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BY JJACKFRITSCHER

you dress better than the best,
and you never laugh at any of
my git-ups.”

“Eddy Weddy," | said, “wants
to wear your red ballgown with
the red ostrich headdress.” My
American sense of put-down
loved to pique Edward'’s British
starch.

“Michael!” Edward said; no,
commanded. My dick stirred.
His handsome jaw jutted out for
days below his perfect white
teeth and blond moustache. His
eyes were bluer than the North
Atlantic at high noon. His knee
touched mine beneath the table.
He had the strong body of a
trained athlete. My cock rose
thinking of his lean, hard thighs
and long-muscled arms in his
black cutaway. His tailor, linger-
ing over measuring his long
inseam, had commented how
broad his sculling had made his
shoulders, to say nothing, |
mused, of his tight belly and
mounded pecs, each crowned
with a rosy brown nipple that
grew hard when | sucked them
and wet-rolled them between
my fingers. His pecs and tits
drove him crazy and made his
big prick stand stalwart as a
steel sword. As a coxswain to
his crew, he was my cocksman
in bed. "Michael,"” he repeated,
“bugger off!”

Molly laughed in a tickling,
tinkling cascade of feathers and
diamonds and silk. This was our
fifth night out, Sunday, on the
magnificent ship. The eight-
piece orchestra was swirling
couples, colorful ladies held
delicately by gentlemen in
black, waltzing around and
around the dance floor. “Every-
thing smells so new," Molly
said. "New wood. New paint. My
new good fortune. And us new

ing a big, how do you say in
French, piece of pork.
Actually, we both had grown
quite fond of Maggie, who
insisted she be called Molly,
since we found ourselves table-
mates the first evening of the
voyage as the Titanic sailed
fullsteam from Southhampton,
stopping only once in Belfast,
taking into steerage hundreds of
young micks, | fancied with
potato-sized dicks, immigrating
to America's streets of gold. The
shipboard gossip and salon atti-
tude was that Molly had been a
showgirl, which was a scandal
because showgirls, everyone
knew, were always whores, no
exceptions, thank you, even
though Molly had married up
into millions when she snagged
the well-heeled land baron, the
| big-hung cowboy, Johnny
Brown, back in Colorado.
Whatever she was when she
was Maggie, Molly Brown was
the kind of female who recog-
nized two people in love, which,
if it were two men, was aces by
her. “Frankly, | prefer the com-
pany of you fellers. You know
what you want when most don't.
If love is what you got, you got
more than the Astors. Besides,

At sea. Westbound.
Sunday, 14 April 1912
It was a night to remember.
The Astors had retired early
from the grand first-class ball-
room. So had the Rockefeller
party. Edward Wedding, who
was my lover since our second
year at Oxford, sat next to me.
He had excelled in sculling and
sex while |, Michael Whitney,
had distinguished myself with
the British Romantic poets. And
sex. Edward hated it when Mrs.
Brown, who knew everything
about everybody, teased him,
calling him “Ever-Ready Eddy
Weddy."” She knew by looking,
because Edward sported that
certain look: the smug, engag-
ing smile of a young man pack-



















































