THE THIRD ACOLYTE R EADER

Copyiight 1988 by The Acolyte Press irbt Edition published
November, 1988 in The Netherlands

All rights reserved. Except for brief passagestegdan a newspaper,
magazine, radio or television review, no part ofthook may be
reproduced in any fam or by any means, electronic or mechanical,
including photocopying and recordjnor by any information storage or
retrieval systm, without permission in writing from the publishers.

The Acdyte Pres P. O. Box 12731
1100 AS Amsterdar@O
The Neherlands

ISBN 90-6971-016-1



Leonard Taft takes us on a delightful tour of pduiat
boarding school passions and plots...
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Small Blessings
Leonard Taft

The New York Cathedral Choir was finishing rehebfsathe
Sanctus of the Mass. Their voices, bass to tréldeded beautifully,
no one line outweighing another; the choristeps ere poised,
breathing exactMost of their minds were fixed upon the task atdhan
but the mind of Andy Cox was somewhere

He was twelve and newly aware of his own bodyather aware
in a different way than ever before. He had alwagsn comfortable
with his own lithe, compact physique. Lately hellsame to love it,
thought there was good fun in it, and wanted taesh&ven now,
dressed in the white surplice of the choristeddér even as his eyes
were locked on the downbeat of the director, ormmedheeld the music,
the other his small cock. Beneath his robes andavtiiee cloth pants he
wore, inside dingy briefs, it was his own hand whgcovided the
comfort and the salvation that others were fedlingiusic. Sex was
his Sanctus.

Just now his eye was straying to the fifteen-yddmamed
Nathan across the chapel from him. Nathan wastagcshy as Andy;
Nathan's hair was dark and full, he was not aggress proud; he just
sang, then in school he did his studies like ard@m son. Once Andy
saw him with his parents at a special service aatth&h was polite and
servile to them as well. He was always like that

At the beginning of the year Andy was assigned athisin ashis
charge and, although Andy was always the loudstefafunnier of the
two, he had learned a lot from Nathan and wantetbtmore with him.
Lately all the twelve-year-olds had been tradingsay in the gym
class at school, sometimes with friends in the dmwmparing their
bodies, wrestling more than their interest in 8gdrt would explain,
rubbing, stretching, stroking, pummelling, giggljramnd loving it

For most of them, doing that with finelass-mates was enough,
but Andy Cox wanted to get Nathan to play arounith\wim, too. He
would have asked the patron gaftheir church to bless their
friendship, but he wasn't sure she would be foblethe piety of his
prayer, nor sanction the sex he had in mind. $weeyanted praise and
blessing, but right now he wanted play more thayhdang else
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When the director dismissed them (commenting thataf the
voices seemed flat though he could not yet telcilitioy it was), Andy
went immediately to the changing rooms and, stiliis robes, stood
waiting by Nathan's locker

At first Nathan was puzzled by Andy's presencéarow where
only the older kids changed he shower after Mass rehearsal was
supposed to be some kind of cleansing ritual, talinays developed
into more of a sports-orgyl he boys would strip down to their
underwear, someone would find a football, and &gased, careless
impromptu game would begin in the locker aisl&se priests and
janitors were all getting ready to go home, fards the last period in
the day. Such a postponement of the boys' afteretalies was tacitly
accepted

Nathan was not a joiner in that scene, but he wlasated by the
rest of the high-schoolers if he at least threwttalk back when it
bounced near himAnd now, as Andy watalking to Nathan about
getting together that weekend to mess around, & deegan. Nathan
told Andy he had better change and get out of thmreAndy didn't
want to leave He was too excited. He followed tan as far as the
shower door and kept talking even after Nathan weside

It was at that moment, as a football pass bounéad Andy, that
a classmate of Nathan catching it, first noticed the youngster: still
robed, obviously misplaced among the upper scheol&randy group
of sixteen- and seventeen-year-olds gathered aroinmdbeginning to
laugh. Andy called for Nathan, although chokechwvétughter himdé
especially when they turned him upside down analstim as one
would stand a mop on end. Then they began mogkialing for
Nathan too, theset Andy upright again, then pushed him in after
Nathan. It took three high-schoolers to hold Andger the soaking
shower Nathan, naked and astonished at the sighked across at
Andy, who grinned up at him, hair plastered dowhimhis eyes, white
robe clinging to his frame like a collapsed paraehprim black shoes
standing in an inch of water. Andy gave a big ghtour place or
mine?” he said.

Nathan ushered Andy out of the showers and batihetgounger
kids' lockers. There he wiped him off with his ovabes and a shirt.
Half stripped and listening to Nathan's mild sco¢dAndy looked at
him carefully. It was the first time he had seeathdin undressed, his
fine white shoulders and smooth back, the darkdraund his cock
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and the big balls underneath. The penis itselflmag and straight;
when Nathan leaned near to whisper advice aboyikg®ut of
trouble lest he be sent down from the choir, ityedb close to Andy's
bare belly

“Mine gets almost as big as yours now,” Andy sdidarfully.
Nathan didn't immediately make the connection.

“If I rub it,” Andy went on, then pointed to Nathamartial
erection. “Almost as straightvant to see?”

The bell rang. Nathan had to go.
“When can we play?” Andy called after him.

In the Gloria of the Mass, the older choristerditianally took
the whole middle section and the juniors werettefium in harmony.
The director faced away from Andy's side then, Andy was free to
make all manner of signals and try to distract ldatfrom his singing.
He had done it before, and Nathan, although stemediately
afterwards, had joked about it later.

Today, Andy had prepared his fun and even toldwileeboys next
to him. Nathan's side was well into the Gloria whedy stuck his
hand up to get his friend's attention. Nathan kegihg eye-contact
with the director and looking over at Andy. It waisdy's grin that
caught him at first Then the slow motions of his hand, as he laid his
music book down (how did he dare!), then teasinglih walking
fingers, began to raise his robe, gathering at mid-chest so that the
lifting hem gradually revealed that he had nottomgunderneath. The
boys closest to him doubled over with stifled lategh Andy's bare
legs, then his flanks, then his thin stomach wérgl@wly uncovered
behind the carved alter railing where the choiodto

When he raised on tip-toe, his penis just reached for a
moment dangled loosely over, the bar.

Nathan reddened and averted his gaze to the diré@@omeone'’s
out of tun¢” the director called over the music

Andy's side burst out laughing, and the directoipwld around
on them,just as Andy' s gown resumed its full langEhe junior boys
quieted quickly. Andy's eyebrows lifted over aises face, absorbed
in the music, betraying nothing. Nathan staredimt Rehearsal ended
early.

Andy and Nathan were studying partners. They wouwét once
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a week in their assigned cubicle in the library vehthe elder partner
was supposed to go over the younger's worst-grauaisject

They were sitting at a single desk with a dim y&llght over
head, two chairs brought close for low-voiced lessoThere was the
smell of old church wood. Once an hour an eldprigst walked by

Andy broke their concentration on geography andaak,
playing with his zipper. Nathan told him to sit. upndy looked over
with his grin, just his eyes movindNathan noticed his lapAndy
brought out his little uncut penis and sort of @étit Nathan tried to
cover him, but Andy laughingly avoided him, stoquhefore his chair
and unbuttoned his pants, pulled them and his wdidevers down and
sat again on the cool wood chair. Nathan was &sted, but Andy
assured him that they always could hear the ifsttsteps long
before he passed their cubickndy rubbed himself; Nathan stared.
Andy took an ink pen and drew on himself: two egasis belly and
elephant ears, so that his cock appeared as tiile tiow they both
were laughing behind their hands.

Suddenly the priest was coming. He was closer tigaought to
be, and Andy was still playing, stalling, courtidigaster, still half bare.
It was only at the last moment, when Nathan wagtitathat Andy
coolly took the large fold-out map of Afghanistardaspread it out
across their laps. The priest walked by, saw ttl@am bent forward,
praise worthily, over their longitudes and latitadand walked on. The
two boys sat back in relief and couldn't help stzarether laugh.
Nathan reached down under- neath the Arabiand&eag Andy's
smooth thighand closed his fingers around Andy's penis. Heljekl
it there in his own shy hand.

“You're going to get me in trouble,” he whispered.

Andy flapped his legs open and shut, trapping Nashgrasp.
“Trouble is fun,” he said, flashing his famous smile

The sweet, innocent melody of the Pie Jesu in grguiem Mass
was being taken by the fat and imperious treblesRewno one knew
his other name. Since the director was turned tdwee junior section,
Andy couldn't fool around - but Nathan could wakiém from his own
place.

How pure was Andy's face! How perfectly his montbved
around the syllables of the Latin, how gently haskdhair fell across
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his brow, how well he concealed his mischief!
Or was he really hearing the words of the Mass heéaserious?

Nathan looked for the intimate side of otheide had loved Andy
from the start. Now, the boisterous boy was intigddg bodily contact
between them. He looked at Andy, small and perfaad he tightened
inside. But it was time already for the Agnus Dibe part where the
char singsDona nobis pacenilet us rest’

Deep night, Andy out of bed. He sneaked into tderoboys'
dormitory, crept down the aisle of snoring highaalers (sound
sleepers not to have noticed Andy's squeaky skppetthe polished
floor!) looking for Nathan. He recognized Nathasti®es at the foot of
his bed and turned in there

Nathan was sleeping on his side, facing Aniis hair was all up
on the pillow, one leg drawn up, the other outstretl. His palms were
together underneath his cheek, his lips slightlyguh

Andy silently stepped out of hisigpers, pushed his shorts down
and stripped off his shirt. It was then that Natlbaened his eyes. He
saw the ghostly figure of a twelve-year-old boy vimg nothing but
briefs, and he lifted his head from the pillow

“What?” he barely breathed.

“Shhhh,"' Andy said and climbed up onto, then itie, bed with
him.

Nathan, whose arms stayed apart against the ceetstould
feel Andy unbuttoning his pajama shirt under theecg then Andy's
own smooth body rubbing his chest, nuzzling, prépghinning
(although he couldn't see the younger boy's fagéeaubbed his cock
up and down Nathan's stomach

Andy released a sigh and Nathan's arms went intailjwaround
him. Andy pushed himself forward a bit and kisk@d. Nathan was
melting fast: his own body, except for his coldtfevarmed to the
younger boy. He wanted to lie there and hold Aalliyight, and pet
his bare back, and explore his ass, the warm, sw&anted crease he
had dreamed about so incessantly of late but heek iyet probed, even
with a fingertip.

But Andy was only playing around under there. Beup on
Nathan's legs and, still under the covers, begamgd®athan's pajama
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pants down, drawing them past his increasing pésiips, his
thighs.

Nathan made some guttural sound of half-prote$tAbdy only
laughed and threw back the covers to expose theim lioe bare-
skinned junior chorister sitting astride the nudgoas of his tutor

A bed creaked nearby. Nathan sat up fast anddgthike covers
over them againHe found his own pants somewhere under the sheet,
under Andy, and drew them on.

“You've got to go!"he whispered madly. “They'll iryouhere.”

“Where | should be.” Andy had found the openindNathan's
pants and waeeling his penis.

“Go now. They'll arrest us.”

“Naw, they'll probably join us.” And Andy leaneder and kissed
Nathan on the chest and rubbed him there.

“Please,” Nathan said again, grasping Andy bybidue
shoulders. “Gd

Andy raised up, looked at him a moment, then, ge#iat Nathan
was serious, took his hands away. He leaned farteakiss him on the
mouth, then climbed off the bed. Nathan watched dhiess, the
covering up again of that beautiful body. Andyrdigut on his
slippers but crept away in silence, turning back tme and offering a
tiny wave from the wrist and one grin as he disapge into the dark

Nathan, still bare-chested, although it was agadosmitory rules,
lay back, staring at the ceiling. How could heepl@aow? Deo Gracias!

Andy was in trouble. Rouse, his nemesis, had tegdris
absence from the dorm last nigliie had to explain his whereabouts.
Nathan had already heard about the crisis, andheowas talking to
Rouse, who was sitting up on his dorm bunk bedgatichocolate bar
that he had stolen from a smaller boy.

“Why are you being so mean to Andy?” Nathan askedching
the fat lips get covered more and more with candy/tzoping the boy
wouldn't touch anything with his smeary fingers.

“I'm just reporting what | saw. Andy was gone. ri&now
where but I'll bet it's some bad secret

“Tell them you were wrong.” “No. Why should ?”

152



“Were you awake all night? How do you know if hasathere or
not?”

“He was gone when | got up to pee. He was stillggavhen |
woke up later . Now he's got to answer fdr it

For Nathan, confronting even a younger boy like thas anajor
test of will against his natural reserve. He t@@dappeal to Rouse's
better instincts: “He could get dropped from theic”

“Let him.”
“He's a good kid, Rouse. Why make trouble?”

But Rouse's better instincts were still rather metitary. He turned
a surly, chocolatey grin on Nathan. “Trouble ig,fthe said.

Nathan stood before the school principal dressdusitvest sit
and tie.

“Andrew was with me last night,” he confessed, kegphis eyes
straight ahead like a monk.

“With you?” The principal eased back in his springded chair.
“Why was he with you in the middle of the night?”

“Because we were doing something unauthorized.”

A moment of silence, as comes before the Diesdfdlee
requiem - the Day of Wrath.

“What were you doing, boy?”

He stood even straighter. “Sir, | was coaching fanthe solo in
the requiem.”

The principal adjusted his glasses and thougha fmoment

“But the solo is taken by another boy, | believealways is. And
how are you a coach all of a sudden?”

“Sir, the boy wished it so badly but was not gitke chancel
am his tutor in other things..." (He should hawt that differently!)
“...and we thought that if he could practice ameintshow the director
that he might be given a chance to understudydteepart- sir.”

“This is most irregular,” the principal said. “Angu both
deserve punishment for the breaking of the rules

“Yes, sir. Of course, sir.”
“Twenty Hail Marys and two weeks of kitchen dufgach.”
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“Yes, sir. Thank you, sir'm glad | was able to clear the
matter up, sir.”

The principal waved him off, then seemed to rememb@h, and
confession to Father Fry, both of you, this instant

“Yes, sir. Shall | fetch the other boy, Andy, Sir?
“What? | don't care. Yes, do. And here, take tlute.”

It was in the corridor outside the principal's offithat Nathan got
the idea. The note said only that confession wgsired immediately
and had the principal's signature. There was heratame on it

He went fist to Andy's classroom and quietly stepped upéo th
teacher who was doing a formula on the board. Aspbtted him,
grinned widely The teacher, seeing the note and hearing Nathan's
report, accepted without verification that Andy vimeesng called to
confession and so let him go.

Andy and Nathan hugged fiercely in the empty canid

“Now we really have to rehearse the Pie Jadathan said. Then
he told Andy the rest of the plan .

In Rouse's classroom, he again went up courtecaishyst
meekly, to the teacher, mentioned Rouse's namejeshbim the note
Rouse had to go.

“Command appearance, eh, Rouse?” Nathan teaghdyas
walked.

“Shut up. | ain't been in weeks. ['ll just keeerthbusy for a
while with a list of grievous sins, then kiss off.”

Nathan smiled at that and watched him be takenth@o
confession box. A priest emerged from a side raochNathan handed
him the note and, in hushed tones, told him, “A@ayx, Father, from
the principal, if you will hear his confession astasolve him.”

The priest disappeared behind the cloth.

Nathan arrived at the back door to the chamberady M/ater. He
opened it cautiously and peered in. There washh#ow pool, there
the steps down into it, there Andy was waitingHon at the edge,
shoes and socks off, dangling his feet in the water

He rose, and they embraced.
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“It is done?” Andy asked.
Nathan's answer echoed Judas' own.

But Andy's kiss purified them again. He was alseanbuttoning
Nathan's shirt when Nathan stopped him. “No,” d&d,sand put his
hands on Andy,it's my turn today

With that he pulled Andy's shirt out of his pantsldlung it off
over his head, rubbed Andy's small, smooth torgbsamambled his
hair, then tore his pants down and tossed theravay across the
chamber.

They hugged again, and Nathan let himself roanvailthe
younger boy's body before he himself undressed.

Together, at the edge of the pool, they embraoggling onto the
tile floor, legs winding around one another. Thayre laughing at the
accidental joy of it all and, truth to tell, fedljmlessed.

It wasa resurrection of a kindor Nathan, the feelings he had
kept inside for so many years now reborn througtiysadetermined
coaching. Hands and mouth working at the same, timéissed and
fondled the giggling child under him, licked hisreland down his neck
onto the small shoulders, licked his whole chestdd the nipples and
buried his face in the hot stomacohind this time he did explore the
firm, rounded buttocks, so smooth and white, licked the salty,
musty crack between,ran his tongue over, thentlighto the boy's
most secret pucker.

Andy had his eyes closed through all of this, driegnof sunlight
and water and still laughing, always laughing. Wdhe foot over the
edge of the pool he kicked water up, splashingét aghem.

“Hey!” Nathan protestedacking off a bit

Andy splashed again, raising an arc of holy wdtat soaked
Nathan's back

Nathan grabbed Andy, more aggressively this timek the boy's
penis into one hand (Andy gasped) and guided iagjf, it could
already come, and sucked on it for all he was wdithown cock at its
limit.

Then he flipped the younger boy over and heldwedvte- year-
old buttocks up at an an angle to meet him, insgtimself where his
tongue had already led the way, and the two of themped in perfect
harmony there on the tiles, the water from the fogihg their only
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lubricant and kisses their only prayer.

Ah, the liberty in sex! There is none other likeeixcept perhaps in
music. And sexs music: the crescendo, accelerando, the release and
resolution. And it is religion, too, the first astlll foremost religion in
the world: bod y worship. Gloriain Excelsis!

“Someone is off key again,” said the director. “Wbit be you?”
He was pointing at Rouse.
“Me, sir?”
“You sir.”
“Well, I've had a bit of a cold lately.”
“Is that it or is your voice about to break?”

“Me, sir? No, sir.”

“Too much weightiness in the throat perhaps? Taoyn
chocolate bars?”

The boys laughed.

“Can't sing the Mass with a cold, Rouse. | waetgbund of an
angel, not the squawk of a crow.”

“You can't fire me, sir. Nobody else knows the Fasu.”
“Cox does, sir.”

For the first time in his life, Nathan had spokenimi chapel
“What's that? Cox?” the director said, peeringrdie glasseat the
diminutive Andy. “Cox instead of Rouse? It woldd a miracle if he
could pull it off. Rouse, stand down.”

“But, sir... “

“Cox, when have you had time to learn the Pie Jeém? can
learn such a thing on your own?”

“Oh, but, sir,” Andy said, shining his grin acrdkg alter at
Nathan and rubbing with one hand somewhere undeobks, “| have
a special tutor these days. | think | could sw@sou,sif

Nathan smiled back with anew confidence he woukbkal his
life.

Amen.
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