
S U N S T O N E

I REALLY DON’T KNOW WHAT HAD GIVEN ME THE
courage to invite Larry to our annual Youth Standards fire-
side. Larry was exactly the kind of person whom you

wouldn’t expect to see at such a gathering. Larry was, how
does one say it, a little “worldly.” Although he was seventeen
like me, we were all pretty sure that he had been around the
block a time or two. But I guess I was thinking that if anyone
needed to hear Sister Bush talk about chastity, it would be
Larry.

Sister Bush had been the Young Women’s president for as
long as I could remember. She had four kids of her own, all
still in Primary. Although petite, Sister Bush had a look that
put the fear of God into any young man or woman who
chanced to fall victim to it. And every year we had this Youth
Standards fireside which seemed to consist of Sister Bush
trying to scare the devil out of the youth—at least as far as sex
goes.

We older boys were sort of looking forward to what visual
aid Sister Bush would come up with this year. Last year, Sister
Bush had passed around a plate with sticks of gum for each of
us. Along with the virginal, still-wrapped sticks of gum were a
couple of lumps that had been chewed already. The message
was clearly that no one wanted “damaged goods” and we
needed to keep ourselves “pure” for marriage.

The year before that, Brother Bush had assisted by ham-
mering several ten-penny nails in a 15-inch-length of 2x6
board as Sister Bush read off a list of sins that she thought us
capable of committing. Then, as she talked about repentance,
Brother Bush had pulled the nails out one by one. At the con-
clusion of the presentation, the nails were all gone but the
board was still “damaged goods” that might be functional but
would still be less than desirable. Some of us had questions
about the theological correctness of these visual aids, but we

knew we’d never express those questions to Sister Bush for fear
of getting “the look.”

A S REQUIRED BY Church standards, we were
dressed in our Sunday best for the fireside, all ex-
cept Larry. He wore his leather jacket, faded blue

jeans, and running shoes. Larry hadn’t been to a Sunday
meeting in years and only showed up for dances and activi-
ties when the mood hit him. He was fiercely independent,
but at heart, he was a good kid, and all the rest of us kids
liked to have him around. The adults, on the other hand,
usually winced when they saw him.

Larry sat next to me. As people arrived, he whispered in my
ear about each of them. He would point out which girls he
thought were real “babes” or “foxes” and which ones had “po-
tential.” He wasn’t disrespectful, mind you. It was more like
appreciation of fine art or classical music. Some of the terms he
used for their, uh, “physical assets” made me realize Larry
knew more about sex than I had thought. As Sister Bush ar-
rived, Larry suddenly focused his attention on the front of the
room and exclaimed just under his breath, “Now that is one
fine-looking woman!” I had never thought of looking at Sister
Bush in a sexual way. I tried to imagine what he saw in her, but
I still saw a smallish, married woman who dressed okay but
was old enough to be my mom. Fine looking? I’d have to think
about that.

Sister Bush had heard Larry. She probably hadn’t heard
his actual words, but the tone of his voice and his stare
caught her attention, all right. That and the fact that he did
have a reputation with the adults. She returned the direct at-
tention, smiling pleasantly at our “guest.” Sister Bush always
liked to have a particular “target” for her teaching, and she
seemed to have just discovered her target for this evening.
Setting down the large pink box she was carrying, she
walked over to us and extended her hand towards Larry.
“My name is Sister Bush. We’re so glad to have you join us
this evening!”

Showing more gentlemanly manners than most Mormon
boys would, Larry rose to shake Sister Bush’s hand, and in the
process, came almost nose to nose with her. “Pleased to meet
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S U N S T O N E

you, ma’am. My name is Larry. I’m looking forward to your
presentation.” They appeared to be sizing each other up
just like boxers at the start of a match. Then Sister Bush
backed away with a cheery, “Well, please be seated.
We’ll be ready to start shortly.”

Having my attention di-
rected to Sister Bush by
Larry’s comments, I took a
closer look. She was
dressed as most Mormon
women were on Sunday,
in a flowery print dress
with plenty of ruffles
to emphasize her femi-
ninity. Her makeup
was almost invisible.
Her shoulder-length,
dark brown hair
shone with a healthy
luster. She did look
pretty good in an
“older woman” sort of
way.

Having spotted her
“target” for the evening,
Sister Bush was anxious now
to get the meeting started.
She asked Sarah Jones to lead
us in a rendition of “Do What Is
Right” while Sarah’s little sister
Nicole played the piano. Butch Laurent said the
opening prayer.

Smiling broadly, Sister Bush stood up in front of the
group. “I’d like to welcome you all here this evening, espe-
cially our special guest Larry. I’m sure you’re all anxious to
hear this evening’s presentation, but I’d like to do something
a little different this year.” Moving over to the table where
the pink box sat, Sister Bush opened the box and extracted a
beautiful, chocolate layer cake to the oohs and aahs of the
assembled group. Of course, teens always appreciate the
obligatory fireside refreshments, and this cake was getting
our juices going. While the kids continued to comment to
each other about this unusual development, Sister Bush cut
a large piece of cake and placed it on one of the plastic
serving plates she had brought along. Now she turned in
our direction and said, “Larry, would you like to have the
first piece?”

Larry stood up to accept the cake. Just before the plate
reached his hand though, Sister Bush wrapped her free
hand around the piece of cake and squeezed. There was an
audible gasp from several of the group as we saw that lus-
cious dessert instantly transformed into a gooey mess,
much of it now oozing between Sister Bush’s fingers. I
glanced at her face. The smile hadn’t changed a bit although
there seemed to be a twinkle of a challenge in her eyes as if
to say, “Okay, Larry, what do you think about ‘used goods’

now?” I was impressed. Sister Bush had outdone herself
this time.

But Larry surprised us all. He didn’t hesitate. Continuing
to move towards the plate, he took it from

Sister Bush with one hand while with
the other hand, he gently but

firmly grasped the wrist of
Sister Bush’s hand that was full

of cake. Sister Bush was
caught off guard, hesitating
just enough for Larry to
set the empty plate down
and, now with both
hands, raise Sister Bush’s

cake-filled hand to his
mouth. Slowly,

obviously sa-
voring the experi-
ence, Larry nib-

bled at the loose
cake crumbs around

Sister Bush’s fist. Then
he began to lick

around and between her
fingers, not pausing or

giving Sister Bush a chance
to pull back. Now he gently but

insistently opened each finger in
turn, nuzzling into the palm of her

hand, literally sucking up the rich chocolate.
The room was silent except for some heavy breathing and

Larry’s moans of enjoyment. Sister Bush herself seemed
barely able to breathe deeply enough, her breast rising and
falling before Larry’s eyes. Larry was holding her hand in the
perfect position to be able to look past to watch Sister Bush’s
breathing.

Now Larry was sensuously sucking Sister Bush’s fingers,
gently sucking each finger in turn, then licking the space be-
tween the fingers. Sister Bush’s breathing was becoming
shorter and more labored. Some of us were getting worried
that Sister Bush might faint. Others of us suspected that she
was experiencing another type of physiological stress. Larry
was now finishing by kissing Sister Bush’s wrist and inner arm
up to just past the crook of her elbow. At that point, his fore-
head was resting against Sister Bush’s heaving chest. Looking
up into her face, Larry brought his lips within inches of hers
then stood straight up and graciously helped her to her seat.
He leaned over and whispered in her ear, at which Sister Bush
shuddered noticeably and turned beet red.

I WAS JOLTED back to reality by Larry’s plopping down
beside me mumbling under his breath, “What a waste of
cake!” Sister Bush continued her predictably proper pre-

sentation while still wiping the chocolate cake off her hand
with a towelette. “I’ve got to control my imagination,” I told
myself. But still, what if, what if. . . .  
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