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  Chapter 1




  I was born in Shanty Town on the Irish side of London in about 1845, I suspect. I was never sure of the date, or exactly who my parents were; at least, not my father. I never had anyone tell me who he might have been. Mother, on the other hand, did as well as she could to care for me under the dire circumstances in which the Irish found themselves at that time in London.




  Mother cleaned houses in the upper-crust section of London, she told me. I suspect that she was probably a street walker like many other young Irish women in London at the time. The competition for the few housemaid positions would have been over my mother’s station in life. One evening, she did not return to our boarding house. Forced with the threat to pay rent or leave, I moved on to the streets around the wharf. I found a public house, and intended to hide myself in the back alley, and benefit from food scraps tossed out.




  * * * *




  A barkeep named Paddy MacTamhais found me one evening as he was dumping the rubbish at closing time. Paddy began to change my life the moment that he set eyes on me.




  “What are you doing behind the rubbish bin, lad?” he asked boldly.




  “Don’t have another place,” I answered.




  “Well, this just won’t do, lad. What is your name?” he asked.




  “Calvin, they say,” I answered.




  “Strange name, Calvin They Say, isn’t it?” he joked.




  I smiled at his attempt at trying to lighten my rather dire circumstances.




  “Where is your family?” he asked.




  “Don’t know,” I lied.




  “Well, we will have to do better than this for a sleeping spot, Calvin They Say. Come over here to the window well,” Paddy said. “Here, jump down there.” He pointed to the half-moon pit that surrounded the basement level window. “That window is over the kitchen, where I spend most of my day. I’ll fetch you a blanket, and maybe a warm meal, if you’ll be here a spell. I’ll find what there is, and pass it through the window.”




  I jumped into the pit, not wanting to offend the chap. I had nothing to lose, and I sure wasn’t in the habit of turning down an offer of a free meal. I peered through the dirty glass window. Sure enough, the window looked in on the kitchen, just like Paddy had said.




  After the pub closed that evening and everyone left, Paddy opened the window and pushed a heavy blanket through it for me. I placed the blanket on the floor of the window well and sat on it. It felt so comforting to have something warm and dry.




  “I’ll bring your dinner up to you if you would like something,” Paddy said. I watched him spoon food onto a plate before he turned out the kitchen light and closed the door. I heard him lock it from the outside.




  Paddy soon appeared with the plate of warm food, and an open bottle of milk. He handed it down to me. I did not want to appear unappreciative, but the food smelled awful. I guess that my wrinkled up nose told the tale, and made me appear ungrateful for his offering.




  “It tastes a lot better than it looks. Have you never had curry, Calvin?” he asked pointedly.




  “Can’t say that I have,” I answered modestly.




  “You’ll get used to it. This pub is pretty much a public house for Indian folks in the neighborhood.”




  “No, Sir,” I answered. He just smiled.




  “The window is unlocked, in case it gets cold tonight. I am sure that you will be comfortable right where you are. Fill your belly and pull the blanket over you. I’ll check on you in the morning.”




  “Have a good night’s sleep,” Paddy said. He turned to leave.




  “Sir,” I interrupted.




  “Yes, ‘Calvin They Say,’” he answered. “What is it?”




  “Why are you being so kind to me?”I asked.




  “Well, two reasons, I suspect. First, I used to sleep in that window well myself, so I understand the predicament that you are in. Secondly, I’ll have a proposition for you to consider in the morning. But, that is for tomorrow. Tonight is for a warm meal and a good night’s sleep. Good night, Calvin,” Paddy bid as he walked out to the street.




  “Sleep well, Calvin They Say,” I heard him call from down the street.




  “I pulled the rubbish cart over the window well opening in case it rained that night. The rubbish cart will help keep you dry as well as hide you some,” Paddy had said.




  I slept well. Better than I had slept in memory.




  As promised, Paddy arrived first thing the following morning.




  * * * *




  “Good morning, Sunshine,” Paddy called through the window. “Rise and shine!” he said cheerfully.




  “Here, take this bread, butter, and dollop of honey,” Paddy said as he passed a plate through the window.




  “I’ll be out in a few minutes to talk to you about my proposition,” he whispered through the window. “For now, enjoy the bread and honey while the bread is warm.”




  Paddy walked up on the trash bin as I was licking the last drop of honey off of my finger. He pulled the trash cart away. He squatted down and smiled broadly as he saw me enjoying my first warm breakfast in years.




  “How was it?” he asked cheerfully.




  “The curry?” I asked, naively.




  “The curry too, but I was referring to sleeping in the window well,” he said.




  “Perfect!” I replied, trying to match Paddy’s seemingly ever present cheer.




  “That’s the spirit, lad,” Paddy said. “You see, I consider any day above ground a damn good one. That is how I live my life. And, I take a liking to lads like yourself, who don’t let life’s problems hold them down. Right?” he asked.




  “Yes, sir!” I replied cheerfully.




  I consider that day as the new beginning of the rest of my life. Paddy MacTamhais taught me something that day that I tried to apply to every obstacle that I encountered for the rest of my life. Be cheerful and don’t let anything short of getting shot put you down.




  “So, what is your proposition?” I asked boldly.




  “Well, you see, I have a little side business going on here between a couple of the barmaids and myself,” Paddy began. “I find johns for them. They split the gains with me for arranging the price, and watching over them while they are doing their thing. Someone has to watch over them, so as they don’t get nabbed back here with their pants down around their ankles.”




  “Their thing?” I asked, unsure of his meaning.




  “Yeah. You know, sex,” he tried to explain. “What people do in the dark.” Paddy’s voice tailed off as if he knew that trying to explain sex to a youngster in my situation was a lost cause. And, it surely was.




  “But, are they all named John?” I asked.




  “No lad, I suspect not.” Paddy giggled.




  “Back here, in the alley?” I asked.




  “Sure. The girls can’t go too far from work, and they need a good, safe place to pull their knickers down, and go to it!” Paddy continued with my education of such matters. I listened as intently as possible. I had never seen people having sex. No one who I knew had seen sex, as far as I knew




  “They usually sit up here,” Paddy continued as he tapped on the lid of the rubbish bin, “with their john standing in front of them. You see?”




  “Sure,” I answered, not so confidently.




  “How old are you, Calvin?” Paddy asked.




  “Seventeen, eighteen, nineteen, I suspect,” I answered.




  “Okay. Life lesson number two. If you got it, flaunt it! That is Fanny Achen’s lesson to me, long ago,” Paddy said.




  “Fanny Achen?” I asked. “Who is Fanny Achen?”




  “She’s one of the barmaids and one of the girls who gives me coins when she brings a man back here for a little How do you do, Mrs. Murphy.




  “Mrs. Murphy?” I blundered.




  “Yeah, you know,” and he made a funny motion with his fist and forearm. “You know, she brings them here for a good boinkin’.”




  “Pretty thing, she! Fanny Achen.”




  “What is my part in all this?” I asked, unsure of where Paddy was taking me with this life lesson.




  “I don’t really have time to collect money or watch over the girls. That is where I could use your help. For this little chore, you will earn a few coins of your own, get three meals a day, and a nice safe place to sleep,” Paddy said convincingly. “Same deal as I had for years when I was your age.”




  “I have never had any one of those, a few coins, three meals a day, and a nice place to sleep, let alone all three at once.” I smiled.




  “That’s my boy! And, all you have to do is watch people fuck all day!” Paddy explained bluntly.




  “You have seen people fuck before, haven’t you?” Paddy asked.




  “No. Can’t say that I have,” I answered sheepishly.




  “Well, you are in for one hell of a lesson, my boy. When Fanny comes in later this morning, I’ll send her out here to explain fucking to you,” Paddy offered.




  He turned and disappeared into the pub before I could ask any more stupid questions. I saw him rub his forehead as he walked away. I felt fittingly stupid and anxious all at once. I had lived alone all of the years since mother disappeared. Finding a meal of any kind, warm or cold, and a safe place to close my eyes was all that I knew about life. Sex was not in my understanding of anything, though I had been awakened at night with a stiff peter and a ferocious twang in my loins that I had wondered about.




  I picked up a broom, for the lack of something to be doing when Fanny Achen came out. I didn’t want to be standing there with my Willy in my hand.




  I looked up from my sweeping and saw the most beautiful creature coming through the door. She was the most eye-popping woman I had ever seen. Fanny was younger than I had expected her to be, maybe twenty-five or six. She had flaming red hair, and was wearing a flaxen blouse, and a leather vest. The vest pushed her titties to the top of her blouse, so that it appeared to be struggling to contain them.




  Good lord, that woman was beautiful!




  “Are you Calvin?” she asked sweetly.




  “Yes, Ma’am,” I answered.




  “Yes Ma’am, is it? What a nice young man you are. A lady likes to be treated nicely,” she said.




  Lesson three.




  “I suppose Paddy told you what we need?” Fanny asked.




  “Yes, Ma’am. He said I was to watch you fuck all day, and collect the money!” I blundered, nervously.




  “Well, come to think of it, that is just about the gist of it,” she laughed; her titties were trying to jump out of her vest. Fanny stood with her hands on her shapely hips. She cracked a smile and broke out laughing.




  “I’ll be out later with my first john,” Fanny said as she went back into the pub, giggling and shaking her head.




  Several minutes later, the door opened. I acted like I was sweeping the steps. I reached for the door handle, and pulled it open for Fanny. She had her long flaxen skirt hiked up around the top of her boots. Seeing that she might fall, I reached for her hand and helped her down the steps.




  “This way please,” I motioned. I escorted Fanny, and a sheepish-looking man, to the back, where I had stationed the rubbish bin in preparation for my debut in the sex business. Fanny stood, looking at the top of the bin where my blanket was folded and placed for padding for her plump little bottom. She turned to me and giggled.




  “Pay, my man,” Fanny directed her client.




  He reached into his suit jacket, and removed a wallet. From it, he pulled a couple quid. He handed it to me, just as Fanny told him to. This is going to be easy.




  “Thank you,” I said, and stepped away a few paces. I stood, waiting to watch Fanny and her man go at it, like Paddy had told me to.




  Fanny untied the lacing at the top of her vest, and pulled it open. With her thumbs hooked into the sides of the unfamiliar garment, she pulled it away and laid it aside. She pulled the loose fitting blouse over her shoulders. She leaned forward, and pulled out the most gorgeous pair of titties I had ever dreamed about. They flopped on her ribs with a satisfying ‘thump.’




  I had wondered what they would look like since I had met her earlier that day. I will always remember that moment. I had never seen tits before, outside of pictures of ones that some older boys carried around and charged us for looking at.




  These were real!




  I felt my Willy stiffening, watching Fanny manhandle those beautiful tits. My pecker, Willies as we called them in London, always curves when it starts to stiffen up. It was a strange thing when it happened, but it had never become an issue since no woman had ever seen it. Little did I know that this fact was about to change.




  Fanny’s john stood in awe, looking at Fanny’s tits. She lifted her skirt and jumped up onto the top of the rubbish bin. She moved her butt to settle her bottom on my blanket. She tugged her skirt over her hips, about as unceremoniously as me unbuttoning my fly to take a leak. She stared impatiently at her customer.
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