
The rich scent of pipe tobacco perfumed the living room as little sneaker-ed feet ran down the stairs. A young simian boy, barely half a score in age laughed jollily as he rushed into the room.  Dressed in a red and white striped t-shirt and short blue shorts, the monkey was the picture of youthful innocence. 


“Dad, dad, can I go out, please?” He asked his father.


The boy’s father was sitting in a recliner chair. His face was obscured by the large newspaper he was engrossed in. Thick belched of pipe smoke plumed over the print. There was a pause in the cloud stream, occupied by a hush silence. 

“Did you finish all your homework, son?” Came a stern, yet gentle voice.


“Of course I did, I took care of it all last night.” The boy said, a youthful gleam in his large blue eyes. 


“I suppose it would be fine, then. Just come back before dark.” The man straightened the paper of the print as he shifted to another article. 


“Thanks, dad!”


“Oh, wait, I forgot…” 


The youth turned around to see a large silver coin coming towards him. The coin flipped in the air and landed into the quickly open palms of the boy. He looked down at the piece, eyes making out the details of the figurehead that’d been printed onto it. 


“Get me a pack of Plucky’s while you’re out. You can keep the rest for your little outing.” Came a chuckle from behind the newspaper. 


“Sure thing!”


The boy was out of the house in a whirr. The hot summer sun basked the monkey in its warm, inviting rays as soon as he opened the front door. The crisp aroma of the ocean hit his nostrils as he took his first steps. The sky was a canvas of outstretched cerulean with a few cotton balls dotting across its surface. 


Brightly painted cars drove across town, some of them playing the current tunes of rock-and-roll. It wasn’t a busy town, but it wasn’t all that boring either. A nice mellowness with a few spots of fun activity close by the sea. Quiet at least until the tourists start to arrive, but that wasn’t due for many weeks. They always came for the clamming season.


The boy’s tail swayed behind him as he ran across a street light, carefully making sure it was safe before he crossed. He waved to the stopped cars, getting a few waves and friendly beeps in return as he crossed the road. His sneakers made a soft patting noise against the smooth pavement under him. 


The boy’s ears were greeted with the sound of music playing softly on the gas station convenience store’s speakers as he entered. With a hop and a skip the young monkey headed over towards the counter. The smiling face of the primate clerk greeted him. “Ah, Benji!” He said, hands on his hips as he looked at the boy, having to crane his head down only the boy’s head made its way over the counter. “Does your father need another pack?”


“Yeah.” The boy slapped the quarter onto the counter. The coin jingled a little from the impact. “I can get a soda too, right?”


“Of course, kid. That’s nineteen cents for the Plucky’s and five for a glass of cola. You can help yourself to any flavor you want over there.” The helpful worker pointed a finger at the chilled display shelves of frosted cold beverages. Benjamin waltzed over the the shelf and picked out his favorite flavor: Fizzy Banana Cola. He took the chilled bottle, the frosted glass left cool moisture on his fingers. 

“I’ll open it for you.” The clerk said, reaching over to grab his bottle opener.


The boy hopped back to the counter and handed it the monkey who popped the cap off effortlessly. Cold, dark cola fizzed over the opening, a small trail of the sweet liquid draped past the bottle’s lips. The clerk handed the bottle back along with a shiny penny. “Here’s your change, Benji.” 


The boy pocketed the copper and took the bottle, the rushing bubbles almost seemed to be calling his name. “Almost forgot the cigarettes, say hi to your dad for me.” The bright white package of the cigarettes vanished into the boy’s shorts pocket. 


Benjamin turned to leave. Without looking, he bumped into the person who was behind him in line. The bottle of cola slipped out of his grip. The soda was caught by a quick hand. The boy looked up at the stranger.


He was an older monkey, his fur grayed with age. Despite this, he looked reasonably healthy, well groomed, without an ounce of sag in his features. The man was wearing a white captain’s hat with gold piping and a red Hawaiian shirt with many beautiful pictures of flowers strewn across it. His khaki showed did little to hide his firm legs that appeared to be the limbs of a man several decades his junior. A fat cigar was hanging from his mouth, thick smoke plumed from the red hot ember. Fresh cigar smoke came from the side of his mouth when he spoke.


“Whoa there, little lad. You almost dropped your drink.” He said, holding the open bottle of soda in his hand. In his other hand was a six pack of beer that jingled as the glass bottles smacked each other in the cardboard case. The old monkey held out the drink for the boy. “Here you go, careful now.”


Benjamin took the bottle, looking at the handsome older monkey with curiosity brimming in his large young eyes. He looked almost like a tourist but there was something about the man that seemed different. He didn’t have a rushed, uptight demeanor like the tourists he’d met before. He seemed relaxed, almost like he had nothing to worry about. 


“Thanks.” The young boy said, a shy noise coming from him. 


“Saw you grabbing cigarettes for your old man, you’re a good lad helping out your father like that.” The old monkey said, taking a drag from his fat cigar as he approached the counter. “When I was a young buck, I used to help my father by hunting rabbits with him. You ever gone out hunting?” He handed the cashier a two dollar bill for the beer, eyebrow raised as he watched the kid.


“Uh, no I’ve never gone hunting.” Benjamin answered sheepishly.


“Ah, well, I know times are different and all of that.” The old monkey said, turning towards the exit. “Give your father my regards, any man who chooses Plucky’s over the other bunk is a good man.” 


“Wait, uh…” Benjamin stammered as he spoke, following the man as he was making his way out of the store. “Where are you going?”


A faint grin wrapped around the thick cigar. The primate seemed to be thinking for a moment before he spoke. “I’m heading to my boat to get some work done.” He said, tobacco scent emitting from his breath. 


“Can I come with you?” The young simian asked, his voice dripping with curiosity. 


“Would your old man be okay with it?” He seemed taken aback by the boy’s sudden request. He almost swallowed his cigar from the odd question. 


“He won’t mind as long as I’m back before dark.” Benjamin replied with a bright smile.


“Well, I suppose you can come along. I don’t have a lot of fun things for kids around my boat, though.” The old man’s eyes darted back to the cashier and then to the door. “Honestly I was just planning to do some fishing right outside the harbor. Have you ever gone fishing?”


“No, but, I can learn.” The young boy replied.


“Alright, lad. I’ll show you.” His fingers ruffled through the boy’s short hair. 


The pair of them walked out the store. The old man whistled, holding the six pack of beer that jingled with each step he took. He looked out at the refreshingly blue sky and took in a deep inhale through his nose. “Ah, there’s something I like about living next to the sea. Reminds me when I was a young man. I always did work on boats and ships. I don’t know what I’d do if I was ever away from her.”


“What’s your name, mister?” Benjamin asked.


“Oh, how rude of me. Alfred is what was given to me, but most everyone calls me ‘captain.’”  A slight laugh sounded. 


The two of them walked across the town, heading towards the harbor. The thick briny sent of the sea became more stronger with each step they took. The captain picked up the pace as they neared the boats. He pointed over to one that was tied. “There she is, my lovely lady. The only thing to me that I love close to the sea herself. My darling Seagull.”


The boat was a lovely looking cabin cruiser with an open deck located stern. The deck had two chairs and a bolted table. The boy could see three fishing rods that were attached to special holders. The boat’s bow had a boxy looking square cockpit that offered the helm a near complete view of the ocean through three windows. 


The man untied the boat’s lashed ropes expertly before he hopped onto the deck. “You might need a running start.” He said, setting the beer on the table behind him. “Don’t worry, you won’t get hurt.”


Benjamin, soda still in hand, jumped across the water and found his feet suddenly on the boat’s deck. The ground seemed to wobble from under him and he was on his knees in an instant. He let out a little ‘oof’ as his young uncovered knees pressed against the hard material of the deck. Alfred rushed over to him and helped him back to his feet. He looked at the boy’s knees, checking for any injuries before he gave the child a light pack on the back. “It takes a lot to get used to, but you’ll have your sea legs soon enough.” He said, taking another drag of his cigar. 


The boy looked at the bottle in his hand, the soda was fizzing a lot now. He was surprised he hadn’t spilled it during that jump. He hadn’t been thinking about it. He took a drink and felt all the tiny little bubbles roll along his young pink tongue. Benjamin felt giddy and drank some more, gulping the sweet banana cola with enjoyment. 


“I used to drink a lot of that stuff when I was a kid like you. It’s too sweet for me nowadays.” The captain said, patting the boy’s back again. His long simian fingers almost seemed to be feeling at the ridged bones of the child’s backside. 


“I really like it.” The kid said, finishing his drink quickly. He set the now empty bottle on the table, right next to the beer. He watched as the gap between the harbor was slowly growing. The tide was taking them out slowly of its own volition. Fingers rubbed along the kid’s hair. “Don’t worry, we won’t go far. Come on, let me show you the helm.”


The captain walked over the the opening of the cockpit and opened it for the boy. The young monkey’s knees wobbled as he tried to awkwardly walk across the deck. The floor seemed so slippered, even though it was completely solid. The deck’s subtle bobbing from the waves of the ocean made everything so difficult for the kid. The captain’s hand took his as he guided the boy into the cockpit. He wasn’t sure why, but the floor seemed more solid now. 


The old sailor walked over to the helm. He sat down on the captain’s chair and twisted the ignition knob. The boat’s engines roared to life. Benjamin jumped as the sudden loud noise scared him. The captain laughed, pulling the cigar from his mouth. “Sorry, I forget how loud this thing gets.” He said, gripping a lever and slowly pushing it.


The boat lurched forward. It was a slow acceleration, but the sudden shift of the balance caused the boy to land on his young butt. He let out a squeak as he landed. The captain looked back, concern on his face. “You okay, lad?” He asked, easing on the lever. 


“Yeah.” The boy's face flushed as he managed to get back on his feet. 


The boy’s face lit up as he watched the pure blue ocean that seemed to stretch out from under them. The three windows gave the young monkey a clear view of the seemingly endless expanse of water. He watched as he saw a lighthouse on a small island in the distance. He’d seen in before, as it was easy to make out even from shore. He hadn’t thought about how it looked up close, though. 


“Ever been on there?” The boy asked, pointing.


“Oh yes, loads of time. That thing has been there forever. I don’t even think it’s manned anymore. They’ve probably got it on some kind of electric system now.” The captain put the cigar back in his mouth and gave a puff. “Not only would I visit when I was younger, me and the other sailors would play a funny joke on the people in the lighthouse.”


“What would you do?” The boy asked, curious.


“Well, we would go out on the side of the boat and moon them.” The sailor said with a chuckle.


“Moon?”


“You know, pull our pants down and show them our behinds.” He pushed on the lever a little more, making the boat move forward faster. “Even though there’s probably no one over there anymore, I wouldn’t mind doing it one more time.”


The boy gasped. He’d never thought of doing something like that before. He was a pretty innocent kid, but pranks and the like weren’t something that his father would approve of. Then again, his father wasn’t here. He wanted to participate. He looked at the man, a bounce in his stance. “Can I do it, too?”


“Of course you can.” The man put his cigar out on an ashtray that was on the console. Many other cigar butts decorated the black plastic. The older simian hopped off of the chair before pulling on the lever, keeping the boat at neutral. He took the kid’s hand and led him out of the cockpit and back onto the deck. The lighthouse was in clear view in the bright, warm sunny morning. 


“Okay, you just stand right there. I’ll keep my hand on yours to keep you from falling.” He said as the pair of them stood close to the edge of the port side. “Now with your other hand, you’re going to pull down the back of your shorts and undies and we’ll both bend over on the count of three, okay?”


“Okay!” Benjamin said, excitement in his voice. 


The man loosened his belt and began to pull the back of his khaki shorts down. The kid followed, a faint blush spreading across his face as he pulled the back of his cute short shorts past his young monkey butt. He couldn't help but look at the other monkey’s ass. He wasn’t sure why, but his youthful eyes gravitated towards it. 


The man’s ass was nice and firm, maybe even perky, especially compared to those of his own age. The skin of his monkey butt was smooth, free of any hair or bumps. The captain’s rear end almost seemed to shine out in the sun. He was so busy looking at the man’s behind he didn’t notice that the old sailor’s eyes were checking him out as well.


Alfred’s gaze looked down at the kid’s rear end. Such a young, perky little ass. The bright tan skin of the boy’s butt made something stir in the man’s shorts. He caught himself staring at the young monkey, and made himself look away. Yes, they were just supposed to moon the lighthouse, nothing else. He began to count down. “One, two… three!”


The two of them bent over, showing their full moons to the lighthouse. The captain laughed, watching the boy joining in on the fun. The boy laughed too, a pure, tinkling sound from his young monkey lungs. The two of them pulled the back of their pants and underwear back up. Alfred tightened his belt back. He held up his palm for the boy.


Benjamin high-fived the man, his much smaller palm slapping loudly against the other primate’s. The boy’s hand smarted as he slapped the sailor’s palm perhaps a little too hard in his excitement. The old man didn’t have such a reaction, though. He helped the boy walk more to the center of the deck. The wind of the sea whipped over the pair of them. Alfred gripped his hat to keep it from flying off. 


The boat rocked, the boy tried to keep his balance. It wasn’t long before things began to settle down again. The old sailor’s nonchalance about the whole thing meant that this must be common, the boy thought. He didn’t think he was cut out for the life the man had lived, but the boat was fun. 


The man walked over to the three fishing poles. There was a long box below it. He opened it and showed the long lines that were held inside. “I always try to keep a few pre-tied leader lines on hand.” He said, pointing to them. The long lines were already tied up, with large bait hooked and ready to go. “Having a few on hand makes it easier to get started quickly. You just take one end here…” He pulled the line carefully.


“And… wait, have you ever gone fishing before, lad?” He asked Benjamin.


“Yeah, my dad takes me out to the lake sometimes. He does all the hard stuff for me.” The boy admitted.


“Ah, then this shouldn’t be hard at all. See those poles out there? I already have the lines pulled through the eyelets, the swivel is ready for the leader.” He said gently. “When fishing in salt water, I always use special braided line. You always want the leader line to be less thick than the main line. If you do the opposite, you might get into a bit of rough trouble.” The captain said with a laugh as he tied the leader to the swivel. His aged fingers expertly worked the thin line into the swivel. He tightened it and gave it a tug, testing it. Satisfied, the captain gestured the young Benjamin over. 


The boy gripped the handle of the rod with awkward hands. He looked at the strange looking reel. The captain patted the boy’s back. “That’s a baitcasting reel, it might be a little different than the one’s you’re used to. Here. I’ll cast for you.”


“Nnm…” The boy felt an odd pain below his waist as he watched the sailor grab the long rod and pull it from its holster. 


“You okay? Alfred asked as he gripped the rod.


“I think that soda is going through me…” The kid admitted, doing a little dance.


“Well, my boat doesn’t have a bathroom. It’s a bit dangerous to have you pee from the deck… hmm… well, I have an idea.” Alfred put the rod back in its holder and twiddled with the reel. The line began to slacken. He guided the hooked bait towards the deck of the boat. The line was loose enough that now the bait was laying flat on the middle of the deck. He stepped back, a sly grin across his aged face. “How about you pee on the bait, could help us catch something.” The captain suggested.


Benjamin’s face went red as he began to blush. “Pee on the bait, won’t that dirty your boat?”


“Nah, there’s nothing a little piddle won’t do that the salt water hasn’t done already.” Alfred said with a chuckle. “Go on ahead.”


“But… you’ll see…”


“We’re both fellas, lad. There’s nothing you have that I haven’t seen already.” 


“Okay…” The young boy said sheepishly, his long monkey tail standing on end as he kept his feet firmly planted on the bobbing deck of the boat. 


He reached for the zipper of his blue short shorts. He gulped. He pulled open the shorts, revealing the white cotton fabric of his underwear. He spread the opening of his white briefs, fishing out his young uncut dick from them. His soft penis drooped in his grip. The boy’s foreskin almost seemed to twitch as he grasped his small penis. 


“Ah…ah…” 


A strong golden wave began to flow from the opening of the boy’s cock. The pink flesh of his glans slowly revealed just a tiny bit as he gave his prepuce a tug. The loud slap of the monkey’s urine splatted against the deck could be heard over the sounds of the ocean. The captain’s eyes widened as he gaze at the private flesh of the boy.


He stared at the soft, beautiful young penis. The boy’s youthful member was a piece of art. He watched the strength of the kid’s flow. Benjamin lead out a moan as he peed, feeling the urine rush out of his most sensitive of parts. He groaned, the sheer volume of the urine leaving him felt so good. His young little tongue lopped out of his cute mouth as he aimed his stream at the long piece of bait that was attached to the hook.


The boy’s piss splashed against the bait, making it move slightly from the power of his stream. Urine pooled around the deck, blending in with the shimmer of any of the salt water that splashed against it. The boy’s stream began to weaken as he finished urinating. He looked up at the captain, noticing the man was looking at his young dick. He felt an odd heat across his face as he noticed the staring. He wasn’t sure what to think of it. 


He tucked his young cock back into the white fabric of his briefs after he shook the last drops of piss from his uncut flesh. He zipped up his shorts. Alfred looked at the glistening puddle of simian urine that was now pooled along the deck of his ship, reflecting the light of the summer sun in a glistening shimmer that approached the beauty of the sea itself. The captain reeled the bait back. He removed the rod from its holder. With a trained motion, he cast the line out towards the sea. He smirked and placed the hand in the boy’s hands.


“Okay, lad. Keep a tight grip and we’ll wait.” The man said, behind the boy now. He knelt down, wrapping his hand around the kid’s. He helped the boy’s grasp on the rod. His face was right behind the boy’s head. He could feel the man’s tobacco filled breath against his ear. “It’s a long wait, usually, but I think we’re going to be lucky today with your help.”


The boy’s heart rushed as he looked out at the blue sea. The man’s breath was loud, excited. Clearly the captain had done this before many times and was excited to share with him. The world seemed to stand still before the two monkeys, even though the ocean was very much alive and moving. The sounds of seagulls seemed like music to the monkey’s ears as he focused outward towards the ocean. 


There was a sudden tug from the rod. He snapped to attention. The tug became a harsh pull. The man’s stronger hands took over as he guided the boy on what to do. “Okay, you need to set the hook. Just give a tug up like this, a quick pull… like… This!” Suddenly the pull on the rod felt strong, the boy could feel the grip on the hand tighten around his fingers. He wasn’t sure what to do. Alfred was doing all of the work.


The man angled the rod pulling on it with force. He grunted, feeling the the tension in the line tighten. He flipped some kind of switch on the rod. Suddenly the line began to slack as it was pulled by the fish. He let out a huff, panting. “And…” He flipped it again. The line began to tense.


He guided the boy’s hands to the reel of the rod. He pressed the handle towards the boy’s chest. “Keep it tight, grip the reel. Pull it towards yourself. Like this.” He said, pulling on the reel. 


He kept adjusting the angle as he reeled it in. The line seemed to be tightening more and more as he fish was getting closer. Benjamin felt the man’s fingers loosen around his hand. “Lad, grab the net under the rods. Hurry!”


The boy let go of the rod and ducked down to grab the large net that was against the box. He held it up awkwardly, it seemed to wriggle in his grasp. The man let out a groan as he reeled more, his knuckles beginning to whiten as he gripped hard. Suddenly something came out of the water. Still fighting, it was a large, giant of a fish, flailing violently as it was pulled from the sea. 


“Whoa, a black sea bass. That’s the biggest one I’ve ever seen. Holy…” The man pulled the fish out towards the deck with strenuous effort. The giant bass flailed around. “Hurry, the net, catch it!” 


The man reached over towards the angry bass. He pulled the hook in its mouth quickly. The fish was in free-fall, landing in the net Benji held under it. The bass flopped around in the net. The boy’s grasp on the handle slipped. Alfred ducked and grabbed the length of the net. He smiled, pointing over to a large box that was starboard. “Open that, lad.” 


Benjamin rushed over to the box and opened it. It was a cooler. Ice was packed into the box. While quite a decent amount of ice had melted, the coolness of the air from opening the box gave the kid no doubt that it would keep the fish cool. The captain twisted his grip and the large bass landed into the cooler with a loud crash. He put down the net and closed the box. The box thrashed slightly for a moment before it was as still as it had been before. 


“Good work.” The sailor clapped a hand a hand on Benjamin’s back. The boy jumped slightly, a wide grin growing across his adorable face. “I did it, I… I helped catch the fish!” 


“You sure did, lad. You did an excellent job.” He said, ruffling his hand through his hair. “We should get back to the harbor before too long so I can get it smoked. I’ll let you have some if you want.”


“I’d like that.” 


It didn’t take long for Alfred to take the boat back to the harbor. He heaved the cooler in his arms as he hopped off of the cabin cruiser. He tied the boat down. Benjamin decided he wanted to stay on the ship, finding it fun to walk around how wobbly it was. The captain took the cooler into town and returned in short order. 


“It’s going to take a little while for it to smoke.” He said, looking out at the sky. The afternoon was starting to set in now. “Did you want to head to your place and come back when its done?”


“No, I want to hang out here with you, if that’s okay.” Benjamin said, watching the captain closely. 


“Sure, you can do that. There’s not a whole lot of fun stuff around here for kids, though.” Alfred admitted. 


The boy hopped a little. “Where does the little door in the cockpit go?” He asked, curiosity in his voice.


“That goes to the berth, it’s like a little bedroom.” The captain walked over towards the cockpit and showed the boy. “It’s not very interesting, but I’ll show you.” He opened the door to the ship’s berth and led the boy in. 


It was a very tiny little bedroom. There was a large, already nicely made bed that took most of the room. There was a small night stand with a battery powered radio on top of it. Across from the bed was another set of drawers. The captain’s eyes widened as the boy noticed something draped across the bed. 


“What’s that?” The young monkey asked.


A blush streaked across the grayed monkey’s face. He reached over and grabbed the glossy magazine that was sprawled across his bed. He rolled it up in his hands and hit it behind his back. “Nothing, just some boring stuff, nothing for kids like you.”


“I want to see it!” The young monkey grabbed at the rolled up magazine Alfred was hiding from him. He pulled it from the older monkey’s grasp and watched as it unraveled before him. The young boy’s innocent eyes poured over the content of the cover. On the cover was a young, barely legal monkey boy wearing a pair of panties. The boy was, in lack of a better word, absolutely beautiful. He looked very feminine, but had a sort of boyish masculinity to him. He was wearing long black gloves and cute long thigh highs. A beckoning finger and a pair of pursed lips seemed to be inviting the boy to open the magazine. 


Benjamin's eyes looked down at the model’s bulge. The tight pink panties hid no detail of the monkey’s cock and balls. Benjamin could tell that the model wasn’t cut, they were so tight on him. His innocent eyes stared at the cover, new feelings seemed to stir deep within him. He gulped, looking around. “Is… this your wife’s book?” He asked, staring at the cock outline of the model.


“Lad, I don’t have a wife.” Alfred said, a tinge of guilt in his voice. “I’ve never been one for the ladies. I… listen, we should take you home. You shouldn’t have seen that. I’m sorry.”


Benjamin looked at the captain’s hurt face. He didn’t’ mean to have hurt his feelings. He handed the magazine back. “Captain, I didn’t mean to hurt you. I uh… that’s a very pretty man on there.”


Alfred’s hands trembled. He looked down to see that the young boy was pitching a tent in his short shorts. He couldn’t help but look away. He swallowed. He knew what he was going to do might not be the best action, but he was going to take a chance. “I think you’re very beautiful, lad.”


“What, really?” The boy asked, shyness in his voice. He felt his face growing hot from the old man’s words.


“Yeah, you’re going to be a very handsome man when you grow up. All the ladies are going to be chasing after you.” He said, a nervous laughter.


“Ooo…” The boy felt at the tent in his shorts. He’d gotten some erection in the bathtub in his young life, but this one felt different. It felt oddly tingly. The tent twitched a bit as he felt at it. The captain’s eyes widened as his innocent hands felt at his erection flesh through the fabric of his adorable blue shorts. 


“Uh, have you ever… uh…. masturbated before?” The man found himself asking.


“No, what’s…nng… that?” The boy was dancing his fingers awkwardly across the fabric, feeling new things awaken inside of him. 


“It’s when you touch your penis. It feels really good. I.. do you want me to show you?” Alfred asked, his body tensing as the words escaped from his lips. 


“Nnff… yeah…” Benjamin replied.


Giddy, the older man helped the boy on the bed. He handed the kid the magazine, opening it up. The boy’s eyes widened as he saw the explicit images across the glossy pages. It had so many pictures of male monkeys, all of them cute and skinny, naked, or in their underwear. Sometimes they hard floppy, soft dicks, but most of the pictures show them with glistening hard cocks that seemed to spring out of the pages. There were pictures of their nice, smooth toned asses, almost like a woman’s ass for a few of them. Some of them held their dicks, some were kissing the others penis, some even had their mouths wrapped around the others’ cock.


The boy’s tent throbbed. He began to undo his pants. His briefs tented out of the zipper of his shorts. He awkwardly fished out his hard on from the flap of his briefs. His foreskin was peeled back, showing the engorged pink flesh of his crown. 


Benjamin heard a clatter as the man tossed his belt and khaki shorts behind him. He pulled down his blue boxer briefs, exposing the boy his own erection. The young monkey looked at the man’s older, uncut cock. It was bobbing, twitching, like a living animal. The man’s vein-y cock drooled out healthy amounts of pre-cum, dolloping across the meatus of his penis. 


“Whoa…” The young boy couldn’t believe it. Never would he think that looking at someone else’s penis would make his heart race. He felt an odd heat building inside of his chest. Something felt really good inside of him as he looked over at the magazine. The old sailor was gifted, being bigger than most of the men in the magazine. 


The man lied down next to the boy. He looked down at Benjamin’s erection sticking out of the front of his underwear. He reached and touched the boy’s forbidden flesh. Benji led out a loud moan as the man’s fingers wrapped around the shaft of his cock. 


“That feel good, lad?” He asked the boy.


“Y-yeah…nnn…”


The boy began to beat the boy off. His fingers working the monkey’s cock well. The kid’s uncut boner pulsed against the man’s stiff palm. Benjamin bit into his lip as he watched his foreskin glide across the man’s fingers. He felt an odd, somewhat familiar pressure building inside of him. He gulped. “I’m going to pee, I’m going to pee all over you fingers… gg…”


“You’re not going to pee, trust me.” The grayed monkey said with a slight laugh in his voice. “IT feels that way, but you’re not going to.”


“Hooo… I’m going to pee.. a… I’m going to…” The boy’s erection throbbed, stiff in the man’s hold. He began to buck his hips, thrusting into the sailor’s palm. He let out a loud, almost girllish cry as he had the first orgasm of his young life. Thick spurts of clearish-white youthful monkey cum coated Alfred’s fingers. The warmth of the semen almost felt like it was burning on the sailor’s skin. He gave the boy’s softening prick a few more strokes, rubbing his own jizz all over his young penis. He pulled it back, taking his hand towards his mouth. He licked the boy’s cum from his fingers, groaning as he did. He slurped up all of the young cum with relish. Soon his fingers were clean of the spunk and he looked at the twitching, squirming body of the young boy on his bed, his soft penis glistening with the sheen of his own semen. 


He looked at the man’s drooling erection. Suddenly Benji was on him. He pressed his lips on the hard flesh of Alfred’s boner. He kissed at it. He felt at the man’s tight balls that showed very little sag for a man of his age. He carefully kissed at the man’s nutsack, the soft flesh of his lips meeting with the very base of Alfred’s erection. 


“Nnn…fff…” Alfred let the boy go to town. The kid licked at the underside of the sailor’s cock. The saltiness of the man’s cock was appropriate for an old salt like himself. He gave the primate’s hard-on slow, long licks, causing Alfred to moan out loudly. He could hardly contain himself. His foreskin peeled, showing the boy the flesh of his glans. 


Benjamin’s soft lips wrapped around the flesh of his cockhead. He tried to take in more, but he wasn’t trained enough to take in all seven inches of the man’s hard on. He bobbed his head, licking at the man’s cockslit with gusto. He groaned, feeling very odd as his body seemed to be taking over for him. He had never done anything like this before, and here he was, sucking a stranger’s penis. 


“A…ff…” The old salt’s face contorted into an expression of pleasure as the boy sucked him off. The monkey’s little pink tongue teased at the frenulum, flicking across it. That sent the man over the edge. He let out a grunt as he came into the boy’s eager mouth. Thick semen oozed into the boy’s throat. He pulled back and swallowed the come loudly. Some of the jizz was on his soft lips. 


Alfred pulled the boy in for a kiss. His tongue scrapped across Benjamin’s lips, lapping up his own semen from the boy’s mouth as he shoved his tongue into his mouth. He tasted his own cum across the boy’s inside as he made out with him. A hand cupped the firm flesh of the boy’s brief covered buttock. 


“I want more…” The boy admitted, kissing at the sailor’s lips. 


“I have more, get on your knees on the floor.”


The boy obeyed and hopped off of the bed. Alfred rolled off of the bed as well and stood over the boy. His limp cock in his hand. He pressed his dick across the boy’s young face. It was covered with spit and cum. “Open your mouth.”


Eager, young Benjamin opened his mouth for the captain. The man let out a groan as he leveled his drooping uncut old man cock in front of the boy’s face. “Oog…” His cock pulsed as he let loose. A thin stream of urine slapped against the boy’s cheek. He angled his penis to line up to his eager mouth. 


The stream thickened. The boy gulped at the piss. Alfred was surprised how quickly the young, innocent boy had devolved into a sudden piss slut. It scared him as much as it excited him. He groaned again, feeling relieve as he used the young monkey as a urinal. He watched his urine pool in the kid’s open maw. He watched at it began to recede every time to boy managed to gulped it down without closing his mouth. The boy was pro at this, especially for a first timer. 


Benjamin had swallowed so much of his piss, he was surprised that the boy’s little belly wasn’t bigger at this point. He gripped his penis tighter as he released the last few spurts into the boy’s mouth. He wiped his uncut member across the boy’s face before pulling back, panting heavily. His heart was racing. The cigar mixed in with all this wasn’t the best for his older heart. He leaned on a wall, groaning. “I haven’t cum like that in years…” He admitted. 


Benjamin got on his feet. He felt the man’s piss bubbling in his young stomach. He felt an odd degree of joy throughout his body that he had never experienced before. He smiled, a pure, innocent grin. “Did I do a good job?”


“Yeah, you did, lad.” Alfred said with a weak huff. “Let’s get you cleaned up and get that smoked bass.”


After the pair of them cleaned up they went to town together. They brought the freshly prepared and smoked bass back to the boat. The captain provided a plate and silverware for the young boy who dug into the fish happily. He swallowed a bit of smoked meat and spoke awkwardly. “You know, we can’t tell anyone what we did. Not even your old man.”


“I know, it’ll be a secret… you’ll teach me more stuff, right?” Benjamin asked, a mouthful of fish in his mouth.


“Yeah, I will. I can teach you a lot of things.” The captain couldn’t help but look at the boy’s young, beautiful monkey face. “What do you want to learn?”


The boy looked over at the sea, and watched the sun setting. The sky and the ocean turned into a wonderful hue of blood orange. The clouds almost seemed bright red as the sun was slowly sinking into the ocean. The boy thought for a while as he watched this. He saw the moon hanging in the sky and pointed. “Will you teach me how to get to the moon?” He asked.


“Kid, no one’s ever been on the moon before, not even me.” Alfred replied with a laugh.


“I know that, but, I want to be the very first monkey to set foot on the moon.” The boy admitted. 


“You probably will be. When you grow up, they’ll probably have special ships that can sail there, I guarantee it. Things have been changing so much since I was your age.” He looked out at the moon, thinking. “I might not be able to teach you how to get there, but learning how to sail wouldn’t be a bad start. How about I teach you after school?”


“That sounds great, I-!” The boy paused and looked at the sun. His tail shot out from under him. “Oh no, I’m going to get in so much trouble! I’m supposed to be home before it gets dark!”


“You still have time. Let’s wrap up your fish and get you over there.”


It was a close shave, but the two of them were by the front of the boy’s house before the sky was completely dark. The man and boy panted as he handed the kid the freshly wrapped portion of the bass they had caught and smoked. “Okay, lad. See, I told you had nothing to worry about. Whew…”


“You should meet my dad, I think you two would like each other.” The young boy said.


“Oh, no no no. I don’t think that’s the best idea. You just get home and tell your old man that you had a fun, ordinary day.” The captain said, still panting from the run. “I’ll see you on Monday, okay?”


“Okay, I’ll see you then!” Benjamin said, skipping towards the door of his house. He turned back. The captain was already gone. He shrugged his shoulders and opened the door. The air of pipe smoke entered his nostrils as he stepped into the living room. He saw the print of his father’s paper as the man was still reading it. 


“Ah, there you are, sport! I was beginning to worry a little. It’s a bit late.” He said, a puff of smoke appearing from above the  paper. “Did you have a good day?”


“Dad, I had a wonderful it, it was a lot of fun!” Benjamin said with a childish laugh.


“Good to hear that. Did you get my Plucky’s?” He asked the boy.


“Yeah dad, I did.”


“Good boy. You mom’s almost finished with the roast and I Love Lenny will be on soon. How about you hop up on the couch and watch with us?”

