there was a couple: a young man dressed all in white was kissing a girl wearing a dress made of cloth of bright colours. Around them were big black and white photos - one with two senior couples smiling; one with a priest and a judge, with solemn air; one with a teacher dressed in his toga handing a diploma; the last one with a policeman and a man dressed in a classic and perfect cloth, smiling...


When he looked into the peephole of the second door, he saw a red room, whose walls were high flames. At the centre there were some boys and girls who looked around with a frightened air. Then some of them formed pairs. A boy and a girl, holding hands, went towards a wall, the flames parted and the two went out. Then two girls held their hand, and advanced towards another wall: also there the flames separated and the two went out. Two boys held hands and they too came out safe and sound... others remained in the room, without moving and with a terrified air.


In the third door peephole Norbert saw the inside of a large camping tent made of orange fabric. There he saw some guys who, through small windows, looked out with a worried expression. Then he saw that one after another, the boys stripped naked and with a jolly face came out of the tent...


Crouched in front of the fourth peephole, Norbert saw a ball of yellow glass, like a huge Christmas tree ball, and by its curved wall came a golden light. At the centre, two naked and horny men floated and Norbert recognized in them his ex-professor and his young pastor. He saw that against the curved yellow wall of glass faces of boys and girls pressed and watched the two men, then walked away, relentlessly.


The fifth peephole showed him a cubic room, green. Naked men were painting on the walls silhouettes of naked men, connected in positions worth an illustrated Kama Sutra... and when one had finished his work, another will come in and draw on top of it another scene...


Norbert then moved to the next door and looked in the peephole - there was a large mirror, and on this, he saw reflected his own image. His image stood up and looked around quizzically, as if he could not decide what to do... Norbert smiled and thought that that really seemed to be him...


He went to the last door, crouched down and looked in the peephole. Here there was a white panel with designs above a purple pattern, extremely complex, which made him think of a maze. Here and there little lights were going on and off, apparently without a logical program.


Norbert wondered what was meant by all that he could see but not understand. He thought for a moment, got up, and finally made his decision: pushed that last door that opened obediently showing a long purple corridor, interrupted left and right by many passages.


He entered and as soon as he was in, the door closed behind him too. He turned to look, but there was no trace of the door that had just crossed.




CHAPTER 8


THE IDOLS' LABYRINTH






Norbert looked down the long corridor and began to walk it. Passing in front of the openings he saw that they led to corridors identical to that in which he was, and that more or less at a short distance they bent at right angles on one side or the other. Some, before the turn, had also other passages...

The boy became aware of being in a maze. Then he remembered that one of the techniques to not get lost in a maze, besides the famous "Ariadne's Thread" that in any case he did not have, was to follow the way strictly keeping either the right or the left hand. He wondered whether to go back to apply this rule from the beginning and, when he turned, noticed that where he had walked the floor had the imprint of his feet. He bent down to touch one and saw that it was not wet, nor imprinted on the surface, but that seemed embedded, as inlaid, and was made of a darker material.


He got up, took two more steps and saw new footprints appear as soon as he lifted his foot, identical to the first... He thought that those footprints, if they did not vanish, would be his thread of Ariadne... However, for safety reasons, decided to also apply the rule of "right or left."


So taking his hand on the left wall, advanced, turning each time the wall turned. From time to time he turned back to check the footprints and, as far as his eye reached, saw that they were still there, clear and visible.


While proceeding in that zigzag pattern, Norbert wondered where the uniform light that illuminated the corridors came from, without drawing any shadow from his body. There were no apparent light sources, nor it seemed that the light came from the walls... Then he wondered why he should follow that desert maze, what was the purpose, what it would lead him to, besides to the exit he hoped to eventually find.


He was already walking for a bit and nothing happened. He had not even ever found stretches of corridor where there were his footprints, so he also wondered how much that maze could be extended. Then he thought it was like being inside a video game and wondered if it would not suddenly appear from behind a corner some monster, or a warrior, or maybe a ball trying to eat him...


At one point, Norbert found himself in a blind corridor. He started to turn around to go back, but behind him the wall had closed without making the slightest noise. The boy looked around a bit puzzled. What should he do? Look for a door? Apparently there were no visible connections. He was still thinking when he saw the wall at his right slide off and disappear, always without the slightest noise.


Behind the wall that was gone he saw a square room, with a central table and two chairs. On one of the chairs sat someone who turned his back to him Norbert went in feeling uncertain, and felt the wall close again behind him with a slight hiss. He looked back and saw that it was indeed closed.


He went around the table and gasped.


The person sitting at the table had the unmistakable look of Leonardo Di Caprio!


"Hello." greeted him with an uncertain voice.


"Good morning." replied the other with a friendly smile, and then added, pointing to the other chair, "Have a seat."


Norbert sat down, and asked: "But... you really are..."


"What does it matter? I can be or not be... How are you, Norbert?"


"You know who I am?"


"Sure, I'm here for you."


The boy saw that, under the hands of what he was almost certain to be the famous actor, was an album and recognized it at once - it was the album where he had gathered all the pictures of Leonardo Di Caprio that he had collected, clipping magazines, buying postcards wherever he could find one.


"My album..." said the boy.


"Yes your album. Is it all right if we watch it together?"


"How do you like..."


Leonardo, or whoever he was, opened it. Norbert looked at it and blushed - there was a picture of Leo, that showed him in "The Basketball Diaries" and in which Mark and Leo were photographed side by side; but it just was not the original photo that Norbert had cut and pasted - here Leo was completely naked and Norbert was sitting beside him also naked...


"But... but..." Norbert stammered.


Leo looked at him, smiling: "It was not so that you'd have imagined this photo? Yes? Here it is!"


"I... I..." Norbert stammered again, blushing even more.


"Come on! Do not be so confused - after all it's just a picture." Leo said, continuing to leaf through the album.


All the photos represented Leo naked and if he was with another actor or actress, instead there was Norbert, naked. Even in that of "Romeo and Juliet" where Romeo kissed Juliet, except that there he was kissing Norbert!


"These were, after all, your desires."


"I never really thought..."


"No, certainly not consciously, I know. But why then, instead of collecting photos of actresses, have you collected those of Leo? And so many? What did you found so attractive in him?"


"Your clean, beautiful, intelligent, romantic face..."


"Yes, all right. And then?"


"You're a well done... an ideal for me..."


"You are also well done, you do not have much to envy to Leo..."


"I would have liked to meet you, get to know you... have you as a friend."


"Yes, of course. And maybe even touch me, kiss me... like in this other photo..."


"I was not thinking that, I swear."


"But now? Would not you undress, kiss me, make love to me?"


"I do not know... maybe... now I feel... different..."


Leo, looked between Norbert's legs: "It would say yes, and that you would like to." pointed out to him indicating the conspicuous erection.


Norbert blushed again.


"Undress me, then, come on." Leo said getting to his feet and, rotating the table horizontally, while it turned out to be actually a bed...


Norbert stood up and slowly began to undress that nice young man that was (or was he not?) Leo Di Caprio, for whom he felt a strong desire.


Leo drove him on the bed and went on top of him. Norbert embraced him and hugged him - it did not seem real that he had Leo, or his double, in his arms and between his legs. Their lips met and they kissed, and Norbert felt in heaven.


Unlike many of the experiences of sex of any kind that he had until then in that strange and mysterious villa, he now felt full of tenderness, of delicacy, and felt that he really wanted to make love with Leo, not just have a fuck.


They caressed each other, kissed, caressed, and looked at each other. They kissed again and Norbert felt more and more happy. It was not just physical arousal, even though they were now as strong as those he had had, but a feast for all the senses, the heart, the soul, and for the mind too...


They joined in a sweet and passionate sixty-nine, then each offered himself to the other and they took each other... It was not a shaking orgasm, but of a sweetness that Norbert had never tried before or thought about being possible to try.


And afterwards, they continued to kiss, to caress, saying nothing, just enjoying the closeness of the other one, the intimacy that they had reached...


Then Leo got out of bed, turned away from Norbert looking and smiling at him, stepping back until his shoulders touched the wall... and he disappeared through it as if he had passed through with his body, as if it were immaterial.


Norbert sat up and looked at the empty wall. He got out of bed and went to touch the wall: it was solid, hard.


He returned to the bed and turned it back over - the album was there, open, and there was now one more photo, in which Leo and he were joining on a purple bed in a purple room. He tried to get the album from the table, but it would not come off, it seemed to be part of the tabletop...


Then he saw the wall slide off and the light, in the room where he was, slowly subside. Norbert came out and found himself again in the maze.


He started walking again, wandering in the corridors until he found himself again in a blind corridor. He waited: again a room was revealed to him. Here there was a person sitting in front of a movie screen. He saw that the headlines were scrolling. He entered and went to sit next to the spectator, looked at him and this time he was not as surprised as the first time: he was sitting next to Matt Damon!


Appearing on the screen was the title of the film "Good Will Hunting." Norbert had the DVD of that film, and he had often watched it. When the movie began, he noticed that he appeared in the scenes!


He turned to look at Matt, who finally seemed to notice him: "Oh. Here you are, Norbert! See, you made a movie with me."


"Yes..." murmured the boy.


"Would you have liked it, right?"


"Yes, I would have liked."


"But you would have liked the story to be a little different, right?"


"No... I do not think so."


"Yes. Look... You would have liked if it went like this."


Norbert looked at the screen and saw that Matt was going to meet him, took his hand, pulling him to him and told him: "Come, Norbert. I really want to make love to you. Come..."


The boy looked again at Matt, who kept looking at him and smiled.


Matt, in a gentle voice, asked: "Why would you have liked if it had happened? What attracted you to me?"


"Your joy, your sense of humour, your kindness of ways... in addition to your beauty."


"Yes, and what else?"


"Your honesty, your openness."


"That of my characters."


"No, what I thought I read you, in your eyes."


"What you would like to find in someone to love, true?"


"Maybe."


"And who loves you."


"Yes."


Matt got up and, gently, took Herbert's hand and made him stand up. Took him in his arms, embraced and kissed him caressing his naked body. Norbert passed his hands on the actor's clothes and felt under the fingers, with wonder, the actor's clothes become thinner, lighter, until he felt that his hands were caressing the bare skin of Matt... or of his perfect double.


They kissed again. On their naked bodies ran the scenes of the film, and on the big screen could be seen their united shadows.


Norbert pulled away from him and looked at him - he was completely naked, as he had already felt with his fingers.


"You are very beautiful." whispered Norbert excitedly.


"If you didn't like me then you wouldn't find me so beautiful."


"I do not understand. I like you because you're beautiful."


"No, it is not so, believe me."


"And how is it then?" Norbert asked a little confused.


"When you like a person as a person, you find him or her beautiful."


"But there is an objective beauty... like in a statue, for example. Or like a person who is well done, even if then you discover that is hateful." Norbert objected.


"Yes and no. A truly hateful person cannot be truly beautiful and a really nice person cannot be completely obnoxious. The human being is not divided into two opposite entities, body and soul, but is a whole, and a part cannot not influence the other. But now, come... "


They joined again, with desire. And they made love with a sweet passion.


Then Matt went in front of the screen... and became part of it, coinciding with his own image in the movie.


Norbert resumed his to turn the maze until he found himself once again in a blind corridor. This time the room had a bed, and there was a man who was hanging something on the wall next to the bed.


When Norbert entered the room, the man turned and greeted him: "Hey, Norbert, here you are, finally, I was waiting to meet you"


The boy was not surprised any more: he had in front Gabriel Garko, the famous Italian actor or, like the other times, possibly his double, his "image".


"I bet you're here in this calendar, and completely naked!" Norbert said.


"No, you're wrong, you are there... naked as you are now..." the actor smiled.


"I? Come on! And why should I be there?"


"If you have my calendar, cannot I have yours?"


"But I'm not famous like you!"


"I am famous in Italy, and if you were not there on vacation, perhaps you would never have known I existed. But tell me, why did you buy my calendar even if you didn't know me?"


"Because you're a handsome man and the photos are beautiful."


"And what have you seen in me?"


"You are a determined, strong, sensual man... and mysterious."


"Quality you'd have or find in your partner?" asked the Italian actor with a smile.


"In my companion, I now know, but perhaps also in me."


"Mysterious, you said. Everybody is mysterious for us."


"No... Why do you say so?"


"Because only someone who is conceited can think that the other is not mysterious."


"Conceited? Why conceited?"


"Because he assumes to know the other one hundred percent, which is impossible. In fact we do not even know ourselves completely, thus much less another."


"Yeah. But you're also sexy, you..." said the boy as he stroked the bare chest he saw between the open flaps of his shirt.


"You want to make love with me?"


"You're not here for this? And that bed, does it not expect the two of us?" asked the boy caressing him between his legs.


Norbert thought that, although "that" Gabriel was not real, what he felt under his hand seemed more than real, and very pleasant. He drove the handsome actor to the bed. Gabriel caressed the boy's genitals that were already hardening.


Norbert knelt between his legs and began to open his trousers. Gabriel let him do it and smiled; meanwhile teased the boy's hard nipples. Norbert took out the strong, hard and beautiful member and bent to kiss, lick it...


He looked at the handsome actor and asked, almost shyly: " Can I..."


"You want to take me, don't you?"


"Yes..."


"I'm here for that, now you should have realized. But tell me, why you want to penetrate me?"


"Because you're beautiful... and manly!"


"For you to feel more male, perhaps?" asked Gabriel.


"No. I feel completely male, even if it's you who take me. And anyway you can also be the one to take me, if you feel like it."


"You do not know me, you do not even know if Gabriel Garko would like to do it with you or not, either in one way or the other." said the handsome man with a smile.


"But now I know that you, whoever you are, are here for me."


"I am whoever you want, don't you yet understand? And for this you can do with me whatever you want."


"I wish you were... true. And that you accepted to do it with me or send me away, how YOU feel right to do, for yourself."


"And you?"


"I... I wish you were real... No, I would like to meet, sooner or later, someone that's true, who wants to be with me..."


"You're a nice guy - who knows how many people would want to be with you on this... or on another bed."


"You know what I mean." said the boy, finishing to strip him and pushing him on the bed.


"Yes, now that you know it, I know it I too."


Norbert caressed him, then asked: "Does it make sense that I make love to a fantasy of mine?"


"What do you think?" Gabriel asked with a smile.


"I do not know how you will disappear, but... can you tell me how to get out of here?"


"Just open that door."


Norbert looked back in the direction Gabriel had shown him and saw that, actually, had appeared a door that was not there before.


He turned back to the actor beginning to say: "Perhaps one day..." but the bed was empty, although it retained the imprint of the beautiful body that until shortly before was lying there.


Norbert then went to the door, looked again at the empty bed, then at the calendar on the wall with his nude pictures, and opened the door, passing resolutely through it.




CHAPTER 9


THE BEDROOM






Norbert found himself in the large and elegant hall of the villa where he entered... ages before, it seemed.

The music, the laughter, the voices were not heard anymore.


At the centre of the hall there was a small table and on it he saw his clothes - they had evidently been washed and ironed and were put in good order. He took them and put them on. While wearing his sweatshirt he noted that on it there was an enamelled pin with the six colours of the rainbow gay flag. He was sure he didn't put it there.


He looked at it - it was beautiful... he decided to leave it on the lapel. He was finishing put on his clothes when he sensed an excellent smell of food and realized he was hungry - who knows how long was since he ate?


He tried to figure out where the tantalizing aroma came from and already felt his mouth water. He opened a door on the left and saw that it led into a kitchen and the smell of good food came from there. He was about to enter when he heard a knock at the door. For a moment, he remained uncertain and the knock was repeated. Norbert then went to open it.


There stood a boy about his age.


"Excuse me... I got lost... and I rode all night in the woods... and I'm hungry. Could you give me some bread, please?"


He was about to reply that this was not his house, that he was leaving, that... but basically he too was looking for something to eat, and the light of prayer which he read in the eyes of the boy changed his mind.


"Come in. This is not my home, but... I was just going into the kitchen to eat something. We can find something to eat together. Come."


"Thank you." said the young man entering.


As he led him to the kitchen, Norbert said: "My name is Norbert."


"I'm Gilbert." said the young man, smiling shyly.


Entering the kitchen, Norbert seated the boy and began to search for food. There were two pots on the stove, and then looked in the fridge - it was full of good food. The dishes were visible behind a glass door.


He prepared the table and sat down in front of the boy to eat.


"Well, let's eat." he said.


"Thanks."


While they were eating the good food, Norbert observed the boy - he thought that he looked like him. Not so much physically, he was indeed quite different from him, but Gilbert had something that assimilated to him. Maybe the way of looking, of smiling... perhaps the demeanour, the age, the lean body...


Occasionally Gilbert raised his eyes on him and their eyes met. Gilbert smiled, and then continued to eat with a good appetite.


Norbert felt attracted to that guy. He continued to watch him and felt increasingly attracted. His face was kind and showed traits of a young virility. He had a large mass of slightly wavy brown hair and a soft lock was hanging down over his forehead. The nose was perfect, the lips soft and beautiful. He had well-delineated and separated eyebrows, long eyelashes, eyes of a beautiful green with brown, almost golden specks.
He had beautiful hands with long fingers and manicured nails. From the shirt with the collar unbuttoned, stood a beautiful long and proportionate neck. The skin was smooth and fair. On the back of the hands he had a slight golden fluff under which one could see the blue veins, barely in relief.


They had stopped eating. Norbert asked: "Are you still hungry?"


"No, thank you." Gilbert responded with a slight smile.


"I like the way you smile." Norbert said.


"Thanks." replied the boy.


"I like you." Norbert said and put his hand on the back of the hand across the table, almost in a caress.


"Thanks." the boy said serenely looking at him in the eyes.


"I... I want you." finally Norbert found the courage to tell him.


Gilbert turned his hand under the other and clasped his fingers with those of Norbert, squeezing slightly, and Norbert shuddered, feeling arise in himself a pleasant excitement.


"It's a kind of hunger this too..." Gilbert said with a sweet smile. "You have fed me, now I can feed you."


Norbert thought that it was true, he was feeling for that guy something very close to hunger, in spite in those last hours he had had many meetings and countless orgasms.


Gilbert stood up, always keeping in his hand the other's, walked around the table and with a slight pull made Norbert get up also.


"Come..." he said with a warm voice, sounding inviting.


He took him out of the kitchen and led him towards a door at the back of the hall. Norbert thought that it was as if the boy knew the house and followed him. Gilbert opened a door and drew him inside.


It was a large all white bedroom, with a soft white carpet, white veils at the windows, from which was visible the forest and the shore of the river. A beautiful and pleasant breeze came through the open windows, and made the light white curtains around the large bed wave also.


"Come..." repeated Gilbert guiding him next to the bed.


Drawing back the curtains, they took off their shoes and climbed on the soft quilts, sitting face to face. Gilbert took Norbert's face in his hands and slowly approached his warm and mild lips to those of Norbert, and rubbed them against. Norbert shuddered and parted them. Their tongues touched, then in turn slowly penetrated into the mouth of one, then the other, and their kiss became more intimate, warm and deep.


They slowly undressed each other, and as they uncovered the body of the companion, caressed it. When at last they were both naked, Norbert looked at the body of Gilbert: it was sweet, nice, strong, well done. He looked even between his legs - the new friend was very nice there too, so pleasantly erect and throbbing.


They caressed in an increasingly more intimate and sensual way. They lay intertwining their limbs, their bodies locked in an erotic embrace, continuing from time to time to kiss.


"You are very beautiful." Norbert whispered.


"You too." said the other with a tone low and warm that made him shudder.


Norbert felt like he was suspended in a cloud, amongst all that floating of white veils and the soft white surface of the bed. And he liked to feel himself in the arms of this unknown guy and keep him in his arms.


They made love for a long time, slowly, with pleasure, frequently looking and smiling at each other, kissing each other, joining together in various ways, in a constant competition to give and receive pleasure. Norbert felt a sense of serenity, of liberation as the joyful delight they were giving one another proceeded.


Finally they reached the highest pleasure, and then relaxed in each other's arms, tenderly caressing and kissing each other from time to time. And Norbert gradually slipped into a good sleep.


A distant trill like of a cricket, slowly took him out of sleep. His eyes still closed, he sought the body of his companion at his side: the bed was empty.


He opened his eyes and sat up - he was in his bedroom in his apartment in Edinburgh! A bit surprised, he rubbed his eyes.


It had been all a dream, then! From the moment he had decided to accept the invitation of the "clique" to go to camp, the dream had been like real.


Then he felt a dull sense of disappointment: even the last guy, that Gilbert with whom he had so nicely made love, was just part of a dream...


Another thought struck him: if he was missing that guy, if he would mind that it was just a dream... it meant that he was gay! Strangely, he accepted that ascertainment, that revelation, quietly. Yes, it must be true: the dream was nothing but the fruit of his subconscious that had finally emerged into his consciousness, that had finally revealed him what he really was, how really was his sexuality.


He got out of bed. He saw that on the chair lay his velvet trousers and his sweatshirt neatly folded. He wondered a little confused if he had fallen asleep after Liam had invited him to go to camp with them, if he had prepared his clothes then laid thinking to rest just for a few minutes...


He looked at the digital clock on the bedside table: it was eight in the morning.


He picked up the sweatshirt and trousers to put them back in the closet, when he saw that something shone on the sweatshirt - it was a small enamelled pin in the shape of a flag, with the six colours of the rainbow gay pride flag! He was sure he had never bought one, he had never pinned one on his sweater... But then, had it been a dream or not?


He put the clothes on the chair and went to get the album in which he had collected pictures of Leonardo Di Caprio, which was on the shelf above the small desk. Passing in front of the wardrobe mirror he saw his own image, his naked body. Got the album he laid it on the tabletop and began to leaf through it: logically the pictures were those who he had gathered and in none Leo was naked, he too was in none... he grinned calling himself a fool.


But when he reached the last page, he saw that there was a photo that he had never put there: it represented a purple room, with a central bed and two side chairs, also purple, with no one inside. But on top of the bed were clearly recognizable the imprints of two bodies...


Norman shook his head, confused as ever.


He picked up the calendar with the pictures in black and white of the Italian actor Gabriel Garko. Also this was apparently identical to how he remember it... Gabriel's body was almost naked, beautiful, but never completely nude. Nothing seemed changed, nothing seemed different. Then he noticed something that made his hair tingle - on each photo, instead of the logo of the magazine "Max" of which the calendar was an attachment, there was stamped in red, the word "Norbert". It was not superimposed, was not drawn on it, it was printed.


He sat on the chair almost crashing - but then, it was a dream or was it real? But if it were true, how could so strange, such mysterious things have happened? And why he had fallen asleep in the villa but had woken up in his bed? Was it a case of amnesia, where pieces of memories mingled with really happened things?


He heard the phone ringing in the corridor and went to answer it.


"Hello?"


"Norbert! Oh shit, you're there! You made us take a real fright!" was the voice of Shawn.


"Fright?" the boy asked uncertainly, holding his breath.


"Yes, fuck... you disappeared last night... so... Shit, I... I wanted to apologize; I do not know what I had got... I did not think you would get pissed so... But how did you get back home? Did you hitchhike?"


"Yes, the hitchhiking..." Norbert lied feeling dizzy.


"Damn... we were all worried... Liam has all your stuff... when you want he'll bring it to you... Are you still angry with me, Norbert?"


"No... no..." replied the boy uncertainly.


"Last night just seemed you were going crazy... I... I did not mean to make you so pissed off... Christ, you forgive me, Norbert? You can put a lid on it?" the friend asked him worried.


"Yes, yes... do not think about it anymore..."


"You are a friend, Norbert. You really are a friend... The others are all angry, they all are pissed off with me..."


"But they laughed when you..." Norbert remarked.


Shawn did not answer.


"But tell me... honestly... you wanted to actually do it?" Norbert asked.


"I... I... I guess so."


"Are you gay, Shawn?" Norbert asked.


For a while on the other side he heard only the faint sound of the breath of his friend, then finally came the reply: "I think... I guess so..."


"Do you think it or are you?" Norbert insisted.


"Good Lord, Norbert... I've never done it with anyone, I swear, but... I wanted to do it, yes."


"With me? In front of everyone?" Norbert asked mildly surprised.


"Maybe it was a way... to come out, to stop hiding, and not be able to draw back... Christ, Norbert, I know I did something stupid, but..."


"Why with me, Shawn?"


"You were close to me."


"Would you have also tried with another?"


"Another of the friends of our clique... I guess so. If you do not accept me, you who are my friends... with whom could I... expose myself so? I'm sorry, Norbert... Yes, I think I am gay... "


"Yes, Shawn. And if I was pissed off with you like that, is because... well... I'm gay too." Norbert said and held his breath.


The fact he had admitted it not only to himself, but also to a friend, gave him a sense of liberation.


"Are you... are you serious?" asked the friend.


"Yes, even if I only realized it last night. Maybe that's why my reaction was... how it was. Last night I had not yet understood, I had not yet accepted it. Maybe you were the one who, making me so pissed off, pulled the trigger of the gun, so to speak. "


"So... you're really not mad at me?"


"No, Shawn, I'm no longer. But you... you said it to the others? You told them about you? That you are gay?"


"Yes."


"And?"


"And... nothing. They told me they do not care, everything is as before... but I should not make you so pissed off..."


"But they laughed, shouted us to do that sixty-nine..."


"It was only as a joke for them... After all... we were beating our meat in pairs, right? We were amongst us... something of the clique... If you forgive me, you have to forgive them... explain them about you, about your reaction... as they accepted me, for sure they will accept you too. "


"Yeah. Maybe you're right. Well, Shawn, you can begin to say words to the others about me."


"Can we meet? This afternoon?"


"No... I'm still a bit confused, and tired. But we shall meet soon, as always, and go and drink a beer together. You tell the others."


"As you wish. So bye, Norbert and... thanks."


"Bye."


Norbert looked at his wristwatch with the date: yes, it was Saturday morning... everything was right... But how did he return home? And where was that strange, mysterious villa? Had he actually experienced it all? And how he had returned home?


A few days passed. Norbert met again the friends and confirmed what Shawn had told them - yes, he was gay. As Shawn said, his friends accepted the news quietly. And, confidence for confidence, Joel and Liam admitted being bisexual. That left only Mike and Frank, who almost apologized to be straight... and everyone laughed.


"We are a fine assortment!" Liam remarked cheerfully.


"Maybe now that we have put all the cards on the table, we can also do something together." Joel suggested.


"Maybe..." Norbert said hesitantly. Then he explained: "It is not said that just because... you see, I'd love to find a... a true lover, more than just have fun..."


"Hey, you just converted and already think of getting married?" Joel asked laughing.


"No, it isn't a matter of... being a convert. I before simply did not want to admit it even to myself, I had simply not yet understood. But if I am so..."


"For me it is not easy to find the right girl," said Frank, "so I do not know if it will be easier or harder for you to find the right guy..."


"We'll see." Norbert replied with a smile, thinking about the guy with whom he had last made love, there in the villa.


"But if and when you find him, you'll make us know?" asked Mike.


"Promise: if it's something serious, you will be the first to know. Are we or are we not the clique?" Norbert said, smiling.


The boy had noticed that there had been a change in him - he was now looking at the girls only as "persons" without being any longer interested in them. Instead he watched the boys as potential partners, and sometimes fantasized he could try with some of them.


But he didn't start to look for his "Prince Charming", as jokingly had said Shawn. No - if he met him, he would have understood, he felt sure about that.


Shawn instead had started attending the gay premises and was going through an adventure after another, and how his friends had always told the others of the clique about their adventures and their meetings, he too talked about it quietly.


Norbert now always carried a small flag pin of the gay pride pinned on his clothes. In college some of the companions asked him, more or less directly, if that pin meant that Norbert was gay, and the boy confirmed that without problems.


This alienated him from the sympathy of some, but nothing changed with others. However, no one teased him, no one bothered him, no more, at least, than when they make fun of each other, among peers, for a thousand different reasons.


Norbert had not forgotten the villa, but had set aside that episode in a corner of his mind categorizing it as a dream mixed with a mild form of amnesia. The only things that still bound him to that mysterious "dream" were the pin, the calendar that read "Norbert" and the photo of the purple room.




CHAPTER 10


THE UNEXPECTED MEETING






Norbert was leaving the university and was on his way to the parking lot to pick up his bike. The afternoon classes were cancelled because the teacher had fallen ill, so the boy decided to go eat at home. The food of the canteen was not bad, but not even so good - he knew how to cook better and anyway had bought supplies only two days before.

He walked toward his motorcycle, the keys already in hand, when a boy stopped him.


"Sorry..." he said.


"Yes?" Norbert asked looking at him and was struck - he was identical to the boy with whom he had made love in the white bedroom, in the villa. His heart leapt in chest and held his breath.


"Sorry... I'm hungry... Can you give me a bit of spare change?" asked the other with an expression of shame.


"Hungry? No one is hungry, in our society, by now... For what, do you need money... to buy the dope?" he asked with some harshness.


The boy widened his eyes: "Huh? No. If you do not believe me... buy me something to eat, please, and give it to me. Just a piece of bread..."


Norbert looked into his eyes - they were green with brown flecks that tended to gold, and they were beautiful.


"Your name is Gilbert, by chance?" he asked.


"Huh? No. My name is Trevor. Why?"


"Nothing..." Norbert said, feeling stupid.


But the resemblance was amazing... and also the approach of "I'm hungry". And the great mass of soft, light brown and slightly wavy hair with a lock that fell over his forehead.


"So... would you offer me something to eat? Please... I really do not want money, but I'm hungry..."


"Come." Norbert said to him.


He led him up to his bike and unblocked it.


"I'm going home to get me something for lunch. We will eat together."


The boy looked at him a little surprised, then looked down and said: "Just buy me a bit of bread, or maybe a burger at the Mac Donald's nearby."


"Do you not trust me to come home with me? At home you can eat a full meal... and it will be plentiful, if you're hungry."


"No... Thank you... it's not that I do not trust you... I do not want to disturb you..."


"No trouble at all. I cook well, you know? I like to cook. Your name is Trevor, you said?"


"Yes, Trevor McAllen."


"And why you did not eat? You do not have a job?"


"I had it... I lost it a month ago."


"What were you doing?"


"I was... I was a waiter in a hotel."


"Fired?"


"Exactly."


"Why?"


"Problems at work..." the boy replied vaguely, looking down.


Norbert got on the bike and started the engine: "Sit down behind and hold yourself to me. Put your feet on those supports." he said.


When he felt the boy's arms around his waist he dropped the clutch and set off. He liked to feel the arms around his waist, and the body of Trevor adhere to his back... As he led into the traffic and gathered speed, he realized that they both were getting aroused.


After arriving at home he sat Trevor in the kitchen and began to prepare lunch.


"Where do you live, Trevor?" he asked while he was cooking.


"I also lost home, I had a room that I paid every week... the owner kicked me out when I ran out of money... three days ago."


"You have not looked for another job?"


"Yes, but have not yet found anything."


"Do you not have family?"


"I lost it when I was sixteen..."


"Dead? Everybody?"


"No... Kicked out..."


"Even from your own home? But what the fuck have you done to be kicked out from all sides? You said you do not take drugs, right?"


"Never tried it..."


"It's just bad luck... or is there something else?" Norbert asked.


Trevor did not answer.


"Excuse me, if you do not want to talk about it... it's fine. Basically we do not know each other... Ah, I have not yet said my name: I am Norbert..."


"Yes, I read it on the door. You live alone?"


"Yes there is only this mini-kitchen, a bedroom and a bathroom, but I'm fine."


"You study at the university, right?"


"Yes, major in History."


"You like?"


"Very."


"I would have liked to study. I wanted to become an architect, but at sixteen I had to quit, and to get work."


He put food on the table, he too sat down and they ate. From time to time they looked at each other - they were studying each other and Norbert felt more and more strongly attracted to Trevor.


"How old are you?" he asked Trevor.


"Twenty-one."


"Like me." Norbert said. Then he wondered how to question him without making him uncomfortable. "You do not have a girlfriend?" he finally asked, saying that it was perhaps the simplest question, but also the most classic.


"No..."


"Me neither. We're... both singles." Norbert said, and wondered what could he say - he did not have experience trying to hook up another guy.


"You are good at cooking. It's good."


"Thank you. You still hungry?" he asked.


"No, thank you."


"I like the way you smile." Norbert said. Exactly as he had said to Gilbert.


"Thanks." replied the boy.


"I like you." Norbert said and put his hand on the back of the hand across the table, almost in a caress.


"Thanks." the boy said, looking at him serenely in the eyes.


"I... I want you..." Norbert eventually found the courage to tell him, and felt his heart sink.


Trevor turned his hand under that of Norbert and laced his fingers with his, squeezing slightly. Norbert shuddered, feeling sharply increase in himself the excitement he already felt.


"You take me... there?" the boy asked.


"I... you should not feel compelled... just for a lunch..." said Norbert uncertain.


"No. I really like you too... This is why my father kicked me out... and why I lost my job at the hotel..."


"But what has the hotel to do with it?"


"I tried it with a customer... who complained to the director... and so... you know, the manager is a prude, and so..."


"But you like me?"


"Very. Although I really... didn't dare to hope."


"Come..." Norbert said.


They got up and Norbert led him to his bedroom. When they arrived next to the bed Norbert took him in his arms and kissed him. Trevor replied to the kiss with abandon. Their hands ran down the other's body, touching, caressing, exploring in an increasingly more intimate way. Gradually they undressed each other. Norbert trembled with the intensity of excitation.


He pushed Trevor on the bed and admired him: even the body seemed just that of Gilbert, and even his member...


"We've known? We have met before?" he asked with a soft tone, while creeping on top of him.


"No, or I would have not forgotten you. I like you very much."


They kissed again, and then joined in a long and pleasant sixty-nine. Then Trevor offered himself to Norbert and later he offered himself to its host.


"It has been wonderful." Norbert sighed as they later relaxed caressing and kissing each other tenderly.


"Really! Thanks!"


"And for what? If anything, I do have to thank you."


"For welcoming me so."


"Trevor, you have had many guys?"


"More than one. But... I like you very much."


"Why do not you stay here with me? So that we get to know each other better... at least until you find a job, then... then we'll see."


"Do you really want this? Are you serious?"


"Yes. You're the first boy with whom... I feel so well, so complete. "


"I... I accept. But on one condition."


"What?"


"That you send me away, if you realize you do not feel good about me."


So Trevor stopped and stayed at the home of Norbert. They were very well together, and not just in bed. Trevor, as well as going around looking for work, when he was home kept it tidy and clean, so leaving to Norbert more time for his studies.


But Norbert continued to think about the villa... So one day he took with him Trevor, and on the motorbike, he returned to Peebles. Then skirting the river, he went upstream. Sometimes they had to get off and push the bike by hand.


"But where are you taking me?" Trevor asked, more and more intrigued.


"I'm looking for a villa."


"Yes, you told me this, but where? What villa?"


"Along the river. If I find it... I'll explain."


"You like to be mysterious." Trevor said with a smile.


"No. I told you: if we find it, I will tell you everything."


They continued to climb along the stream.


And at last they saw a vast group of ruins. It was a building that must have had some elegance and Norbert recognized the steps that led to what had been the entry. Even if the walls were left standing only a little more than the height of a man and there remained neither more furnishings nor any of the fixtures, Norbert recognized the hall, then to the right the vast ballroom.


He found the large, long gallery, then the round room with the bases of the nine columns, lying in pieces on the floor. Bypassing them, he came to what must have been the little studio and from here the octagonal room.


Then there were the remains of the structure of a large greenhouse, and those of a wide swimming pool... The maze was gone but there was another large space, which now made him think of barns or warehouses, and that could have contained it.


Then, turning back, he found what must have been the bedroom, with the windows that seemed now empty eye sockets, and which overlooked the river. Finally also the large kitchen.


"It's all as I remembered it, but apparently in ruins for years." Norbert mumbled in awe.


"Were you there as a child?" asked Trevor. "Did you live here?"


"No, I lived on a completely different area. Let's get out of here." he said feeling a little uncomfortable.


They descended the semicircular steps, and saw that on the trunk of a fallen tree, sat an old man of indefinable age. Norbert gave him a salute and the old man replied with a nod. The two boys approached him.


"Excuse me..." Norbert said.


"Yes?"


"You know whose villa was this? And how long it is abandoned in ruins?"


"Villa Norbert? Is ruined by twenty-one years."


"Villa Norbert? That was its name?"


"Yes, of course."


"And who had built it, and why it is in ruins?" Norbert asked him feeling increasingly uneasy.


The old man looked at him with a mysterious smile: "Well... you had built it, boy. You have made it and you were prisoner in it. But then you have abandoned it, you managed to get out, and so now you see it in ruins. "


"I? But I'm only twenty-one years old, how can I have built it myself?" asked Norbert upset.


"Oh, boy! We're used to thinking that life is only three-dimensional. In fact some even think it is only in two dimensions. But in reality there are many others."


"I do not understand..." Norbert objected, feeling a slight headache.


"We are not always able to understand everything. In fact, usually we understand very few things... and we do not even need to understand everything. It is a bit like our sight. We can not see everything, only up to a certain point, and it is anyway hampered by a thousand objects, and then... the more we try to look away, the more the landscape becomes indistinct, confused. The important thing is to watch where we put our feet and a little farther to choose the path. "


"Yes, maybe you're right, but... I... Tell me if you know, I really spent some time at that villa? Recently?"


"A few hours... a few years... Of course you have lived there, because, as I said, you've built it and you've made it to fall into ruin. And now you're finally free."


"Yes, maybe I'm now really free... or at least some more than before."


"Exactly, you are some more than before. Our whole life is nothing but a path to freedom... if we do not lose our way. It is easier to travel the road and not lose it, if you're two, if there is love. Live happy, my dear boys, and love each other. To cultivate your love will help you walk better and to risk less of losing your way. "


"Thanks, old man. I'm glad I was able to speak with you."


The old man smiled, and gave them a salute with his hand. The two boys greeted him and went back.


"The old man said that... we must cultivate our love, Trevor."


"Yes In fact for a while I feel it is born, and growing up."


"You didn't tell me. But I too feel it, although before we met the old man I had not the courage to tell you. It seemed too soon."


"We're a little stupid, right? Maybe we should learn to say what we feel, without many fears, especially if we feel something special and nice one for the other." Trevor said with a tender smile.


"Yes, and now I can also tell you why I wanted to come up to the villa. You see, one day some of my friends, those with whom we have formed, from high school, a group that we call 'the clique', have proposed me to come to camp around here..." Norbert began to tell, as they returned to the valley, to everyday life.







THE END
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