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CHAPTER 1
I have described my own sexual experiences as I remember them. My account may surprise some people. Many people believe that sexual enlightenment does not normally occur at a very young age. I can emphatically confirm that in my own case it did, and for that I consider myself lucky. Far from having any sense of having been abused, my own experiences fill me with nostalgia for times past.
I have made a point of trying to be as accurate as possible in telling my story, as well as in recalling my thoughts at the time and in hindsight. Most of my memories are extremely favorable and nostalgic. I certainly do not regard myself as having been sexually abused. On the contrary, when writing this book, I have trem-endously enjoyed reliving the pleasures of my early years.
The circumstances of my writing this book actually occurred as I relate except for writing the final chapter and editing, which I did at home. I have reported as accurately as possible the contributions from other members of our party. I can vouch for the truth of my own experiences, but not theirs. However, they ring true to me. I know the people quite well, and their stories fit with their personalities. Although their stories may seem far out to some readers, they do not go beyond what I have heard about elsewhere. It’s just that most people don’t talk about these things so openly ¾
which is what makes this book unusual. I hope you enjoy reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it!
It is hard to imagine a more erotic stimulus than to dream of making love in forbidden ways in a hot country. Little did I know that my dreams were to come true, so extravagantly and with so much pleasure.
As a hardworking and sensually over stimulated professional male working through a New York winter, I was finding that my fantasies were making it difficult to concentrate on my work. My mind was wandering, like a cloud. I was relentlessly dreaming of vacations and of creative love-making. My imagination was constantly igniting irrepressible and insatiable desires yearning to be gratified. Even with legs crossed to lessen the flow of blood, a full fledged erection was almost impossible to suppress. When this happens, I draw my upper lip behind my front teeth and tease it, as I would the tip of an erect female nipple, or the welcoming, wet and writhing warmth of an appreciative clitoris. My pre-coital juices ooze all too copiously. Even with the inner protection of two layers of cotton, tell tale dribbles seep through my suit. When I wear my light-gray pin-stripe, the obvious visibility of a wet stain is a problem. Walking around requires special handling. I have to carry magazines or papers, judiciously, to shield from view the evidence of my erotic fantasies.
For several weeks I lived through a time of immensely exaggerated sensual stimulation. I was looking with special eagerness and directness into the eyes of attractive women. To them I was transmitting the sexual energy of electro chemical reactions fizzing inside my head. I was bringing to life in my imagination what I envisioned behind the clothing that shielded every woman’s nakedness.
My imagination is the locomotive that drives my erotic thoughts. I find I am more stimulated when more is hidden. The inner eye of my imagination is more creative than the eye that sees reality. I am especially aroused when I see a woman who appears to be wearing neither bra nor panties, but who is otherwise dressed in conventional outer clothing. I am deeply moved by the suggestive-ness of the judiciously half-open top that shows the bra beneath, tantalizing, upholding, revealing and yet not revealing treasure.
My imagination can also take off when I think I am getting the point from a suggestive work of art, in any medium. Consider, for example, the frescoes on the ceiling of the Sistine Chapel at the Vatican in Rome, completed in 1512 and recently restored. Pope Julius II commissioned Michelangelo to paint scenes from the Bible. Naturally enough, one of the first scenes portrays Adam and Eve in the Garden of Eden. They are both completely naked. Eve is turning her head toward the serpent to take the apple, the forbidden fruit. So far, so good. Look closely, however, and you see that Eve is turning her head away from an ideal position for taking Adam’s penis in her mouth. The only think lacking from the otherwise obvious blow-job scene is that Michelangelo has refrained from giving Adam an erection. That would have been rather far out for the interior of a church, however libidinous the age when it was painted. It is enough to imagine Adam and Eve doing their oral sex in the heart of the Vatican, with the Pope’s blessing, and to savor Michelangelo’s scurrilous joke.
My lascivious speculations do not detract from my marvelous marriage. On the contrary, I find that all sexual stimulation enhances it. It makes me more responsive. It makes me want to fulfill to the maximum my wife’s sensual desires. Mandy’s mind and mine meet, and so do our sexual desires and attitudes. Mandy also speculates about the attractive men she sees, and she does not begrudge me my speculations. She simply wants us to be sexually honest with each other, which we are. We share, in general terms, the same interests in music, art and literature. My interest in music is more adventurous, while hers is more receptive to innovation in the graphic arts. I work as a financial journalist. Mandy runs the creative department of a small but successful advertising agency. Her creativity draws and keeps a loyal clientele because her entertaining ads also sell the clients’ goods and services. We both play squash at about the same level. In winter we keep fit by playing two or three evenings each week, and sometimes on the weekend.
Mandy is about two inches shorter than me, at five feet eight inches. She has reddish wavy brown hair down to the shoulders. Her complexion is fairer than mine, possibly a result of ancient Viking ancestry that so often combines red hair and fair skin. I am darker, perhaps more Celtic or Iberian, and my hair, always trimmed each week to a discreet executive length that is noticeably longer than West Point, is almost black. I don’t think of myself as particularly attractive or unattractive. I’m fit and trim and I don’t have any obvious defects. Nor do I have the photogenic appearance that would put me naturally into show business or politics.
Apart from the meshing of our personalities, I have an insatiable physical adoration for Mandy. Her body, for me, is as near perfection as is achievable. Although a wide spectrum of physical attributes appeals to me sexually, I love Mandy’s relatively small breasts.. She always says she would like them to be bigger. However, I adore the fact that she has no need for a bra, and practically never wears one. She also has a tight and compact vagina, almost like a young girl’s.
I have had an active sex life, now happily but not restrictively constrained by marriage. I look back with nostalgia at my experiences. I love almost all sex with almost all women. Physical appearance is extremely important to me, but so is a woman’s personality, and in many ways even more so. A powerful personality can make up for much in the physical department, and so can sexual skills, as long as I don’t have to cope with obesity. Like most men, I have dreams of an ideal woman’s body. However, I am adult enough to know the difference between dreams and reality. I have a strong predilection for small breasts that are tight and firm and make me think of a young girl just passing into puberty. I am absolutely not a heavy duty breast person who goes for watermelons. I feel much the same about a woman’s legs and thighs. I like well-made, slim legs, and I like a neat and compact vagina. Some women have flabby and extended labia. These are not positive features, although they do not disgust me either. I have to confess that smallness, slimness and youth-fulness are all an immensely positive come-on. Mandy holds, in the physical department as well as with her mind, a royal flush.
I sometimes wonder whether, as I shall relate in due course, my preferences come from wonderful experiences in early childhood with prepubescent girls and boys.
Mandy and I are 36 and 32 respectively, and we have no children. It is hard to envision how we might adjust to that aspect of domesticity. Maybe we are self centered and even selfish. Between ourselves we are totally committed, supportive and unselfish. Particularly in our love life, everything is open for discussion¾or at least, I think it is. Although we have pretty much established our routines, we sometimes fantasize about being more daring again. When we married, we stopped wandering from one partner to another.
During the past month I included Mandy in my fantasies. Although I dream and fantasize about others, Many never ceases to be the love of my life, emotionally, intellectually and sexually. We were planning to take a break and were weighing the choice between skiing in Vail and a more relaxed and possibly more sensual trip to tropical heat.
My accentuated sexual arousal developed a new head of steam when we went to dinner at the home of a couple who had been casual friends for a long time. Howard is a stockbroker and Rachel works in the personnel department of a bank. We didn’t come together often, although I sometimes thought the chemistry might work for a closer personal friendship between the four of us. Mandy and I are transplants from our respective upper middle class English backgrounds, and we are now rooted in New York, well adjusted, acclimatized and Americanized. Howard and Rachel are our US counterparts. They both come from established old money. Howard comes from Boston, Rachel from Philadelphia, and we are about the same age. The primary difference, apart form our respective countries of origin and our careers, is that Howard is fair and Rachel dark. Rachel has the most incredibly large and shining bedroom eyes, which at dinner she used equally on her husband, on me and also on Mandy.
There was something uncanny about that look, especially in the way she looked at Mandy¾also, I noticed, in the way that Mandy looked back at her.
As we were coming to the end of dinner, Howard brought out a bottle of vintage port as a special treat for Mandy and me, perceived as we were by him as the repositories of the best of English taste for the fine things of life. As the bottle was passing around clockwise for the second time, the conversation shifted to Mandy’s and my tentative plans for taking a vacation.
At once Rachel almost blurted out, “Oh, I’d adore to go back to Puerto Vallarta. We had such a wonderful time there, didn’t we, darling? Maybe we should all get away together”
“Oh, we went there about four years ago.” said Mandy. “When did you go?”
“Didn’t you love it? We were there three years ago.” said Rachel eagerly, asking a succession of questions without waiting for answers. “Where did you stay? Howard, don’t you think we can get away too?”
So it turned out that we had all been to Puerto Vallarta. And we all wanted to go back. Together.
Perhaps I overstate it when I say that we all wanted to go on vacation together. The potentially developing friendship between ourselves and the Sandersons was one thing. Going on vacation with them or anyone else was another, particularly for as long as two weeks. It was not as if we were close friends, because we were not. In any case, Mandy and I like to keep space around us. We like our privacy on vacation. We are wary of disruption of our lives by outsiders. What happens with Howard and Mandy if we find that we don’t like each other? Or if we just want to do different things? What happens if one couple wants to go to bed early, the other late? If one couple wants to lie on the beach, and the other to go exploring inland? In theory the threat of conflicts might be man-ageable if we had separate living quarters, ideally some distance apart. What will theory make of reality? On the other hand I know that Mandy’s and my insularity is almost too much of a good thing. It keeps us from making the kind of closer friendships that we both want. In sum, we were torn with a desire to have it both ways, developing friendships but maintaining our space around us.
Something about Rachel’s spontaneity relaxed me and made me feel that the idea of us all vacationing together might have possibilities. We might all play tennis together and have fun going on picnics and sightseeing, perhaps inland. We seem to be compatible people. It makes a lot of sense for us to go with people we like to a place that we all know and like. I just hope that it may be possible to disconnect from the relationship if it isn’t working for Mandy and me.
The long and short of it is that we arranged to go on vacation together to Puerto Vallarta. There were just a couple of small wrinkles when we came to make our plans. The best available deal was for us all to share a luxury two bedroom apartment in a complex right on the beach. So it might be difficult to draw apart if the need arises. Another minor wrinkle is that Mandy and I were to travel south on Friday afternoon, while Howard and Rachel could travel only on the Sunday. Howard had some urgent business to complete before leaving, and couldn’t get away on Friday. A client was coming in from Los Angeles, and Howard had to take him out to dinner after the papers were signed at the lawyer’s on Friday the afternoon. Then they couldn’t get tickets for a flight until Sunday morning.
The 85-degree heat warmed the flesh through to the bone and relaxed tense muscles. Uniformed staff were slowly but purpose-fully going about their business, from time to time wheeling from staircase to staircase their carts laden with clean sheets and towels. Coconut palms shaded groomed lawns, green from extravagant watering. Bright bougainvillea, red, mauve, yellow, and white blossomed in groves throughout the complex of courtyards and vistas. Along the east side and next to the street was a line of about a dozen tennis courts where just two were in use in the heat of the mid-afternoon. The regular thud of ball against racquet indicated the steady rhythm of accomplished players. Here were Mandy and I, in paradise at last, waiting in the open reception lobby for the assignment of our accommodation.
We prepared in the plane for the sudden onslaught of tropical heat that contrasted so dramatically with the cold and slush in New York. In the plane we took off our jackets and sweaters and packed them away. My pale body now sported a red T shirt and long beige trousers. Mandy had shed her light ski jacket and let down the hair that was normally, if rather severely, bunched together for business and travel. A flowered blouse now hung loose over the waistband of long white pants.
I sensed that Mandy was as overflowing as I was with newly charged sexual energy. She said nothing specific but she didn’t have to. I could tell from her glances over my body, and particularly toward my crotch, that she was as hungry for love as I was. Her eyes, looking straight into mine, conveyed the sensual message that would have been unmistakable even without the smirk on her lips. I stopped for a moment and leaned toward her, raising my hand to pull her hair away from her face. Our lips met. We both stretched out our tongues slightly and rhythmically toward each other.
Mandy’s blouse was tight enough to show that she wasn’t wearing a bra. Her nipples were standing erect, holding the cotton slightly, but to me noticeably, out from where it would normally hang were she not aroused. The blouse was partly unbuttoned so that a well directed sideways glance allowed me to see most of her breasts, and almost to her nipples.
Mandy finds that the practicality of traveling from one extreme climate to another requires her to wear long pants for protection against the cold. At most other times she likes to wear a dress. We both find it much more convenient, and much more fun, to be able to lift the hem of a skirt. We both love to let my fingers wander into the forest of the mons veneris, as the classicists called it or as Mandy and I call it, the Mount of Venus. I could see that Mandy had shed the panties that were evident when we boarded the plane in New York. There was no longer the tell tale line from the seam of her panties between the flesh of her bottom and her outer pants. For no particular reason, I began think about the business of underwear. In the olden days, no one ever wore underwear. The rich started wearing underwear during the sixteenth century when they found that fine clothes needed protection from bodily emissions. Before then no one bothered. In fact until recent times most people didn’t bother¾only the rich. Of course, the absence of underwear, particularly on women, allows much easier access to interesting places.
Isabella it was, we now learned, who was checking in the couple ahead of us. I could hardly wait until our turn came. The sexual energy passing between Mandy and me was generating, when combined with the wonderful heat of the climate, an inferno of erotic desire. At last our turn came.
“You must be the Newhouses! Welcome to Puerto Vallarta! We all hope you’ll enjoy your stay with us.”
“Yes, that’s us,” I replied. “But how did you know our names?”
“Oh, we don’t have a big changeover on Fridays and you’re the last people checking in today.”
“Yes, we’re two today. Two more of us are arriving on Sunday. The Sandersons.”
A slight pause followed. “Two more of you?”
“Yes, that’s right. We booked about a month ago.”
“Oh dear. Now let me see. You mean there are really four of you. You’re supposed to have a two bedroom apartment overlooking the sea.”
“Yes, that’s right.”
“Well, what I’m going to do right now is to book you into the penthouse on Staircase Number 1. Then I’ll see what I can do tomorrow. It’s one of the best units we have. It’s only a single bedroom. But there’s a big fold up hide-a-bed in the living room. Anyway, you see what you think. You can all stay in the penthouse if you like. And I’ll see if anything else is going to be available from Sunday.”
With that, she handed us the keys to our penthouse and called for the porter to carry our bags.
We followed Pedro, wheeling our bags along beside us, to the far side of the complex. At the bottom of staircase we could see the Pacific Ocean across the sandy and quite uncrowded beach. At the top of three flights of stairs we arrived at a single door ahead, unlike the landings on the lower levels where there were two doorways, one on either side for the separate units. The third floor is smaller than the lower ones, and the penthouse has an air of aloofness and privacy. On entering, we also found that it has recently been redecorated. It is as luxurious as a penthouse should be. The living room is large and separated by a low wall from the kitchen, which is on a slightly higher level, A small passageway separates the bedroom and washroom from the living room so you have to be directly in line to see from one room to the other. This feature seems to allow for a modicum of privacy when both rooms are used for sleeping. Mandy and I think we could somehow handle all of us living in the penthouse if nothing is available to accommodate ourselves and the Sandersons more privately.
In the meantime, we fell into each other’s arms as soon as Pedro left.
We brought our lips together. This time we felt no inhibitions about opening our lips wide, to allow for a more lascivious meeting of tongues than was possible while waiting to check in. Mandy pushed her tongue under my lips and moved it around in a circular motion, almost tickling the skin of my tongue when the two tongues met. Then I tipped my head sideways so I could move my own tongue up and down across Mandy’s lips, achieving a longer reach than was possible in a more vertical position. We pulled our bodies close together and Mandy reached her right hand down to unfasten my zipper.
In a moment, however, she stopped.
“Let’s at least go and look at the sea,” she said, pulling me by the hand toward the large verandah.
Almost as big as the entire penthouses suite inside, there were pots of red bougainvillea on both sides, a wooden table with four chairs off to one side and four white plastic lawn chairs. Looking over the peach-painted stucco wall, we could see the ocean through palm trees between us and the beach. We could also see that we had a view down to the verandahs of the units below. But no one could look down on us. We were visible only if we were looking out over the wall of our verandah and someone happened to be looking up.
Mandy pulled back from the wall of the verandah to avoid being seen by anyone who chanced to look up and toward us. She let go of my hand and undid the buttons to take off her blouse.
“Isn’t this exciting?” she said, kissing me again on the lips, lightly and teasingly.
Then Mandy drew away from me again. Now she took off her white pants to stand naked before me. Saying not a word, she lifted the hem of my red T shirt and pulled it up over my head and off me, dropping it on the table alongside her blouse and pants. Finally Mandy undid my belt, pulled the zipper down and lowered my pants and briefs to the floor.
When we were both completely naked, with our embarrassingly pallid bodies exposed to the still-strong mid-afternoon sun, Mandy resumed her tongue teasing routine. Then she pulled me toward the table and chairs, leading me gently by the hand now attached to my hard, erect and explosively loaded cock.
“Get up on the table,” she said.
I looked at her quizzically.
“Do as I say. I’ve been waiting for hours and hours, for days and days, for weeks and weeks for this moment.”
The table was strong and no doubt would carry me. So I climbed onto it, sheepishly. Mandy now pulled my cock toward her face and started teasing it, as she had my lips and tongue when kissing. She started with a small affectionate peck of a kiss. Taking her fingers to my foreskin, she now peeled it back so she could then bring the tip of her tongue around the glans, the entire head of my cock, working me slowly, slowly toward a frenzy of throbbing ecstasy. Then she worked her tongue slowly up and down my cock, stopping to lick off the pre-coital juices oozing from me. She licked and swallowed with obvious enjoyment. Then she took my cock deep into her mouth and squeezed her tongue and the inside of her cheeks against it as hard as she could.
Anyone hearing my squeals of delight would have known at once that I was in flagrante delicto, in the throes of erotic ecstasy.
“Now it’s my turn,” I said after half an hour of Mandy sucking me and exciting me, teasing me to the limit with passion and tenderness. We always had many fantastic times but the com-bination of what we were now doing and this wonderful environment seemed to surpass anything we ever did before. But I was dying to get my share¾on balance, I think I get even more pleasure from giving than from receiving the pleasures or oral stimulation.
Getting down from the table, I led Mandy to the immense bed in the bedroom. It must have been eight feet by eight feet, an emperor sized bed for imperial love making. We each went to one side of the bed to pull back the covers. Then we came together again for more passionate tongue kissing. I started working my tongue up and down, with obvious sensuality, indicating my eventual intention to work down her lovely body. I delayed the downward progress, however, until I sensed that Mandy would be able to bear my teasing not a moment longer.
At last I pulled Mandy down on the bed and I moved to take in my mouth her left nipple. As Mandy had teased my cock, so I teased with my tongue her breast, moving it around, then taking the nipple into my mouth, and sucking it. While I was doing this, I moved my hand down between her legs, to her wonderful Mount of Venus. On arriving there, Mandy opened her legs to receive my fingers inside her. The wetness of her anticipation was now almost a torrent. I pulled my fingers out and brought them up to my mouth to taste her delectable juices¾I adore women’s love juices, and there is something particularly special about Mandy’s.
Then I moved my face down over her stomach and teased my tongue around her thighs and her Forest of Ardor, as we call the vegetation on the Mount. I was setting her up with anticipation for my taking into my mouth her labia and clitoris. Now at last, came the big moment for both of us, and most especially for me! I moved my tongue to the underside of her clitoris, and then moved it around in circles as I had done with her nipple. I started lapping and drinking her wonderful musky juices. Oh, what joy! Oh, what rapture! I lapped and I lapped, and I sucked and I sucked. I pushed my tongue as far inside as I could. Then I moved to that wonderfully sensitive area underneath where the flesh comes together again. For me and for Mandy too it is enough to stop there, but my tongue on that spot brings her to the pinnacle of excitement and pleasure. In her own inimitable way, Mandy pro-ceeded from one small orgasm to another, groaning and squealing with pleasure whenever it happened. She could go on like this for hours, ideally ending with one huge climax to round off our love-making.
After a time, my cock recovered from the workout by Mandy’s mouth when we were outside on the verandah. We moved to take each other in the mouth, in the 69 position. This we almost always do when making love, and we do it in different positions on different occasions. Sometimes Mandy goes on top and sometimes I do. We often find that the maximum pleasure for both of us for prolonged love-making is when we both lie on our sides. Although we can move more when one is on top of the other, on our sides we can do it more slowly, and make it last longer.
“Would you like to come?” asked Mandy quietly.
“Would you like me to come?”
“I want to take you in my mouth,” she said. “Right now. I’m going to come again too.”
When Mandy makes me come in her mouth, she never stops half way. She takes it all. I stop holding back. I let her suck on me full bore. This time, in our 69 position, I was working her up to a frenzy too, with my mouth on her cunt. We were both heaving in unison, backwards and forwards, and Mandy dug her nails in under my balls. All the while we were groaning and moaning like a couple of the wildest rutting deer. At last we both reached a climax together. I came, with great gobs convulsing out of my cock and into Mandy’s mouth. She sucked and swallowed as hard as she could. At the same time, she thrust her cunt at my mouth with similarly wild convulsions, pressing her sacred places hard against my teeth. Then she pulled her head away from me, as my cock went slowly limp. She pulled her legs together, her loins now at last satisfied and ready to relax from the joys of working so hard against my hungry mouth.
I have always found it wonderful the way that Mandy makes me come in her mouth. I have never known anyone else take so much pleasure in doing it. I have met some women who will not do it at all. Some do it only so grudgingly that there is obviously no pleasure in it for my partner, and little for me. Mandy, though, is totally uninhibited. She loves everything about sex, and especially she loves bringing me to my moment of glory. She says she loves to swallow all the acidic emission I can deliver, both for itself and for enjoying the pleasure she gives me from doing it. She simply sucks and sucks and swallows and swallows as if to savor the last emission I could ever deliver.
After our love making we turned around and kissed each other again on the mouth, gently affectionately, Mandy still with the sea-watery flavor of my semen in her mouth. Sometimes she saves a little to give back to me. This time she insisted on swallowing all of it for her own satisfaction, knowing that I don’t really like it. Mandy says she loves it because within it there is mystery as well as mutual pleasure. Our sexual bonding was, as always, total. We now dozed off into sleep induced by fulfillment as complete as is possible for any two people in love.
On waking later, we went out for our first Mexican dinner, to be followed by an early night of more love making and of unwinding from the stresses of New York. The question hung over our heads, however. How will Howard and Rachel fit into our lives? Will they be sharing our wonderful penthouse? How shall we handle our noisy love-making?
CHAPTER 2
As a writer, I sometimes find myself agreeing with England’s nineteenth century Prime Minister Benjamin Disraeli. When I want to read a good book, I write one! I find a certain logic in the idea that a book that I want to write is one that I want to read. I intend to make writing this book a vacation project, as Ian Fleming did when writing the James Bond books¾he wrote one a year during his summer vacations on the north coast of Jamaica.
I have long been considering the idea of writing the story of my early sexual career. It will cover some material that goes beyond the bounds of what is generally available. So be it. My sexual career goes beyond what many people have done. I cannot be the judge of its literary merit but I have hopes for its entertainment value. In any case, I have a story to tell that has value on several levels. I want to keep the story moving so as to maintain my own interest and to keep any readers in my audience turning the pages. I do not envision writing anything as long as the immense and Casanova’s now rather dull Memoirs. Nor do I foresee writing anything so personal and identifiable as the wonderful book by the renowned literary figure at the turn of the twentieth century, Frank Harris. His book My Life and Loves is a masterpiece, although by comparison with today his love-life was rather tame. There is, of course, a long tradition of literary pornography from the nineteenth century and earlier, although very little of it now reads well.
The time has come to combine the tradition of ancient erotic literature with content covering sexual exploits generally swept under the carpet today.
On arising the first morning from the imperial bed, I have decided, with Mandy’s agreement, to set aside time between breakfast and lunch to proceed with writing My Sexual Career, as the book is initially called. The title is a kind of take-off on the title for the hilarious short story by Stephen Leacock, My Financial Career. The format will also include a diary of our experiences on vacation. I shall write a chapter about my early sex life and, depending on how things progress, the next one may be about our current sex lives. I order to keep things rolling along, I shall read to Mandy each chapter as I write it, and then see what develops in the way of feedback. I may write chapters about her experiences, or those of her friends or acquaintances.
How the Sandersons will fit into this plan remains to be seen.
Before starting my story, I shall digress for a couple of pages or so to write up some of my thoughts about sexuality. They are out of the mainstream compared with generally prevailing popular and academic thinking in our society, the so-called wisdom that takes sanctimonious pride in political correctness. I think my views are common sense. However, the problem with common sense is that it is a misnomer¾real sense is actually quite uncommon. My views certainly do not conform to the rigid standards of political correctness¾that expression of our times which embraces so much moronic, ignorant and incompetently reasoned opinion.
In recent times there has always seemed to be kind of double think about sexuality. There is a pretense that children have little or no sexuality, at least until puberty. Then hormones rage that must be suppressed. At the magic age of eighteen everyone is to be liberated and free to indulge in the most wonderful sexual practices to be seen on videos now freely available at rental stores throughout the western democracies.
The last thing in the world that I would want to do is write an endorsement of sexual practices now judged totally unacceptable in a supposedly civilized modern society. It is, however, appropriate to draw attention to the fact that much of the virulence about alleged sexual exploitation is based on hypocrisy and ignorance. It simply does not relate to the real world of sexuality.
As I see it, there are three essential criteria when attempting to set moral, ethical and legal standards in our society. Do both parties consent? Equally important: Are both parties reasonably in a position to give consent? Most important of all: Is anyone hurt by what happens?
When young people are involved in sex among themselves, I have no problem for them, as I did not in my own early years. I have a problem only when there is unfair enticement or pressure. Some people say categorically that there should be no sex involving children at any time and under any circumstances. This uniformed opinion simply doesn’t fit the facts. It overlooks the reality that sexual interest starts in infancy.
The worst of all taboos according to current thinking are incest and pedophilia. Most people nowadays abhor these practices, especially when they occur together. Even these taboos, however, deserve to be put into a context that recognizes the need for balance between sexual urges, the rights of the individual and the real needs of society. The place to look for this balance is in the historical context of human experience over the centuries. At one extreme, there is evidence that mating between brother and sister occurred within the royal family of ancient Egypt. Also, marriage between first cousins has been generally accepted throughout the ages, and the Hapsburg rulers of Austria and Spain were constantly interbreeding. The practical reason for not mating close family members of any species in the animal kingdom is generally sound¾it tends to concentrate bad genes more that it does good ones. For example, the deformities of the painter Henri de Toulouse Lautrec may be attributable to the fact that his parents were first cousins. It was a characteristic of the Hapsburgs that their chins became longer and longer, so that they had difficulty in eating. You can see this deformity in their portraits.
Within families growing up in very confined housing, sexual exploitation by siblings occurs frequently, and sometimes with pregnancy resulting. This exploitation is regrettable and also abhorrent. But it is naive to suppose that it doesn’t happen. With so much improvement in the standard of housing in developed countries, this occurs less now than it used to but this aspect of inadequate housing remains a huge problem in much of the world..
Most people regard pedophilia as the most abhorrent of crimes. The key issue, it occurs to me, is not whether it happens at all but to what extent it occurs with consent. Some people argue that a child cannot give consent. This is a generally reasonable proposition in principle, yet one that fails to consider where the boundaries are, and how rigid they should be. In the heyday of the ancient Greek and Roman empires homosexual relationships that would today put men in jail were considered normal. It was acceptable for men, especially for younger unmarried men, to adopt younger boys as sexual partners. The difference that appears to have made these relationships acceptable in that society was, apparently, that the older man had a positive contribution to make to the boy, as teacher and mentor. These relationships are neither acceptable nor appr-opriate in modern times, but it is worth knowing how they were once regarded. In recent years there has been much hysteria, often fully justified, about sexual abuse by adults in certain boarding schools in the developed world. This hysteria has led to revulsion quite at the opposite end of the spectrum compared with what was once regarded as normal.
In the naively imagined golden age of medieval romantic poetry, sexual activity then considered normal and natural would be considered way out of sight in modern western society. In earlier times, marriage of young people at around the time of puberty, and even sometimes before, was quite usual. In many societies it was not only considered desirable but also necessary to grasp the opportunity for early breeding when overall life expectations were so short. With many lives ending by the age of forty or earlier, it was obviously desirable to arrange for heirs old enough to pick up threads of the family lineage on the demise of the previous generation. It was usual for royal and noble families to bring together their young even before puberty, and children often followed soon after they were able to make it happen. These were arranged marriages of convenience, not of the courtly love of the balladeer. Sometimes, too, marriages were arranged between children and a significantly older spouse, and not merely between young people of approximately the same age. No doubt there was emotional hardship in some of these cases, but that was simply a part of the harder life of those times that had to be accepted.
A typical early marriage in the Middle Ages was that of Catherine de’ Medici and Henry, second son of King Francis I of France. The marriage was arranged by Clement VII, Catherine’s distant cousin, with the ulterior motive of strengthening ties between the papacy and France. The pope himself accompanied Catherine to her wedding in Paris. Afterwards he stayed long enough to pay two visits to the bedchamber on consecutive nights. It was the custom of the time to make sure that the newly wedded fourteen-year-olds were indeed coupling. Later, Catherine was to be a major figure on the international political scene, and the virtual ruler of France for many years. She also had many children fathered by many lovers and, according to widespread conjecture at the time, none by her husband.
What a difference in attitudes compared with those of the current age! We pretend that girls can’t barter their sexuality until they are eighteen. I say barter because, of course, all consensual sex involves some kind of trade in rewards or performance.
In those days there was general sexual freedom even in the church, as we have noted in paintings at the Vatican. The licentious state of the medieval church is illustrated by a delightful quotation from a century before Michelangelo. When the anti-pope Benedict XIII left Avignon in the south of France in 1408, one of his cardinals commented on what they had found and what they were now leaving behind: “When we arrived in Avignon, there were but four bordellos within the city walls. By the time of our departure we reduced that number to one. But it extends from the north gate to the south gate, and from the east gate to the west gate!”
Today, by contrast, there is a pretense that all outward appearances, if not reality, must be pure as the new-fallen snow!
An interesting dilemma of our age is the conflict between a woman’s right to make herself attractive and alluring, which stands in conflict with the right to be free from harassment. Everyone wants to look attractive. But looking attractive for a woman means looking sexy. Looking sexy invites attention from the male of human species, just as it does in the animal kingdom. It’s part of the rituals of mating that are necessary for propagation of the next generation.
The middle ground is elusive. At one extreme, it is frankly unreasonable for a provocatively dressed young woman not to expect advances, even aggressive and explicit advances, if she insists on parading at night in places where predatory young males prowl. If you look like a prostitute and act like a prostitute and are to be found at the time and place frequented by prostitutes, then you must logically expect to be treated like a prostitute. On the other hand, a smartly dressed woman acting like a lady should be entitled to respect, although not so much respect as to inhibit all communication.
It is interesting to observe today the reaction of women in Moslem societies toward the restrictions placed on their lives, and notably the requirement to dress with a degree of modesty widely regarded as excessive. The reason has been forgotten for the introduction of such a strict dress code, and the severe limitations on women’s freedom to do things outside the immediate family environment. The purpose of these restrictions was not primarily to restrict the freedom of women, and to reduce them to the role of chattels, although this came to the practical effect of the restrictions. Mohammed had a wife in business and she led what would be considered by the western standards of today to be a normal, liberated life. The theory behind strict Moslem restrictions was that were intended to protect women from the animal predations of men in their society.
The key to determination of most rape cases in western society generally rests with the issue of consent. Consent and its opposite number, exploitation, are the elusive criteria for determining what kind of sexual relationships are acceptable, and which are not. There is a fundamental problem with trying to establish objective criteria for drawing the lines of demarcation. Is there, for example, consent to sex within a generally abusive marriage? On the other hand, is a spouse entitled to withhold what used to be called conjugal rights? The courts have held, and I think rightly, that extended withdrawal of sex within marriage is a form of desertion. Therefore it constitutes grounds for divorce. Implicit in the marriage agreement is the understanding that there will be mutual satisfaction of sexual desires or, to put it more strongly, sexual needs. Some people, of course, might argue that there is no such thing as sexual need, but only desire, however strong. In the final analysis one can survive without having sex with a partner. Therefore, it is not, like food, a need.
Consent can function on several levels. A prostitute might wish to engage in the trade for money, for the pleasure of sex, for power or for any combination of these and other reasons. A prostitute might be in an overall economic or social situation that is exploitative, but which can be alleviated by selling sex. Faced with the choice between selling sex and not eating, few would prefer not to eat. When selling her body, does she consent?
My own personal experience is the opposite of what is suggested by much of the academic literature, and by much of what passes for prevailing wisdom. My experience is that many prostitutes enjoy what they do. I can’t see how many of my own experiences with prostitutes could have involved faking. For my part, I have always tried to show respect to all partners, even paid partners, when having sex. A major part of my own pleasure comes from giving pleasure to sexual partners.
It is likely that many women who sell themselves for money with which to buy drugs do not enjoy what they do. I have seldom found it difficult to tell identify drug junkies and deadbeats, and have generally avoided them successfully. The general appearance of a woman soliciting for sex almost always reveals to me her desirability. Drug addicts almost invariably look sloppy, and often they have watery eyes. All in all, I can generally tell by looking whether a woman is selling her body only for the next fix, or whether she is doing it, at least in part, for pleasure as well as the money.
In recent years, with the risk of AIDS and ever more prevalent sexually transmitted diseases, and before I met Mandy, I occasionally went out with hookers. I restricted my contact to having them give me a blow job. This is definitely an unsafe practice for the doer. However, I never engaged in sex likely to give me diseases to pass on. In times of pressing need, I would pick a lady of pleasure and take her to quiet spot, if we didn’t have a place to go indoors. I regard it as anti-social not to get well away from where people might see you, and especially where children might see you. It is also anti-social to violate people’s private property, or to leave litter, especially condoms and evidence of having sex. After finding a place for sex with a hooker, we both got on the back seat of the car. I take off my trousers and opened my legs apart. Then I had the woman suck me off and bring me to ejaculation. It may not be pretty or romantic, but it served the purpose a heck of a lot better than masturbation.
An important contribution to the corpus of literature on the subject of prostitution is the wonderful book by Xaviera Hollander, The Happy Hooker. This book shows the upbeat side of prostitution as it exists to an extent far greater than is generally believed. The book portrays women making a lot of money by doing what they liked to do. What more could anyone want? How much more could the famous mistresses of history want? Was Lady Hamilton really exploited and demeaned by Admiral Lord Nelson? Was Nell Gwynne exploited? Or hundreds of others whose names have come down to us through history as the great lovers and courtesans of their time? I don’t think so. When it gets right down to it, what’s the difference between the sexual appetite of a Cleopatra or a Catherine the Great of Russia, and anyone selling sexual favors for money?
As I said at the start of this digression, the important consid-erations are consent and whether anyone gets hurt.
I grew up as an only child on a farm in the south of England. Life was bliss, like living in a Garden of Eden. Despite the after effects of the Second World War and general austerity that continued for several years, we always had money enough for everything we wanted. We had two cars, new farm machinery and several riding horses, including a pony for me.
By the standards of today, life was relatively primitive. There was no washing machine, let alone a dryer. However, money was always plentiful enough to pay someone to wash the laundry, hang it outside to dry and then to iron the cotton and linen pieces, of which at that time there were many. We did not have a television until many years later. Even the radio was rather special, requiring batteries that needed charging, and which seemed always to be flat when most needed. Our home grown electricity came from batteries charged when the milking machine ran, and was DC (direct current) for which few appliances were available. One thing most people would nowadays think remarkable was that we did not have a refrigerator. However, the larder was cool enough for a refrigerator not to be essential, even in summer.
From the vantage point of some years later, I have memories of the house being bitterly cold in winter, since we had no central heating. Winter heating worked on the principle that large open fires should warm the people, not the entire house. When it was very cold, we set up a standing oil heaters in the bedrooms at night, but they were regarded as a treat, for use only in extreme circum-stances.
We lived in a big long thatched farmhouse that was large enough to accommodate, in addition to the family, several employees and a several visitors. There were also farm cottages where our employees lived. The distribution of accommodation tended to depend on the composition of the staff, which varied from time to time. Sometimes we had a general herdsman who lived with his wife in one of the cottages, and the wife worked in the house. Sometimes we had students from an agricultural college staying in the house, or family members for the summer holidays. One way and another, the population of our household was quite fluid but there was always room for everyone.
When I was about six years old, we had a farm laborer who came each day to the farm with his son Tom who was about my age. We used to go exploring around the hedgerows of nearby fields, looking for birds’ nests and wildlife. When it was wet, as it so often seemed to be, we found somewhere to play in one of the farm buildings which, with the main house, formed a square around the farmyard. One rainy day we climbed the ladder to the haylofts above the cowshed. There were bales of hay stacked up in the farther two thirds of the loft. Like thousands of small boys before and since, we decided to build ourselves a private hideaway.
Moving the rectangular bales was quite a job for two small boys but we managed to pull some away from the stack and out into the clear area near the top of the ladder. These we then piled up so as to make a small room behind, perhaps eight feet square, with the wall of the building, including a window, serving as one wall for our den. Then we set up some bales as seats and tables for anything we might want to bring in. The overall effect was such that anyone casually climbing the ladder would simply think that the loft was relatively full of bales of hay, rather than the one third empty that it really was. We had the bales stacked overlapping, the way bricks are laid. This made it possible to use one of the bottom ones on the floor as a secret entrance, by carefully pulling in and out that one bale.
Once the fort was built, we decided to celebrate with a feast. This involved the risk that foraging for supplies might make it known what we were up to and, worse, where we were. You can’t have a secret fort if it’s not secret. In the event, it turned out to be a simple matter to follow Tom’s suggestion to raid the larder for a tin of baked beans, and to bring an opener and a couple of small spoons. We used to get our groceries delivered once a week and to maintain quite large supplies of everything like soups and baked beans, a standby favorite. So it was unlikely anything would be missed. I just had to avoid being seen taking things for the feast.
Upon my return, I found that Tom had been busy. He had been across to the barn and came back with some smooth sacks and a tarpaulin used for covering the oat bruiser. These he spread out on top of bales, to make a convenient and comfortable seat as well as a picnic table. We sat down and dug into our feast in the comfort of our new surroundings. Once into the business of spooning out the baked beans, Tom started talking about the mating procedures for animals. As a matter of course, a child on a farm sees dogs and cats mating, and cows put to the bull. Even by the age of six we had a formula for me to be useful and to make some pocket money. Each time I saw a cow mounting another one, I was to report which one was on heat, the one that was mounted being the important one to identify. Each successful sighting earned the grand sum of three-pence, which was quite a lot of money in those days for a six year old, when several of them were saved up. In those days it cost about sixpence to buy a loaf of bread and ten pence bought a full pint of beer in the pub.
As the discussion progressed and eating of beans came to an end, Tom unbuttoned his short pants, that being in the time before zippers.
“Do you like it?” He asked as he pulled out his cock.
“Well, it’s about the same as mine,” I said, except that it wasn’t quite the same as mine. His was circumcised and mine wasn’t.
Also, his cock was quite stiff and mine was only sometimes like that. Until then I had not so far paid attention to my erections and my sexuality. Tom explained that there were two kinds of cock. His cut one was a roundhead and my uncut one was a cavalier. This had its own Freudian significance some time later when history studies led to the English Civil War and the conflict between the cavaliers (long haired royalists) and the roundheads (short cut parliamentarians).
Tom then pulled off his short pants and briefs and leaned back on the bench covered with the smooth sacks and tarpaulin that he had set up.
“What I want you do is to kneel down in front of me and lick me,” he said.
I was really shy and unwilling at first. It seemed to me that cows licking each other’s cunts didn’t pay much attention to whether there was shit dribbling down over them. It all seemed a thoroughly disgusting procedure to me. Why, you could be poisoned, I imagined. In any case shit was so totally disgusting, and cocks and cunts couldn’t be any better because they were so close to where shit came from. Then Tom said I should remember how male dogs always clean their cocks by licking, and that was good, not dirty. He was clean and I should like it.
Still with some doubts, I went down on my knees and took his small hard cock in my mouth and sucked on it the way you suck on a nipple. Of course, I had no memories of sucking on Mother’s nipples, if I ever did, but I got the idea pretty fast. At first there was a slightly musky, slightly sweet taste and I really quite liked it. Tom’s balls were all tight in its little sack, and his cock must have been the size of a small finger. I must have sucked on him for a good half hour. I was delighted to see how much he was enjoying it because I was enjoying it too. It was a new discovery of an un-known, possibly forbidden territory, and tremendously exhil-arating. I felt myself trembling all over with excitement.
After a time, Tom had me take off all my clothes except for my socks and he laid me down on my back on the covered bench made of bales of hay and covered with the tarpaulin. Then he sucked on me for another half hour or so. At first I was really ticklish and didn’t want to let him near me. Then I settled down and got used to it. Somehow the entire afternoon must have passed with our taking turns going down on our knees and sucking each other.
Eventually, there was a yell in the yard for Tom and me, “Bob! Tom! Where are you?”
Presumably it was time for Tom to go home.
We dressed as fast as possible, opened up the secret doorway and scurried down the ladder to the ground below. Looking out and seeing no one around, we ran across to the barn. When yells for us started again, we came out of the barn nonchalantly, without giving away where we had been, let alone what we had been doing.
CHAPTER 3
For the first day or two of a vacation Mandy and I generally like to take things slowly. If you’ve been working any length of time under extreme pressure, the saying is all too true for me that you need a holiday in order to be able to enjoy a holiday. Going from total stress to any kind of organized routine of seeing sights or planning activities can merely be an exercise in turning a vacation into another job. Besides, when newly arrived in the tropics from winter in New York, there is a risk of getting too much sun too quickly, regardless of how carefully you take precautions.
For me writing a book is only marginally more demanding than reading a good one. If it’s going well, then it provides its own motivation that makes it quite different from putting together newspaper articles about business and finance.
So here I am in the early afternoon. I have made an extremely good start on the writing project, with my first two chapters under my belt. I don’t say that I expect to write an entire book in the couple of weeks, which is what Danielle Steel is reputed to require for putting a long novel down on paper. However, things look good. It could happen if I keep going steadily, because I write almost as fast as I think. I am feeling good about myself, about Mandy, about the project and about everything to do with being in Puerto Vallarta.
There were two matters of business to attend to, however.
First, we had to go and see Isabella to inquire on her progress with accommodation. We really wanted some separation between ourselves and the Sandersons. The second bit of business was to pick up our rental Jeep. Mandy and I always insist on being mobile on vacation. There’s no sense in being cooped up on just one stretch of beach and staying around the area within walking distance. Busses are all right up to a point but they don’t get you off the beaten track, which is where we like to go.
At the office, Isabella was all over us like a rash, full of greetings and salutations, smiles and bonhomie. However, the news about accommodation was mixed. We could all move down to another two bedroom apartment at ground level. It looks out over an interior courtyard with palm trees and a swimming pool, rather than toward the sea. It’s very nice but it’s by no means super de luxe like the penthouse. Alternatively, we can stay where we are and have the Sandersons use the fold down bed in the living room. A third possibility is that if things don’t work out, there might be something else available next weekend. But there’s no guarantee. We told Isabella we’d let her know our decision later.
I have always had an ambivalent attitude toward my privacy and Mandy is much the same. On one hand, we are both closet exhibitionists. We adore, for example, making love in crazy places, at the risk of being discovered in flagrante delicto. On the other hand, we don’t like making fools of ourselves in public. We also like silence at the appropriate time. We don’t feel we always have to say something just because there’s dead air space. There’s a serious risk that the Sandersons might give us tired ears. We don’t need that just when the need is greatest to wind down from work stress, from the noise, incessant talking and phones ringing in my job as well as Mandy’s.
After completing my first two chapters, I was now all set to read them to Mandy, but it didn’t work out. I was planning to do it over brunch at the patio restaurant by the pool if we could find a secluded place out of earshot. Of course, I definitely did not want to read out loud something so embarrassingly erotic and personal if there was any risk of the wrong people hearing. Just talking about the project with Mandy got her all excited and seemed to get her hot with extra supercharged sexual energy. Love making on our arrival, as I have already related, was marvelous. Last night, after I told her about the project, was even better, if that’s possible.
It seems that Mandy has found a new sense of mischief. Maybe we’ll get some crazy experiences. I know we both want to find somewhere to bathe in the nude. Last night Mandy put on her super tease dress up trick. It drives me wild with excitement though it makes me tremble with fear of a disaster. We went out to dinner in the oh-so-smart five star restaurant in our complex. Mandy was wearing her teaser-number that barely comes down below her crotch. The challenge is to wear this wonderful crimson silk cocktail-dress-cum-lingerie party piece without wearing either bra or panties. Bending over should lead to showing black or matching crimson panties¾the same as you see with a figure skater, or when a girl in a tennis dress bends over. But Mandy insists on wearing nothing underneath! Mandy’s teaser is really a figure skating dress. The slightest bending over shows her bottom in all its glory. Somehow I wended my way beside her, looking anxiously ahead to try to forestall going upstairs so people could look up her skirt, or having her bend over. Anyway, the mission was accomplished, successfully, demurely even, and without exposing to the world the charms that so extravagantly endear her to me.
At the patio restaurant where I was hoping to begin my reading, we sat down at a table for four. It was crowded and there wasn’t one for two available. When the waiter came, we ordered a big plate of nachos and a couple of Dos Equis, my favorite beer of the country. The tables were quite close together and definitely not suited to serve as the lectern from with to read my manuscript. While waiting for our order, we slipped off the clothes we were wearing over our swimsuits, and slipped into the pool. Limbering up my neck and shoulders with a swim was always good after sitting down and writing. There’s something particularly sensual about lolling in water warmed by the tropical sun to 80 degrees or more.
On seeing our meal arrive, we got out of the pool and returned to our table. The waiter waited until we were there.
“Excuse me,” he said. “We’re so busy and I was wondering if you would agree to share a table with that lady over there. She’s on her own and says she would like to have company if you would care to join her.”
We looked over and saw a simply fabulous and tanned lady smiling at us. The welcoming smile clinched our readiness to give up our table to others waiting in line It might be a plus to meet someone else. Unlike in Europe, I often find you can be in a smart resort in North America for days and days, and sometimes for an entire vacation, without meeting anyone else to talk to. So I welcome opportunities to meet people who are not totally tied up with their own group. I just need to be able to talk about something other than football and baseball. They mean nothing to Mandy and me.
“Oh, you’re such darlings,” said, effusively, the smiling face in her husky and welcoming way. “I’m Jo. I’m here on my own. I was so hoping I might join up with some other people. I haven’t seen anyone all day that I want to talk to. No one, not men, not women or couples. I must be the only girl on her own in all of Puerto Vallarta that’s over the age of 18.”
“Well we’re delighted to meet you,” said Mandy. “I’m Mandy and this is my husband Bob. We’ve just arrived. We haven’t talked to anyone else since we got here either. So it’s nice to have some company.”
“You are sweet. You see, my husband was supposed to join me. Then it got put off till yesterday. Now it’s put off to next week. He’s got some kind of business deal going and he says he can’t get away. He really sent me down here to get rid of me. He’s got something going with someone else. Did the wretch think he could send me down here and I wouldn’t find someone else too? Anyway, it didn’t work and I’m stuck. There’s no one here. Let me tell you. No one.”
“Oh well,” I said. “At least the weather’s lovely and the food’s good and it’s relaxing.”
“Yes, but the weather’s great in Mill Valley now and I can get good food at home. Just as good as here and there’s things to do. I don’t want to relax. I’m already relaxed. I want some action and I haven’t got any.”
“We’re from New York City,” I said. “Where’s Mill Valley?”
“Oh, Mill Valley, just outside San Francisco. It’s paradise. I don’t have to come here to get away but now I’ve let myself get put away.”
“Excuse my asking,” I said, “Do you work or run a business or anything? I’m a financial journalist and Mandy works in the creative department of Concept Advertising. We both come from England originally. Now we live in New York, on the Upper East Side.”
“Oh, I do envy you doing such useful things,” said Jo. “All I do is try and collect prints. Mind, I’ve got quite a collection. It includes some English ones, which may interest you. I’ve got some Rowlandsons and Hogarths. I’ve also got some Daumiers. And I even found a Dürer a few years ago that Sotheby’s were selling in London. Paid a bundle for it. My old man wouldn’t notice it if it cost twice as much. Anyway, I paid for it with my own money.”
“It doesn’t sound as if you have a very close relationship?” Mandy ventured.
“I think he’s gotten tired of me. Gone for a younger woman. Mind, I give him everything but it’s never enough. I can’t tell you how far I go to turn him on.”
Something about the way Jo talked about turning on her husband sounded interesting. There was also something about the way she was looking at Mandy. It suggested that Jo might be a woman of mystery. I liked her. I felt I wanted to find out more about her. It was curious about the way she he seemed to be looking at Mandy, and not just at her face. I couldn’t help noticing when she was leaned back in her chair with her knees spread apart. She was wearing a white cotton crocheted bikini swimsuit that was only just big enough to cover the interesting parts of her well built, taut and surprisingly muscular body. The crochet work was made with holes in the stitching so large that it barely did anything to conceal the treasures beneath it. The Mount of Venus was clearly visible, below this skimpy cover, to my discerning eye. It grew a neatly groomed tuft of auburn hair, the same color as the long hair above that came down over her shoulders. I could also see that there was no vestige of whitening where the swimsuit came to the edge of flesh that one might have expected to be paler.
By way of conversation, I consulted Jo about our dilemma with the Sandersons and our accommodation.
Jo said we should stay where we were, have them move in too, and see how things developed. If the worst came to the worst, they could always move out. Then Jo told us she was in a suite that could be divided in two. She and her husband always took a large suite in case he had to bring people down on business. One time he brought a secretary when there was a big deal going through. At this point Jo didn’t elaborate but she seemed to be suggesting that we might work something out with her to handle the problem with the Sandersons.
As our meal progressed, I said we were picking up a Jeep to rent so as to see the sights and explore. I asked Jo if she would like to come for a tour with us.
“Oh, yes,” she said. “And I’d also like to see your penthouse. It doesn’t make sense to have our huge double suite. We could probably do much better with a penthouse unit like yours. Then if Mike brought along a secretary or something, we could just get another unit or a hotel room.”
“Yes, great. You and Mandy go up to the penthouse while I go and pick up the Jeep.”
“I know a great stretch of beach about twenty miles away, around the north arm of the bay,” said Jo with a barely perceptible suggestion of mischief.. “We can go there if you’d like to find a nice quiet and solitary place to swim,”
We picked up our things. I slipped back into my shorts and T shirt. Mandy and Jo just went as they were, wandering over toward our staircase. I stopped by to tell Isabella our decision and went on to the Jeep rental office.
On my return to the penthouse after collecting the Jeep, all seemed quiet as I entered. “Hi, Bob!” called Mandy from the verandah. “We’re just having a drink and talking. Why don’t you let me mix you a penthouse special?”
Finishing her question while in motion, she came over to welcome me back with a big hug and a kiss. I was delighted to see she had shed all of her clothes so as to take advantage of the sun in the privacy of our verandah. On reaching the verandah myself, I was even more delighted to see that Jo too was basking her bod in the buff. I was right about her having no Plimsoll line on her tan to mark the edge of a swimsuit.
Initially I stripped down only to my boxer-shorts swimsuit. Then I took my pineapple, coconut milk and rum cocktail to join “the girls” onto the verandah. Mandy and Jo were ensconced in semi shade on the long beach chairs. One of the four chairs was off to the side. The other three in use were positioned in the form of a triangle so we could all more or less look at each other.
“Come and sit down so we can both look at you,” said Mandy, apparently quite ready to share with Jo the view of me. Mildly surprised at this precipitous generosity with the view of my body, I was certainly gratified with the full front view of Jo’s. There she sat, with the back of her chair at only a moderate angle so she could handle both her drink and the conversation with full attention. Her legs were more or less together. I could see, however, that her lovely tanned breasts, larger than Mandy’s but still extremely shapely. I also saw I was right about the landscaping of the Mount of Venus. Without the constriction of her bikini briefs, the shrubbery now stood out, wispy and curly, as if recently groomed with a comb. For me, at this point, the better part of discretion dictated retaining my own shorts. The blood was flowing, in response to this erotic stimulation, to my balls and cock. It was certain to make my incipient erection all too embarrassingly full-fledged. Whatever the prospects before me, we were at this point only at the exploratory stage, as they might say in the mining business. We were far ahead of sinking the shaft.
“It’s now about three o’clock,” said Jo. “It’ll take us about half an hour to get to the beach. If we get there about 4 or 4:30, there’ll still be plenty of sun for a swim. We can come back when it starts to get dark. Or else we can go on for a tour and stop for a drink somewhere.”
“OK” I said, That’s fine with me. Anything you say. I’m not in any rush for anything. It’s all the same to me whether we go when the sun’s up or after dark.”
“Mandy’s been telling me about your book project,” said Jo. “I’d really love to hear you read it.”
“Right now I haven’t even read any of it to Mandy. She’s the number one censor. I’m far too shy to read it to anyone without running it by her first. In fact, I think I’m too shy to read it to her.”
“It can wait. Till you feel comfortable.”
Jo let her feet down over the side of her lawn chair and spread out her legs to show me a good view of the cunt that had been more or less concealed when her legs were close together. Compact and neat, it looked just as inviting as Mandy’s.
After finishing my drink, I took the initiative to get everyone moving for the expedition to the beach. In due course, we arrived, about forty minutes later, at the top of a sandy bluff overlooking miles of empty but inviting sandy beach. I wondered how it could be that there was such a large beach, stretching for several miles in both directions, that was for all practically purposes completely deserted. Perhaps it had simply not yet been developed. There were no palm trees or any features, whether natural or man made, to break up the monotony of bluff, sand and sea. However, the sand was fine and yellow, and not rough and pebbly like the beach at Acapulco. It turned out that the slope of the beach out to sea was gentle. It was perfect for swimming as long as you didn’t need a nacho stand and thousands of fellow tourists for company, which we certainly did not.
The beach was almost deserted. There was just a small party about half a mile west along the shore. So we had no problem deciding to make it a skinny dip. I adore the freedom of swimming naked. There’s always a sense of unnatural constriction with swimsuits. The natural thing, the only natural thing, is to swim freely and unrestricted. When naked, you can also clean yourself. I like to peel back my foreskin and let the water make everything fresh and clean. Then there’s the exhilaration that comes from liberating the balls and cock so they can rise and fall naturally as the body bobs up and down in the water.
It was all I could do to restrain myself from having a mega-erection as I took off my shorts to head for the ocean. Some women are shy about their bodies exposed to general view, some not. But essentially what they have is what they have except for the relatively inconspicuous erection of their nipples. A naked man has his arousal meter showing a reading of some kind at all times, with its range between flaccid and ready-to-go. I headed shyly toward the sea at about three quarters readiness. For me the reading was embarrassingly obvious. That level of readiness is also awkward. I never knows whether to sport it, letting it flop around in front of me or take it in hand, whether to be proud of myself or to pretend to be shy.
In any event, we all ran from our clothes to the sea and plunged straight in. The water was warm enough to dispense with the dithering that often seems necessary in a colder climate. We brought a water polo ball and started throwing it between us. Then Mandy and Jo said they wanted to set up a race. They would swim away from me a hundred feet or so and see who could reach me first.
So they swam off gently eastward and parallel with the shoreline while I swam west. As I turned around, I saw Jo and Mandy clasping each other and embracing. They were also doing Mandy’s and my lip-teasing kiss while bobbing up and down in the water. Seeing that I had turned, they both raised a hand and waved at me. Then they started again their lip-kissing.
“OK,” I shouted. “I’m ready. Come and get me!”
With that, they both started thrashing toward me.
It turned out that Jo was a strong swimmer with an athlete’s crawl stroke, while Mandy has little more than an adequately proficient breast stroke. The result was that Jo soon gained yards on Mandy and before long was upon me.
“You’re fantastic,” I said, referring to everything about Jo, and not just her swimming.
“I think you are too,” she said provocatively, if unoriginally.
Then she came right up to me, as she had to Mandy, and kissed me on the lips too, sticking her tongue forward to meet mine. Then she reached down to my cock. It was now much more relaxed. The blood had retreated from it in response to immersion in water so much cooler than the ambient air.
“I love that,” she said, as it regained its erection. “Mandy says she’s going to let me suck it for you when we get back.”
Normally rather slow on the uptake when confronted with surprising sexual advances¾however welcome¾I wasn’t slow this time. Jo was so liberated, it was impossible to be inhibited with her.
“We’d better get back right away, then,” I said.
“Oh no. This is too much fun.”
A few moments later Mandy caught up with us.
“This could be a lot of fun,” she said. “We all seem to be getting along fine and everything’s perfect. Magical.”
Mandy swept up toward me and kissed my lips, putting a hand down on my hardened cock. The she turned and gave the same kiss to Jo, putting a hand down toward her cunt.
“I think this is going to be fun!” she said, with great emphasis on the word fun.
I’m not one to stay long in the water just for the heck of it and in any case I was now exhilarated by the amorous prospects ahead. So I suggested that we all head back as fast as possible. This was turned down by Jo. She said I would have to wait. She needed to swim for a while for a workout, and she suggested that I should do the same.
“It’s important to keep you in good physical shape so you’ll last,” she said. “You’re special. You’ve got to look after yourself.”
The beneficial effect of going on swimming was that my cock went down again. Even so, the adrenaline level in my head was up in the stratosphere. I just couldn’t wait to get working out with Mandy and Jo together. Now I came to think of it, Mandy had previously hinted at an interest in women. However, we always had a complete and mutually fulfilling sex life. So we lived naively for years without even discussing the idea of getting together with anyone else, either women or couples. We talked without any problem about our preferences and all that we did together. On the rare occasions when we watched a sex movie, Mandy knew, from my telling her, that I liked the parts when women got together. Most men do. In retrospect, I can see that this action turned her on too. But we’re not generally watching people. We’re doing people. Watching other people having sex on videotape, however excitingly they are doing it, doesn’t really do a lot for me, and we do it only occasionally. It’s like watching animals copulate. Of course, we are animals, come to that.
At last we all ran back to our clothes on the beach. The inward run was as much of a problem for me as the outward one. My mind and body were both now on full alert for a big occasion. The problem of getting from the privacy of the ocean to our clothes was also compounded by the problem that there were now people up on the bluff, near the Jeep. So I tried to have Mandy and Jo between myself and their line of sight as we ran in. We didn’t race in do as to draw attention to ourselves. We just ran as if it were the most natural thing in the world to bathe naked in the Pacific Ocean. That we had an audience was neither here nor there. Anyway, we accomplished the run to our clothes and got dressed with a certain nonchalance and aplomb. We told each other that we should act as naturally as one presumably would at a nudist beach, or as we did in the changing rooms at the squash club.
On the drive out, Mandy had sat beside me and Jo had been in the back. Now Mandy said she would be happy to let Jo come in front. As Jo jumped in, she turned toward me and kissed me again, putting her hand down on my cock.
“We can’t wait, can we Mandy?” she said.
“You don’t have to if you don’t want to,” said Mandy, to my surprise. She was looking up and down the bluff while I was concentrating on Jo in the Jeep. “There’s not a soul in sight. Why don’t you have a taste now?”
Jo slipped her hand under my boxer swimming shorts. She pulled out my cock enough so she could lean over and put her mouth on it. Suddenly, Mandy tapped her on the shoulder. “There’s a car coming. Let’s get out of here!”
Jo pulled back and I hid the evidence from the people in the approaching car. The car didn’t stop but almost immediately we heard the sound of another one. Before abandoning show-and-tell on the bluff, I simply gratified myself with a reciprocal feel of Jo’s cunt through her shorts, and a taste of her juices on my duly wetted fingers.
It seemed like an eternity to get back to the penthouse. Every car in front seemed to dawdle. Then we were stuck behind a truck for what seemed like ages, doubly harassed by it’s obnoxious billowing diesel fumes. Finally, we parked the Jeep and almost ran upstairs to the penthouse, opened the door and rushed in.
“OK All in the shower,” said Mandy. “Jo and I go first. There isn’t enough room for all three of us. You fix the drinks, Bob.”
The two girls stripped fast and ran into the shower, Jo rather surprisingly hiding her bottom with a beach towel.
“Hey, what’ve you got to hide?” I chortled.
“Oh. It’s just habit.”
About five minutes later, Mandy and Jo emerged slowly from the bathroom, dried off and holding hands. They both came toward me and each in turn kissed me lightly. Then Mandy bent down and kissed my upright cock.
“Take your time. Then come and join us in the bedroom,” said Mandy.
All I wanted to do was to get the salt off my body and to join them as fast as possible. The last thing I wanted was to take my time. So I gave myself a thorough wash all over, and especially around my cock and bottom, as well as washing my hair. Then I took myself out on the verandah to dry myself off in the warmth of the setting sun. I wanted to be dry. Being clammy wet is a bit like being smelly. It’s a turn-off compared with being squeaky clean and also dry.
Returning inside and heading toward the bedroom, I heard moaning and squealing noises, sounds of obvious delight from intimate stimulation. No one was being disappointed. As I entered the bedroom, there they both were. Mandy was on her back with her head toward the foot of the bed and Jo was on top of her the other way round, each sucking each other’s pussy in the 69 position.
“Come on in, darling,” said Mandy, somehow managing to look up from the meal she was making of Jo. “This is wonderful.”
Jo then pulled herself up and away from Mandy, and put her feet on the floor. She came over to embrace me, to kiss me with a teasing little peck on the lips.
“And here’s the most important person in the entire world,” said Jo. “Come over here and let me eat you! Start off by standing up and facing me!”
I moved over to stand by the side of the bed so Jo could go down on her hands and knees and reach down to take my cock in her mouth from above. First she took everything in but then backed off to licking around the top of the head. Then she came up to my mouth and kissed me, long and deep. She reached her tongue far into my mouth while I sucked on hers as if it were a big nipple or clitoris. At this stage, Mandy was just looking and encouraging Jo.
“Jo hasn’t had any for days,” she said. “She really needs this!”
When Jo was kissing my mouth, Mandy moved down to my cock so I was pampered at both ends at the same time. Then Mandy moved up to Jo’s breasts and sucked her nipples before moving around so she could suck again on her cunt. By this time, we were all flat on the bed and everyone was sucking somewhere. Sometimes it was me on Jo’s cunt and sometimes it was Jo on Mandy’s cunt, and at least one of them was always sucking on or around my cock. Finally, we all settled down in a triangle on our sides. I was sucking Mandy’s cunt. Mandy was sucking Jo’s cunt. And Jo was sucking my cock.
“D’you want me to come in my mouth, Bob?” asked Jo after a while. “Mandy says you really like that and I love it too.”
“Yes,” I groaned. “Take me. Now. Now...”
Then there was a big convulsion in the triangle. Miraculously, we all seemed to have an orgasm at the same time. I came with a with a big surge that must have filled Jo’s mouth to bursting. In any case I felt her sucking and swallowing and swallowing and sucking just as Mandy did, until there was nothing left to draw out of me. For now.
After relaxing for a while from our frenetic exertions, we wan-dered slowly, one by one, to the shower to wash from our bodies and faces the juices of our wonderful threesome love-making. Then Jo dressed and said she’d leave us alone. She had to go back to her apartment to see whether there was any word from her husband. She gave us each an affectionate peck as she left, and wee agreed to meet later for dinner.
“That was wonderful,” said Mandy, as she came toward me and kissed me, this time affectionately, not with the amorous, animal ardor that came over her when making love.
“Why didn’t we do that before?” I asked.
“I was afraid you wouldn’t like it,” said Mandy. “I didn’t want to jeopardize our relationship. I often wanted to do it but it just didn’t seem to be worth it to risk upsetting you.”
“I felt the same way,” I said. “I’ve fantasized about having affairs and about suggesting that we bring someone else in to join us. Think what could have happened if you didn’t like it! It seemed like exposing some deep and dark secret that could turn you against me for ever. At the least I was too embarrassed to risk making a fool of myself. The worst case was that you might have said I was weird, and that you wanted to leave me.”
“Now life’s richer for both of us,” said Mandy. “We’re going to be even closer than ever before. Maybe we can open up in our lives some new adventures.”
We met with Jo again for dinner. We took the Jeep down to the city center for a fish special, and then we wandered around. Apparently Jo talked with her husband on the telephone. As expected, he said he had no idea when he could get away to join her in Puerto Vallarta.
Jo told us more about herself and her relationship with Mike. He’s a bit older than her but just as horny. She had tries to keep him happy and satisfied by doing everything he wants, including bringing in other girls to make threesomes¾like what we’ve all been doing. Still, he never can never get enough. Or at least, never enough variety. There’s almost no chance whatever of his coming to Puerto Vallarta. He’s got one or more other girlfriends going, and that’s it.
After a while we decided to make it an early night. We all made our way back to our penthouse for a night of tripartite bliss. I have to say though that it was extremely restrained compared with our earlier animal frenzy. I had been sucked dry and Mandy and Jo were still sore and aching.
With the discovery of our new friend, there loomed ahead the new stress of how we would work everything out with the San-dersons. So far, we were hardly taking things slowly during our first days of vacation. Would the Sandersons’ arrival let us unwind? Or would they introduce further excitement?
CHAPTER 4
Here I am on Monday morning sitting down to write at the wooden table on the penthouse verandah. Yesterday, I wrote Chapter 3 about our meeting with Jo. I made the supreme exertion on Saturday of writing the first two chapters, beginning the story of my early sexual experiences. Then, to my surprise of course, Mandy and I were overtaken, in a manner of speaking, by our meeting Jo.
In the meantime, the Sandersons have arrived. It’s still much too early to say how things will work out. We have come up with a different solution from what we originally envisioned. Jo has come through for us. She agreed to let them stay on the other side of her unit. She arranged with the office for them to have a separate telephone, but the door between the two sides of the unit remain unlocked.
Jo suggested it might be easier for her than for us to find out how stuffy or how uninhibited they are. Then Mandy and I wouldn’t run the risk of spoiling the relationship if our suggestions or advances are taken badly. If Jo is rebuffed, it doesn’t matter. She’ll never have to see them again after this vacation. We, however, may want to prolong our friendship. So far, we’ve done no more than the usual things one would expect of couples vacationing together. Howard and I played tennis. After that the four of us went to the beach together and we all played Scrabble. In the evening Jo joined us for dinner in the restaurant here, where they have a band.
I have to say that I’m truly falling in love with Rachel as much as I’m besotted with Jo. But there’s somehow a barrier there, although I sense that it may come down. Sometimes our eyes meet, and we look at each other longingly. Sometimes I see her looking at Mandy and Jo, particularly at Jo, before looking back again, almost wistfully, at Howard. There’s obviously a lot of sexual energy there. It’s also obvious that there are a lot of inhibitions there. She has a sort of reticence, like what there was between Mandy and me before we came here on holiday. I think it’s the kind of reticence that makes the difference in a civilized society between what is or is not socially acceptable. Manners maketh man. And woman. But what manner of manners do we want to live by?
I would not say that we got off to a bad start, but it was slightly embarrassing last night. Howard and Rachel wanted to keep on dancing. But Jo, Mandy and I wanted to get to bed¾all three of us again in our bed! We had to figure out how to break up the party. For my own part, I had ambiguous feelings about party pooping. On the one hand, I was eager for the three of us to jump in the sack as fast as possible. On the other, I wanted to work on Rachel.
I should say that Rachel shares with Mandy (and naturally the uninhibited Jo) the practice of going out without underwear. She has fairly short blond hair down to the neck, cut sensibly for summer. She has quite a large bosom, with a great cleavage that holds up well the front of an evening dress. Last night she was wearing an elegant gray Shantung silk dress which compensated for not having shoulder straps by having quite a full skirt with a hem just above the knees. It was obvious that the dress alone covered her breasts. I discovered that she wore no panties when dancing with her. (The vertical expression of a horizontal desire! As Bernard Shaw is said to have described dancing!) I took her out on the floor when they were playing quite a fast number that didn’t allow for physical contact. The music slowed right down and I was able to put my arms around her. At a judicious moment I reached my hands down her back and around the curves of her buttocks, confirming in the process that there was only the fabric of her dress between me and the flesh of her bottom. I also confirmed a certain level of acceptance of my advances, of my physical admiration. She trembled slightly, looked at me with a mischievous twinkle, and gave me an affectionate but very suggestive kiss directly on my mouth.
These initial indications suggest that there might be more for all of us in this situation In the meantime, I am happy to leave the next level of probing to Jo.
When we left Howard and Rachel to continue dancing, we agreed to call this morning, not early, possibly toward noon. Jo joined us for another night of bliss and has now gone back to her apartment. So now I’m proceeding with the original project, coming back to the story of my experiences with Tom.
Tom and I continued sucking each other’s cocks some time almost every day over the next few weeks and months. As winter approached, it was better to spend more time indoors or else in our fort. Our first fort disappeared when the hay in the loft went to the cows as fodder. However, we moved to the hayloft above the stable. It had loose hay that had been there for ages and which was unlikely to be disturbed. It wasn’t much, in any case, and seemed to have been abandoned now that we had stopped using cart-horses for work on the farm. There was talk of getting some riding horses the next summer and of getting me my own pony. In the meantime the stable was virtually unused and its loft completely unvisited by adults for months on end. So it was a simple matter to move our headquarters there.
Tom and I were increasing relaxed about sucking each other’s cocks. It was obvious now that it wasn’t poisonous, as I initially feared, so confidence grew in the idea that it was all right to do it. We used, of course, to speculate what adults actually did in a double bed. We wondered how our parents made love and how often, and whether they kissed and sucked each other. It was particularly amusing to talk about the different people we both knew and to speculate on their sex lives. Then there were the couples who were courting, as we used to say, and we wondered lasciviously about them too.
There was a minor problem with the social aspect when Tom came to play inside the house. Mother had an obsession about class-consciousness. She got along very well with people in the village, our charwoman and farm workers. But this getting along depended on everyone knowing their place, and our respective places she regarded as being poles apart. When she felt in any way threatened, Mother sneered at the so called working classes. We were land owners, on however small a scale and, by comparison at least, we were aristocrats. My mother had a “coming out ball” and was presented to the King and Queen. Anything below the level of land owning gentry she considered “common”. Fortunately, most of the time my mother’s obsession with class consciousness did not affect the way she treated people in practice. Sometimes, however, things were said too loud in the hearing of people who should not have heard them. Then I withered with embarrassment. I continue to shudder at the pain that can be inflicted by people thinking they are better than others, and using that idea to disparage people less fortunate than themselves.
I remember one time hearing Mother do a very obnoxious take-off on one of our visiting charwomen (now more generally known as cleaning women, but called by us charwomen, from the word associated with their propensity to drink char, or tea, instead of getting down on the hands and knees to scrub floors.). In our household, we always used to say what? when we didn’t hear what someone said to us. The so-called middle and lower classes, however, used to say Pardon? Curiously, they considered it rude to say What? Our charwoman brought her small child to work with her and was accustomed to correct her language and behavior when she thought necessary. She regarded it as necessary to instruct her daughter by saying, “Don’t say What? Say Pardon!” The charwoman was thought to be out of earshot, but was not, when Mother did her Eliza Doolittle spiel of saying, “Don’t say What? Say Pardon!” Mother’s imitation of a working class accent had a really vicious bite, and I cringed. I still cringe as those words echo in my ears.
I mention this aspect of my family life and the attitudes I grew up with in order to make the point that there was a double threat in my wonderful relationship with Tom. Not only were we doing things I was certain “nice children” didn’t do. I was also certain that what we were doing was a “nasty working class” thing to do. However much Mother was, accepting of Tom as a friend, there would be a total repudiation of him as a person, should she get wind of our activities. Then she would be certain to transform him into a nasty little working-class guttersnipe. Ugh...
As winter turned to spring, there was a new development requiring new thinking and additional circumspection. We started to have a new charwoman who came to the house two or three days a week. There was a never ending amount of things to be done around such a large house, and we always had someone in to do the housework. Sometimes the charwoman brought her daughter Meg with her, who was about the same age as Tom and myself, and reasonably quiet and good looking. It was expected as a matter of course that Meg would come out to play with us, in the most innocuous sense of the verb to play. This situation created a great risk that was far more pressing than the potential thrill of exploiting a new opportunity. It seemed to be a given that girls were different. And yet they were not different. Meg was con-sidered the same for the purposes of our being expected to include her in what we were doing. But there seemed to be no respect for the plain fact that she was different. As boys, we might not want to do things that were suitable, or interesting for her. On the other hand, because Meg was different, we faced the challenge of what those differences looked like.
Obviously, we couldn’t at first even think of initiating Meg in our sexual activities. Nor could we simply disappear. Then she would either come looking for us, or make trouble if she couldn’t find us. I, most especially, was certain to hear from Mother that we had to be nice to Meg. That is, nice as she understood the word.
The search for new things to do with Meg led to our damming the stream where it flowed out of the duck pond, and making the pond about three times as large as it used to be. This project involved hauling in logs and earth to make the dam. Lasting over several weeks, the work was successful and gratifying as the water level rose higher and higher. Then we transferred our attention to the project of building a raft. With the help of Tom’s father we brought together some oil drums and lashed planks to them. We were going to have a really solid raft that would certainly good enough for our pond, if not for the Mississippi River. Mother had been reading Huckleberry Finn to me over the winter and I was enchanted by the idea of rafts and journeying a long way down big rivers.
One day, Tom and I were desperate for sex. Meg was there and we couldn’t figure out how to get rid of her. Finally luck was on our side. She had to go into the house to the bathroom. Here was our chance to escape to the new fort, if only for a few moments. When Meg came back out again, all hell was let loose. She started yelling and calling. After about five minutes, there was nothing for it but to slip out around the back of the stable to rejoin her.
Almost in tears and angry with us, Meg obviously was developing into every bit as much of the problem that we foresaw. However, as luck would have it, Meg’s tantrum set the stage for the next part of my story.
“Look, Meg,” said Tom. “We’ve got a secret fort where we go and hide. If you’re really good, we’ll let you come and visit some time. But you’ve got to be really, really good and not breathe a word about it to anyone. Otherwise you’ll never play with us again.”
“I promise! I promise!” said Meg. “Oh, please let me come and see your fort.”
After a few minutes of bargaining back and forth, I jumped in to say it was out of the question for that day. We’d have to see for the next few days whether she could keep the secret of the fort. Anyway, I said we had to get it ready for a visitor. Maybe if she was good, she could visit the next time she came over.
The next day Tom came as usual, but Meg’s mother wasn’t coming until the following day. So Tom and I had time to talk about Meg’s visit to the fort and how we should handle her. I said I wanted to see under her dress. At that time I was still so un-informed that I hadn’t yet learned the word cunt, let alone seen one. Tom told me the C word, but said he didn’t know much about girls, or what a cunt actually was. Like me, he wanted find out. I was really concerned about Meg. I didn’t want her to go and blab to her mother. That would be even worse than having Mother find out about Tom and me. I suggested we should arrange for a special feast. We wanted to have more to do than just having Meg visit with nothing special to do there. So I undertook to raid the larder again for another tin of baked beans, a tin opener and three teaspoons.
Then Tom had a brilliant idea. He said we should make it a condition of Meg visiting that she give us her panties as ransom for not telling anyone about the fort. Of course, I really meant as security for not telling, not ransom. But I remember ransom as one of the key words in our games at that time. Then I realized that we couldn’t keep the panties as security for her not telling. Otherwise, we’d achieve the exact opposite of what we intended. Her mother would find out that her panties had disappeared and then everything would come out. Fortunately, Tom came up with he answer. He said that Meg should take off her panties before coming into the fort and that she could have them back afterwards if she behaved herself. That is, of course, behaved herself according to our standards.
When Meg came the next day, we started by letting the pressure of curiosity build. We went out on the pond with the raft, which we said was necessary to show our parents that everything was normal. In the middle of the pond, I said to Meg. “How much do you want to see our fort?”
“Oh, I do. I really, really do!”
“Will you promise not to tell anyone about anything you see, do or hear there?”
“Oh, yes! Oh, yes!”
“We want to make sure,” said Tom. “We’ve thought of some-thing very simple to do to make you keep your promise. Will you do it?”
“Of course, I’ll do it.”
“OK, go ashore,” I said, “and then I’ll tell you what to do.”
Once landed, I told Meg that she had to go inside to the bathroom and come back with her panties for us to hold as hostage. I didn’t want her having to do it in a threatening situation. It was better to have her go into the house so she didn’t have to feel embarrassed about taking off her panties in front of us. The important thing was to get her to do it. There was a small risk that she might run into her mother in the house. However, we expected her to be able to pass unscathed by the face of the dragon. A few minutes later Meg came out of the house and gave me her little panties. I sniffed them and put them in my pocket. We then proceeded to the stable, and up the ladder to the loft. We seated Meg down in the place of honor prepared for her. We wanted to make her feel special, in the hope of proceeding toward our ultimate secret goal. We opened the tin of beans and passed it around from one to another and generally made Meg feel good about participating in the conspiracy to take the beans for a feast.
After we finished the beans, I said she had a secret that we wanted her to share with us. Very surprised, she said she didn’t have any secrets but she’d tell us anything we wanted to know.
“We want you to stand up and close your eyes,” said Tom. “Now put your hands on the back of your head and keep them there. If you make any move, we’ll bash you up and we’ll never play with you again. If you’re good, you’ll be our friend for life. Which do you want?”
“I’ll be your friend for life. I promise.”
“Well, don’t move one inch.”
Meg didn’t move. I took hold of the hem of her dress, which reached nearly to the ground¾she always wore the same kind of shapeless smock dress.
“Remember what we said!” I said.
“No don’t,” said Meg.
“Don’t move and we won’t hurt you,” said Tom. “Anyway, we’ve got another surprise for you if you’re good.”
I was now able to lift Meg’s dress all the way up to her tummy. Then I pushed her legs apart to see her small virginal slit. Tom and I both moved our hands over Meg’s bottom and over her small and smooth Mount of Venus, stroking her gently. I pushed my finger a little way in and poked at her tiny clitoris.
“Do you like that,” I asked.
“It’s all right.”
“Would you like your surprise now?” asked Tom.
“Yes, please.”
“Well keep your eyes shut.”
Tom then pulled his hands away from Meg’s body and went to take off his own short pants.
“You can open your eyes and look when I say you can,” he said, as he moved my hand away that was holding up Meg’s dress. “But you’ve got to be quiet. Then you’ve got to do what I tell you. Promise!”
“I promise.”
Tom told Meg she could open her eyes and that she had to get down on her hands and knees and suck his cock.
“No, I don’t want to,” she said.
“Come on. Don’t be a baby. Do you mean I have to let Bob show you how to do it? Come on Bob.”
So I went down and sucked on Tom’s cock, taking it all in my mouth and then back away and licking around the tip before taking it all in my mouth again
“There, you see. You can do that. And if you do it really well we’ll always be really nice to you.”
Meg followed my example and went down on her hands and knees and sucked on Tom’s cock. Then we all rotated positions. Several times. I had Meg suck me and then she went back to Tom. Tom and I alternated in sucking Meg. The trouble was that Meg never showed much enthusiasm either in the giving or the receiving. Tom and I were excited by the mystery of exploring this forbidden territory but there really wasn’t much there once we achieved our primary objective. It was a bit like climbing a mountain and then finding there really isn’t anything much there except the way back down again.. (In another sense it was like climbing a mountain, though I didn’t at that time talk about the Mount of Venus.)
We didn’t have any problem getting Meg to keep the secret. In fact, she seemed to be quite calm and nonchalant about the whole business. When she came to the farm after that, it was as if nothing had happened. We invited her up to the fort quite often, and repeated our sucking of each other. Whatever we did, however, we could never get Meg fired up. She’d suck us when asked, and let us suck her. However, it was never special for her, or even good as far as I could tell, the way it was for Tom and me.
It turned out after we had a few good sessions with her that Meg knew much more about sex than we ever imagined. She was the fourth child in a family of five and had two brothers and two sisters. They all slept in a huge double bed, which was quite usual in those days. They all snuggled up with each other and played with each other. The major difference was that we initiated Meg into the joys of sucking and getting sucked¾except as I say, it never became a joy for her, at least not with us. It was disappointing that she didn’t enter into the spirit of sex with anything approaching the enthusiasm that I was to meet in others later in life. However, my times with Tom and Meg together made a major milestone in my sexual enlightenment.
As spring changed into summer, three disasters struck. The first was that Meg’s mother stopped coming to work for us. So Meg stopped coming over. The second was that Tom’s father also found a job somewhere else, one that came with a farm cottage, which we were just then unable to offer him. So he had to go to the job with housing. The third disaster, which actually was a new beginning, occurring almost immediately after Tom’s father changed jobs, was that I learned that I was to be sent away to boarding school. That was intimidating news when I heard it. But it was to lead to many new and exciting experiences for which my knowing Tom and Meg to some extent prepared me.
As a final footnote to this chapter, I can report that although I saw her from time to time in the distance, I didn’t talk to Meg again for nearly twenty years. One day I found myself in the unusual situation of taking a bus after delivering a car to someone who couldn’t drive me back. Who should be on the bus but Meg! Of course, she had changed enormously but was still instantly recognizable.
I asked her rather bashfully whether I could sit beside her, and was invited to do so. I asked whether she remembered her times with Tom and me and whether she felt bad about them. Not at all, she said. We had been kind and gentle. Looking back, she had fond memories, as I said I did. She said she was happily married with two small children of her own. Although she had enjoyed her own initiation, she was going to try to protect her own children from it for longer than she was. However, she wouldn’t unduly mind either if it happened as it had for her.
CHAPTER 5
After writing yesterday’s chapter, I decided to open up and consult with Mandy. Our newfound openness might not be all that it seemed and I wanted to tread warily for fear of running into the problems originally anticipated. I thought I knew Mandy extremely well, so it was a revelation to find out how much of her inner persona remained unknown to me. Would I run into barriers after all, and possibly cause tremors in the relationship, if I pushed a little further?
The question now burning in my mind was how to move things along with my now raging and burning desire to have Rachel join us. Curiously, I thought at the time, Mandy seemed to be encouraging my interest in Rachel even before I thought I was letting her know about it. It almost seemed that she herself had more than a passing interest in Rachel.
We’d supposedly left things to Jo, but there wasn’t a plan, and I like plans. Otherwise, we might spend the entire vacation playing footsie. We knew we had to be careful. Otherwise we might disrupt the fun Many and I were having with Jo. It was not easy to guess how Howard and Rachel might respond if they knew about our wonderful times with Jo. It was not in fact clear at all how to handle Howard and Rachel, either together or separately. While my plan was to write a chapter each day for an audience, at this point I didn’t even want to let Howard and Rachel know there was a book in the making. The material, especially as it was now developing, was so intensely personal that I was terrified how Howard and Rachel would take it, and especially Howard, of course. Even mentioning the existence of the book posed the threat of changing the nature of our friendship, possibly disastrously. My thinking was that I could readily expose myself to strangers through my writing as long as I didn’t know them or have to meet them personally. But I have extreme difficulty letting down the defenses to my innermost sexual thoughts and feelings to people I know as friends, and who might now despise me. The only way to break down my inhibitions and frustrations with this dilemma was to make a breakthrough in intimacy with Howard and Rachel.
The idea of trying to break down Howard’s and Rachel’s inhibitions posed yet another problem for me, however. In my childhood and youth, I had no problem whatever with boys having sex together. Already in my teenage years, I found sexual magnetism repelling from me fellow males as much as I found it drawing me toward women. I certainly have no hang-ups about what anyone wants to do sexually so far as consenting adults of either sex are concerned. But personally I find the idea of multiple coupling that involves another male quite threatening. If I sucked on a woman’s cunt, whatever would a man think of that? Is it somehow unmanly compared with ordinary banging and fucking? That’s it, I think. I feel threatened in my sexuality when even contemplating the presence of another man, even if there is no intimacy between him and me. I have, as you will have realized, no problem with Lesbians because I can understand anyone loving women. I do so myself. Therefore, it is logical to me that everyone, including other women, should all love women. Besides, there’s the extra attraction that female juices seem to be so much sweeter and more pleasant than male juices. I could suck and drink on female juices forever. I find the salty acidic sea wateriness of sperm rather unappetizing, although I have known many women who say they really enjoy it, including Mandy, and now Jo.
I decided to broach therefore with Mandy the subject of the conflict between my raging lust and my inhibitions. Would I be able to reconcile them?
To my immense surprise, letting down the guard on these thoughts passing through my head led to an exciting new disclosure from Mandy.
It turns out that she and Rachel have more than the passing casual friendship that I thought there was. Last winter, by coin-cidence, Howard and I were both at a conference in Chicago. There was an immense snowstorm in New York that prevented us flying home. It also prevented Rachel’s being able to get back from her job to their home twenty miles north of the city. Rachel knew that Howard and I were both out of town together. That gave her the excuse to call Mandy, whom otherwise she barely knew. When invited to make her way just a few stops up the subway line to stay over, rather than try and get home in the storm, Rachel didn’t hesitate to accept the offer.
The long and short of it was that they had some drinks and girly talk. Then they moved on to steaks for dinner. It happened that Rachel’s visit coincided with one of those rare occasions when we had rented some sex videos. Left out on the bookshelf, Rachel noticed them and asked if she could see one. She said she hadn’t seen many before and would like to now, especially the Lesbian one that I had picked out for my own special titillation. As I said, I like women and, by extension, I like women who like women. They put on the video and snuggled up on the sofa, with one thing leading to another. Then to bed and a night of apparently exquisite love making.
Revealed to me under these circumstances, I was aroused with ever more passion toward both Mandy and Rachel, and not at all with jealousy. I asked how many times they had gotten together. There was only the one occasion. But that seemed to be why Rachel was so eager to join us in Puerto Vallarta.
The problem of how to handle Howard remained, although this new information could well provide the clue as to how to proceed next. I said we must immediately call Jo and tell her about Rachel.. If we could get Jo and Rachel on their own, then it might be possible for her to explore Howard’s capacity for letting down his guard. My suspicion was that Howard was one uptight and jealous man and that our chances of bringing him on side were small, at least with me around. In my company, Howard was a man’s man, which I like to think is how he regarded me. By that, I don’t of course, mean a homosexual man, but the opposite. He is a totally non effeminate, macho and woman loving man.
What Jo came up with was that we should separate Rachel from Howard for a time. Jo wanted to get Rachel on her own, to work on her and find out the lie of the land. To accomplish this, I should grab Howard for a game of tennis and Jo would take Rachel off for a girls’ tour downtown. After tennis, I was to bring Howard back to the penthouse for drinks and lunch, and then perhaps take him off somewhere in the Jeep for the afternoon. As far as Howard was concerned, Jo and Rachel were simply to make their way back here in due course which, we were to say, might take until late afternoon. This would provide the opportunity for Jo sound out Rachel fully. A full sounding out might even lead to Jo and Rachel having sex together. In that case, we should be well on our way, with one down and one to go.
To prepare an opportunity for sex between Jo and Rachel, we had to keep Howard away from his suite¾even if Rachel and Jo were in Jo’s, there would be noises Howard couldn’t help hearing if he were there. Unless Howard inadvertently went back to his own apartment at the wrong time, all bases were covered and the plan should work. One of the keys to making it work was that Mandy and I would both have to make Howard feel really special and wanted, so he didn’t retreat to his lair.
As luck would have it, the plan worked like a charm. I saw Rachel and Jo heading off together just as I was arriving to meet Howard for tennis. Rachel and Jo were starting off well, taking each other by the hand, not in any particularly sexual way but just as an expression of Jo’s always forthcoming personality. Of course affection might lead to more ....
On the way back from downtown Rachel and Jo stopped for a swim. Although this beach was crowded, Jo insisted she was hot and wanted to go in the sea. It wasn’t too difficult to persuade Rachel to agree, since they set out expecting to swim, and were both wearing swimsuits underneath. Jo pulled her kissing-on-the-lips routine when they were in the sea and then the horse-play began. Splashing backward and forward, they kissed a few more times. Then Jo reached down between Rachel’s legs. As soon as Jo made contact, Rachel pulled herself closer to Jo and reciprocated the favor... By and by, as the barriers came down, they went back to Jo’s apartment for convulsive love-making.
The important thing during this expedition was that Jo found out what Rachel had to say about Howard, when they were relaxing on Jo’s bed.
“Have the two of you ever had threesomes or foursomes?” asked Jo.
“Oh, no. Howard’s so shy. I’d like to but I don’t know how to ask him.”
“D’you think he’d be turned on or turned off if he came in and found the two of us making love?”
“I wouldn’t want to risk that. Not in a million years. It might spoil everything. Everything, on the whole, is really quite good. It’s much too good to risk everything.”
“What about if we all go dancing and I work on him?”
“That might work. But we’d better make it just the three of us. Leave Bob and Mandy out of it in case Howard gets uptight.”
That’s what they decided to do, so Jo reported to me by phone. Mandy and I were to find something to do on our own that night. Jo and Rachel would try and make it three in a bed with Howard.
Jo told me that the dinner and dancing were most enjoyable. Howard insisted on buying a bottle of champagne, a vintage Veuve Cliquot, to celebrate his last business deal, and to oil the wheels for a fine evening. Rachel and Jo had both put on their fashion-plate evening dresses so as to make Howard feel really good about himself, to make him feel proud, happy and relaxed. At one point, with Rachel’s encouragement, Jo and Howard were dancing very slowly and close together in the dimmest light of the farthest corner of the dance floor. There she was able to kiss Howard firmly on the mouth, and also to place her hand equally firmly on his crotch. Breakthrough! Howard took the bait both ways, the kiss on the mouth and the hand on his cock.
The next step in the initiation of Howard Sanderson was to get him to the outdoor whirlpool in a secluded corner behind a stand of bougainvillea. This involved getting him back to the apartment, changing out of their high fashion duds and into the sloppiest possible, most easily removable casual wear. Taking the initiative in anticipation of accomplishing her objective, Jo just put on a housecoat. She hoped there would be no one there to object to her naked in the whirlpool. Things went as planned. No one else was there and both Howard and Rachel were coaxed into the whirlpool without a swimsuit or any other clothes on. It was a small step from there for Jo to start paying attention to the cock that she had only stroked, on the dance floor, through the cloth of Howard’s trousers.
Jo tells me that the general titillation led to their all returning to Jo’s and tumbling into one big bed together.
Upon hearing from Jo the next morning that the mission had been successfully accomplished, I felt that guards had been let down enough for me to push the plan forward a little more. I suggested that we all should go on a picnic in a secluded place, skinny dipping, and possibly then to my first reading to the entire group. My plan still is to see whether I can induce each of the others to contribute a story from their own experience that I can write up as another chapter for the book.
Yesterday morning toward noon, I called Jo to have her tell me the sequence of events just related. Then I put forward the idea that we should all travel the few miles down the coast. I wanted to go to Mismaloya, location of the small bay where Richard Burton and Elizabeth Taylor were filmed in the steamy movie, Night of the Iguana, which made the name of Puerto Vallarta famous. From my previous visit, I remembered that it was quite easy to get off the beaten track, and beyond the confines of the old movie set that still attracts big crowds. We could take a picnic and plan a party on the southern tip of the small bay.
We packed an ample supply of provisions, including a couple of bottles of well chilled white wine, some beer, and blankets to lay on the prickly ground. We also made sure that each of us had tennis shoes on. Then we could clamber over the sharp rocks on the edge of the sea and avoid most of the risk of having a sea urchin spear a misplaced foot.
After walking through the ruins of the film set, we arrived at the head of the bay, out of the way of the masses, and set up our camp. All of us being still such new arrivals, we found an area of partial shade, but it was still necessary to put on a good coating of Ombrelle. This began the next stage of development of our vacation. We put all our names on pieces of paper and put them into Mandy’s hat. The first two names drawn were to be allowed to pick the person they were to massage with suntan lotion. The third was to have free rein to massage anyone. After receiving a massage one was then expected to turn around and reciprocate. There was to be a new draw for anyone drawing a spouse or for Howard or myself if either of us drew the other. By surreptitious pre-arrangement, I drew Rachel’s name and Mandy drew Howard’s, leaving Jo as a free agent to do whatever mischief she might, and wherever she pleased.
Howard stripped down to his swimming shorts and to lie down on his front for treatment from Mandy. She went to work up and down his back and largely around his neck and shoulders, where he said he was stiff from tension. According to him, playing tennis increased the tension rather than the opposite, so he saw the massage as particularly beneficial. Mandy made a point of going up and down his legs, paying particular attention to the inside of his thighs. There was only the faintest hint of a response to suggest that he was finding the stimulation sensual.
Rachel’s blanket was laid out a few feet away from Howard’s, where the ground was more level. There was also the advantage that it was behind Howard so he couldn’t see what I was doing, in the event that I got lucky in making progress with arousing her. Initially she went to lie down with her bikini still on. When she was prone, she undid the strap at the back of the bikini top. Slowly, even lovingly, I was able to caress her body, working from the neck across the shoulders, down the spine, skipping over the bikini briefs and then on down to her feet. On the way back up, I worked in around the inside of her thighs. Rachel conspicuously made a point of spreading her legs out sideways quite a way and also somehow lifting her bum slightly. Seeing that there was hardly a tan line, I whispered in her ear that she should remove her briefs so I could do the job properly. This elicited an enormously exciting smile and she proceeded to lift her bum right up in the air as she slipped her briefs down and over her feet. Then she spread out her legs even more and she thrust her bum as much up in the air as she could. It wasn’t much but I could now get a clear view of her cunt from the back. Slowly I worked my way around her bum and she wiggled encouragement at my every move when approaching her cunt. Soon I was stroking her appreciative cunt and she was purring like a real pussycat.
After a while, I whispered in her ear that she should turn over so I could do the front of her body. Rachel then pulled away the bikini top and set it aside as she turned for me onto her back. I started out putting lotion on her ears and face and the front of her neck. Then I worked down to her breasts.
“I want to put some on your nipples,” I whispered. “They’re really sensitive.”
“Yes, please.”
I worked down across her tummy and down her legs, again coming back up the inside. As I approached the top of her legs she moved her hand toward mine and guided it toward her cunt, helping me to work her clitoris up and down.
“Will Howard mind?”
“Yes, maybe. We’d better be careful. See that he doesn’t turn around.”
After a while, Rachel said she had better start on me. In the meantime, I noticed that Jo was massaging Mandy and also helping her with Howard.
Rachel worked lotion all over me after I had taken off my swimming shorts. When I was on my back, she knelt down to give my cock a little kiss. It was all I could do not to get an immediate one-hundred-percent mega-erection. I turned rapidly back over onto my stomach to stop it happening. Given the touchiness of the situation with Howard, Rachel agreed to my whispering in her ear that she should wait for more until later. Then Rachel finished my massage and she too turned to lie on her front beside me.
Looking up at Howard, I noticed that he seemed to have fallen asleep¾no doubt as a result of Mandy’s and Jo’s ministrations and the hot sun. When I pointed this out to Rachel, she suggested that she and I should put some clothes on and go exploring through the woods up the hill. That was a much better idea than just lollygagging around waiting for something to happen. We wanted to do something. But we didn’t want to go into the water immediately and lose all of our suntan lotion that we’d just put on. I didn’t want to just lie around reading a book, and somehow it wasn’t working trying to talk to Rachel lying beside me. There was a lot of sexual energy passing between us, energy which obviously couldn’t go anywhere right there with Howard just in front of us, even if he was sleeping. And words weren’t coming either. Rachel and I couldn’t seem to get a conversation going when we were just lying there.
Rachel reached over for her dress and pulled it on over her head, and put back on her tennis shoes and socks. I got dressed too while Rachel went looking for the insect repellent.
“You know,” said Rachel, as we started wandering up the hill. “Howard is underneath a very insecure person. On the outside, he comes on as strong, powerful and successful. But that’s not the real him. His family always expected big things of him and mostly he’s coming through. But deep down, he doesn’t have the cutting edge of brilliance to get to the very top. Neither he nor his family are satisfied with the progress he’s making. The plain fact is that he’s not a whiz kid.”
“Is it necessarily such a good thing to be a whiz kid?”
“It’s good to be one if you are one. Otherwise, it’s better to accept who you are and to make the most of what you have.”
“What about last night?” I asked after a pause in the con-versation. “How did that go?”
“Howard was tired. Shy. Embarrassed. How much do you know anyway?”
“Oh, Jo told me quite a lot. We wanted it to happen. To relax you all. To make you feel relaxed, liberated, free, uninhibited and comfortable. The trouble was that we didn’t want it to have the opposite effect and embarrass you and turn you off.”
“It was wonderful for me. But I can’t say it worked for Howard. And when it comes to the point, if it doesn’t work for Howard, it doesn’t work for me.”
“Where d’you think we go from here? D’you think we can make this vacation work?”
“I think we’ve got to put it back on a more conventional level. I just don’t see Howard joining in sex parties. It’s just not him. He won’t unwind. He’ll just get more and more uptight. He’ll be embarrassed and worried about comparisons between his per-formance and mine, or his performance and yours. He’s been stuck with people comparing him all his life. Will he do as well as his father? Or his brother. Or you now?”
“I suppose sex and identity are very closely related. If you’re secure as a person, you’re secure sexually. If you’re insecure sexually, you’re insecure as a person. Perhaps that’s why rape and sexual abuse have such a traumatic effect on some people. On most people.”
“I suppose in a sense Howard has been abused. In a sort of a way. He’s not at all a secure person. He can never forget about people comparing him, adding up the score card to see if he measures up.”
“I thought his strong exterior was real. I think of him as being a strong, powerful and successful man who’s on his way to higher levels, if not necessarily to the top.”
“That’s about right, in one sense. But, as I say, underneath he’s full of self-doubts. I’ve taken on the job of reinforcing his confidence and making him do his best. Not reaching for the stars. Just doing the best he can that is compatible with a lifestyle that’s rewarding and fun too.”
After a pause of a few minutes, I said, “Mandy told me about you and her when you stayed over.”
“Do you mind?”
“Yes, of course. I’m jealous as hell.”
“In what way?”
“I want to make out with you too.”
Rachel grabbed me and pulled me toward her, giving me a huge tongue-searching kiss. “You really turn me on. I’d love to do everything with you.”
“What can we do about it?”
We arrived at a place where there were the remains of a small wall about three feet high, left over presumably from making the film. Rachel jumped up on the wall. Then she told me to come over toward her. She pulled my face into her Mount of Venus, on top of her cotton dress.. Then she lifted up the front of her dress and pulled my mouth directly towards her naked cunt. She spread her legs apart and let the dress fall down again over my head. The first taste of her juices was delectable, sweet, refreshing. We couldn’t make the absolute most of the situation in this environment where we couldn’t lie down and suck on each other both at the same time. But the thrill of discovering Rachel’s delectable forbidden fruit was enough to make me deliriously happy.
“That’s enough for now,” said Rachel after a while. “We should change places.”
So she pulled my head out from under the skirt of her dress. Then she jumped down and seated me on the wall, pulling down my briefs so she could kneel down and work on me.
“Do you want me to make you come?” she asked.
“I’d adore it. The only problem is: How much more am I going to have to perform today? There’s only so much there, you know.”
“Let’s do it. Take your chances on what opportunities you miss out on later. Anyway, you’re certain to surprise yourself. I bet you’re a come-back kid!”
With that said, she worked me to a full climax. She sucked and squeezed with her entire mouth so I eventually came in her mouth, with groans of ecstasy.
Just as we finished, there were voices about fifty feet away, from other hikers climbing up the hill. I guessed that the trees shielded the view of our performance from these hikers, as our view of them was shielded from us. I hoped that my groans were not been loud enough to attract their attention. After this near or not-so-near miss, we pulled ourselves together and wandered back down to the picnic spot.
When we got there, we found only Jo. Apparently Mandy and Howard had decided to hike up the hill....
Jo started goading me about my promise to read the chapters of my book. She can’t wait for me to read. She’s dying to hear the first chapters. The good news too is that she agrees to participate with a contribution. She teased me and said jokingly she didn’t think there were any chapters, or any book at all. Little does she know!
Rachel, of course, hadn’t heard about the book. So I told her now. I also told Rachel about the plan to have the rest of the party telling a story and contributing a chapter. I was very impressed with Rachel’s enthusiasm. She got really excited about it. She too can’t wait to have me read. But she is more doubtful about making a contribution.
I found with Rachel, as I have so often found, that words sometimes speak louder than actions, which is the opposite of the popular saying. She was inspired by the eroticism of the book project as much as she was inspired by our own real-time physical action up the hill, if not perhaps even more so. It never ceases to amaze me how I find, that the imagination often works harder and generates more erotic stimulation than the sight of the real thing. And a lot of people like Rachel seem to agree with me. I expect to be more excited when the cancan dancer is wearing panties than I would be if she wore nothing underneath, and left nothing for my imagination to work on. I suppose that’s why radio often does a better job of stimulating the imagination than television. In the final analysis, that’s why books have caught the imagination of readers over the centuries and, despite all the competition today, continue to do so.
Of course, no words or pictures are ever a substitute for actually doing the real thing. Yes, the sizzle is often more exciting than the steak. And the sound and smell of the sizzle do more than the sight of the steak on the grill. That doesn’t mean, of course, that you can live on sizzle, and not eat.
I decided to dampen Jo’s enthusiasm for the intended readings, at least for now, by telling her what Rachel said about Howard.
“I don’t think it’s worth starting if any of you aren’t ready for it,” I said.
“What do you mean?”
“If there’s one thing I’m not about to do, it’s to read to a hostile audience, even if only one person isn’t on side.”
“Who’s hostile? None of us are?”
“Rachel and I are concerned that Howard. He might find it embarrassing and threatening. In that case, I would feel embarrassed and threatened too. The book is an integral part of my identity. I want to be accepted both for myself. And for what I do. I don’t want to risk being put down by Howard. We’ll have to read it when he’s not here. Or else, we’ll have to wait and see how things go. Meantime, I’ll just press on. There’ll be a lot of it by the time we ever get to it. If we ever do.”
After a while Howard and Mandy came back down the hill. Howard seemed to be trying to put a happy face on a gloomy inside. Everyone was trying to make him feel welcome and important, but it obviously wasn’t really working. However, we agreed to plunge into the sea before digging into the picnic lunch. By some miracle, we got Howard out of his swimming shorts so we were all swimming naked. But there was no doubt that something was wrong. Something was missing from the level of joie de vivre that should make it all a lot of fun.
After going back to our accommodation for a siesta, I got a call from Rachel. Howard called his boss in New York after getting back from the picnic. There is a wrinkle in his deal with the client in California. Howard had to return to straighten it out. It’s not a big problem, but it has to be handled by the person who set up the deal in the first place. Howard already left on a plane out to Mexico City. Then he makes a connection to New York. He is expected back in a couple of days. In the meantime Rachel is to stay on and enjoy herself till he gets back.
“You know,” said Rachel, “I have an idea Howard set this up. I don’t really think he had to go, if he didn’t actually want to. I think he saw, or heard or guessed at, something between us up on the hill. I think it was him and Mandy coming through the woods when we were leaving. He was one unhappy puppy. After we left you, it was much, much worse.”
“I sure hope we haven’t hurt him,” I said. “Or hurt your relationship.”
“Well so do I. But there is a point where people have to look after themselves too. I dearly love Howard but I can’t carry the whole load of life for him.”
“Oh, well. Let’s see that we get on with making the best of what we have here now. And that’s a lot, you sexy beast!”
“We’re all sexy beasts.”
Later on we all dined together and then went to the whirlpool together. At the end of the evening the four of us went to bed at the penthouse for an all-embracing night of bliss.
CHAPTER 6
Since Howard’s return to New York, our ménage à quatre has been evolving. I am something of a king bee. I hope now that tensions will ease and we can all indulge ourselves pleasurably and without conflict. For me, not having to worry about Howard should make it possible to continue with the book at full steam ahead. This chapter returns to the original story of my own sexual awakening.
I actually went to school only at the age of seven and a half, when I was sent away to what the English call prep school. Prep school lasts for about five years, from about the age of eight to thirteen. It serves as “preparation” for what is called public school. For those unfamiliar with the English school system, both prep school and public school are in fact private schools. They are public only in the sense that they are more or less open to anyone who can pass the entrance exams and, most important, pay the fees. The generic term for real public schools open to all, and paid for by the state, is state school. Public schools became so-named because they were a substitute for private tutoring. Apart from Eton and Winchester, and a small number of grammar schools for boys like the young William Shakespeare, people with money generally educated their children at home until about the middle of the nineteenth century.
Before going to my prep school, I was taught by Mother, except when she hired someone for the combined function of governess and general help for the farm. Home teaching never took very much time, but we accomplished a lot. Except during busy times like harvesting and haymaking, and when other schools were out on holiday, I sat down to school work for no more than about a couple of hours each morning five days a week. Very little time was spent on Dick and Jane readers because we progressed so soon to books worth reading. It was soon clear to me that reading could be interesting.
There is a lot of interest in sexual activity in English boarding schools, but very little recorded fact. In the popular imagination, some people pretend it doesn’t happen, while others indulge in lurid speculation about perpetual orgies and wanton exploitation of small boys. The practicality of the situation is that sexual activity is tacitly accepted. The extension of acceptance is the thinking that it really doesn’t matter. If boys have sex together, well it’s probably harmless and they will grow out of it. It’s a bit like the way people used to think about the poor¾they’ll always be with us. In practical terms, if you can’t do anything about a perceived evil, like prostitution for example, then you might as well believe it doesn’t matter. I certainly don’t think sex in boarding schools matters unless it’s exploitative or tied in with another evil like bullying.
In some schools like Eton, sexual activity is almost universal, and has been for generations. The prominence of Eton as an example is not because it is unusual. The school has existed for hundreds of years. Therefore in the course of time there have been many old Etonians who have written more or less explicitly about what went on there. A huge body of literature substantiates, en passant, the long-standing and universal prevalence of sexual promiscuity on a scale comparable with the openness with which it was practiced in ancient Greece. Often it is mentioned with much the same justification.
Public schools are administered with considerable delegation of authority to senior boys. At most schools, senior boys are allowed to employ junior boys for “fagging”, for chores like cleaning shoes, making toast and pressing trousers. Responsibility is generally delegated to senior boys to keep order. At some schools they have the right to beat junior boys for misbehavior. It is but a small step for junior boys, fags, to deliver sexual favors in exchange for various sticks and carrots. No doubt this is the origin of the word fag, now used in the derogatory sense to describe a homosexual male. Once sexual promiscuity becomes entrenched in a school, it passes from one generation of boys to the next. Most of the teaching staff come through the system themselves. So they generally accept sexual promiscuity as part of the heritage, one of the inevitable facts of life. I know that many of the teaching staff look on sex between boys with a mixture of mild amusement and nostalgic re-membrance of their own youth¾with a view, in fact, to which I subscribe and one that provides the basis for this book. In the final analysis, school sex is a problem only when something happens to make a fuss about it in public. Then the embarrassment is the problem.
In theory, many parents try to avoid sending their children to schools where sexual promiscuity is widespread. However, these attempts are futile because of its universality¾at least in boys’ schools, if not necessarily in girls’ schools. There are differences in degree but never differences in kind. The only real effort schools make is to stamp out pedophilia by teachers and, to a lesser extent, exploitation of small boys by bigger ones. Sex within one’s own age group is a given. Attempts to restrain teachers are generally successful. During all of my school years, I saw virtually no untoward activity by teachers. I heard of a master at my prep school, before I went there, who liked to put his hand down little boys’ trousers. He was not employed there for long. When I heard about this master, I thought at the time that I might rather like to have a schoolmaster put his hand down the front of my trousers. But it never happened to me.
I arrived at my prep school at the start of the summer term, at the beginning of May. This was slightly unusual because about three quarters of the new boys start at the beginning of the autumn term, in September. It didn’t really seem to make much difference when you arrived. You just had to be able to read and write. I was actually quite ahead of many of my contemporaries and was put in Form 3, where Form 1 was the lowest and Form 9 the highest. Somehow I picked up a lot of geography, history, French and that sort of thing during my home-schooling. The only thing completely missing was a start in Latin, but my school didn’t in any case begin Latin until Form 3.
Arriving at the start of the summer term, I was one of only two boys not knowing where anything was, or what was supposed to happen at different times. I was quite lonely and disconsolate my first night in the school dormitory. There were about six of us in a room with wooden partitions between the beds. The partitions afforded some rather unnecessary privacy and also served for keeping things like hairbrushes and bedside books. The master closing down the dormitory for the night was stern about us going to sleep and not talking. After we heard his footsteps going downstairs, one of the boys said the master meant to be stern. The penalty for talking after lights out was a red bottom. You got a red bottom when a master made you take down your pajama pants, lean over the side of the bed, as for saying prayers, and get whacked with a wooden spoon. Needless to say, we talked only rather quietly after lights out. Fortunately, the building was fairly old and creaky. So most of the time squeaks on the stairs made the presence of a snooping master known before he could hear us talking.
During the first week at school, every moment of every day and night seemed to be planned. This was a terrible come-down after the freedom of life on the farm. At home nothing was regimented except for a certain amount of common sense over mealtimes. When there wasn’t class at school, there was a meal, and then there were games, and then there was prep (study time for homework), and then there was bed. Somewhere along the way there was time for hobbies and reading, but initially I was overwhelmed by the regimentation. What there was in the way of free time seemed like a mere interlude on a never-ending treadmill. I got talking with one of my fellow students, however, a boy named Stephen who was in my dormitory as well as being in the same class. He said it really wasn’t as bad as all that once you settled in. I am happy to say he was right. Up to a point. Stephen said we could call each other by our first names when talking between ourselves, although the general rule was that all boys were known by their last names.
I recently read the memoirs of a prominent writer who went to my prep school about a dozen years before I was there. He said that in his time he neither saw nor heard of any sex among the boys. This may or may not have been true. But I doubt it. Either he wasn’t looking, or he had a funny memory. The surprise is that he bothered to mention it. My experience just a few years later was the exact opposite. I was to find it a hotbed of the most wonderful sexual experiences. They were to start on the afternoon of my first Sunday. Stephen suggested that we should go and explore the common, a stretch of scrub land with bracken and crab apple trees to the north of the main school buildings. It was normally out of bounds during the week, or else inaccessible because we had too much else to do.
I was really taking a liking to Stephen. He was rather like Tom in many ways, only somehow warmer. We also had things of the mind to talk about, like our interest in schoolwork or what we were reading, or our stamp collections. His warmth was almost what I now recognize as a kind of feminine and also sexual warmth. Each morning when we got up, we went through a cold bath parade, quickly in and quickly out and then toweling off before getting dressed for the day. I think it was supposed to combine toughening us up with waking us up. I think it was also supposed to help suppress sexual urges. It didn’t do that. At least not for me. On the contrary, I found myself looking at Stephen’s small cock and compact balls and thinking how much they reminded me of Tom’s. I longed to get into a quiet and private place with him to touch them and play with them, and have him do the same to me.
It must have been an early year because the bracken on the common had already grown to a height of about three feet. The day was gorgeous and the ground was quite dry, the humidity having been well absorbed by the peat soil. Wandering across the common, we came to a thick stand of bracken. Stephen said he would show me how to get into a private hideaway. We went down on our hands and knees and crawled into the middle of the bracken, bending to the side all the stalks as we went, but not breaking them down. After passing through the bracken, the stalks remained upright so we left no trace behind us. Once in about fifteen feet, no one could see either in or out. We then flattened the stalks immediately around us to make a clearing where we could sit and talk in complete privacy.
“Can I feel you?” said Stephen after a few moments, to my great surprise and great delight.
“What d’you mean,” I asked. I knew perfectly well the answer, as blood surged to my cock and my entire body began to tingle.
“I want to put my hand up your trouser leg. Like this.”
Stephen’s hand found its way up the leg of my short pants. In no time it arrived at my ecstatically excited cock, with its small but stalwart erection. The task was made easy by the fact that during the summer months the school decided to cut down on laundry bills by letting us go without underpants. In any case, they were not needed for the additional warmth that was required during the autumn and spring terms.
Once Stephen was in full possession, I reached over to do the same to him, relishing the feel of the cock and balls that I had admired so much in the bathroom.
“D’you like that?” he asked.
“Yes, of course. Don’t you?”
Then we unbuttoned each other, this still being the age of buttons, not zippers, so we could both pull down our short pants and play with each other freely. Of course, you don’t reach a climax before puberty but you can keep on masturbating forever, which isn’t a bad trade-off.
I asked Stephen if he had any other friends that he played with. He said there were several. They had talked among themselves about me. They had decided that Stephen was the one to find out what I was like before letting me join the group. The idea of a group really filled me with excitement. This meant a widening of my adventures into an illicit world of the unknown that went far beyond my wonderful times with Tom, and even those with Meg. Frankly, at this stage boys were just as good as little girls, if not better, and the sense of mystery was enthralling.
I asked who the others in the group were. He told me the names of two other boys in my dormitory and one or two more in my class, maybe about half a dozen in all. He made the point which I always sensed when playing with Tom and Meg, that grown ups might not like it if they knew what we were doing. I guessed that if a master found out, I could probably count on getting, at the very least, a red bottom. Stephen said he heard a rumor that boys from some schools were expelled for playing around, sent home immediately in disgrace. He said our secret was completely safe within the group. Every now and again we might bring in someone new but we had to be careful and keep it to ourselves.
Looking back on my good times with Stephen, I still remember fondly his soft skin and almost girlish appearance, with his fair curly hair and freckles. There was something truly feminine about him at that age which really attracted me and, of course, I really liked his cock. Actually, I liked all cocks except one that had kind of extension dangling down. It seemed as if the doctor must have botched a circumcision. There was another cock that I didn’t like that had really long foreskin protruding over it. I don’t think its owner ever washed underneath. Even at that age it was really important to me for cocks to be kept clean. It wasn’t so bad if all you were doing was playing. But you didn’t want to suck a cock that hadn’t been washed under the foreskin for a week.
That first time Stephen and I must have spent about an hour together in the den. He said there wasn’t any set length of time we could get away. Generally it was better not to disappear for too long in case something came up and someone wondered where you were.
From that time on Stephen introduced me, one by one, to different boys in the group. Generally, we’d go back to the den in threes, Stephen, myself and the other boy I was meeting. As with Tom, we speculated on the sex lives of the other people we all knew, the masters and staff, especially the nurse and the school secretary. I became quite popular after I told them the story about Tom and Meg. None of them started playing with other boys until they came to this school, and none of them had played with girls. Particularly exciting to them was the story of how Tom and I had got Meg to join us.
When I first came into the group, all we ever did was just play with each other’s cocks with out hands. One day I was with Stephen on his own. I was feeling even more sexy than usual, which is saying a lot! Until now I had kept back what Tom and Meg and I actually did. I was too shy to talk about our sucking on each other. I just left it that we were all playing with each other, as we were in this group. I wanted to tell them how I desperately wanted to suck cock and have them suck me. But I was scared to talk about it in case they made a fool of me, or started blabbing around. It was one thing to do the forbidden thing that everyone knew about. It was another thing to progress to something so far out that they hadn’t even thought of it. Besides, there was still some lingering suspicion that it might be poisonous or harmful.
One very hot day at the den I said to Stephen that we should take off our tops as well as our shorts, and lay them out like a blanket to lie on. Then I said I wanted to play with him when he was lying down on his back. When he was lying down, I kneeled over him and stroked his cock up and down. Then I leaned over and kissed the tip of his cock. Then I took it all, gently and slowly at first, into my mouth.
“D’you like that?” I asked.
“It’s sensational.”
“Shall I do it some more?”
“Yes, please. Please go on...”
“I’ll do it some more for you and then you’ve got to do it for me.”
“Oh, I don’t know about that.”
“It’s as much fun doing it as getting it,” I said.
`Stephen and I upgraded our playing with each other to include sucking each other’s cock. He was so attractive to me and also so relaxed and natural that I felt comfortable about taking the initiative with him about sucking. As I said before, I first started sucking because Tom took the lead. Now, for the first time, I was taking the lead.
After we’d sucked each other for a while, I asked Stephen if he knew which others in the group were the most sexy and might like to suck. He agreed with me that we might have to take it slowly. It should be possible to get everyone involved if we brought them in one at a time. We should show the way and most likely they would follow. In any case, we both agreed that I started out the right way with him, by having him lie down on his back and then just doing it. Talking about it first might just drive someone away and get them blabbing, which was our constant fear.
At that time, we were all so concerned about our secret of playing with each other’s cocks that we only did it during our visits to the den on the common. There were a couple of boys in the dormitory we didn’t like and we didn’t want to bring them into the group. If they weren’t involved, but knew what we were doing, they might talk. Besides, in the dormitory there was always the risk of a master coming in after lights out. So the time during the week when we couldn’t get to the den was stressful. I dreamed all through the week about having sex. The week after Stephen and I started sucking was the worst. I was dying all week to do it again. I was also looking at the other boys in the group fantasizing about them. I wondered which of them could be upgraded from just playing to sucking cocks. In quiet moments during the week Stephen and I consulted over who to invite first. He suggested either Tony or Jimmy. I said perhaps Martin might be better. Martin really turned me on. He was also quite feminine and attractive.
This week was particularly distracting because of what I saw a couple of older boys doing in the library one night during prep. There wasn’t enough desk space for all the school to sit in the big assembly room to do their evening homework so that it could be supervised in silence by one master. So we overflowed into the library, which was beyond the assembly room. Every now and then the master on duty took a stroll into the library. Mostly however, we all kept quiet enough with our studies so he stayed at his desk at the far end of the assembly room. I was in the library that evening while some older boys were sitting at a table near me. One boy sitting at the head of the table had his cock played with all evening by the boy sitting beside him. He just reached up his trouser leg and kept at it all through prep. That was the first time I had ever seen anyone being so open about it.
I was so excited by what I saw that I knew I had to devise some way of satisfying myself in parallel with the show going on before my eyes. My solution was the best compromise under the circumstances. We should all have peed before prep started. It was not regarded as good form to have to take a pee break during prep. Nevertheless, there were always emergencies and for me this was one. So I traipsed shyly through the hushed assembly room. I went up to the master on duty and asked his permission to go and pee. In the washroom I took out the pocketknife that I generally kept in my left pocket, and happened to have with me during prep. With it I cut away the seam of the left pocket of my short pants¾I didn’t really need the blinking thing anyway as long as I had the right-hand one! I didn’t have to carry my pocketknife around with me. Now, with the hole in my pocket, I could play with myself with my left hand all through prep. And any other time I wanted! On returning to my homework, I had to sit close to the table and play with myself quietly so my neighbors didn’t notice. I was still shy about masturbating in public even if those senior boys putting on the show in front of me were not. To this day I remember my pleasure at feeling myself up that evening while watching the show. True I couldn’t see much. However, as I have said, seeing has never been for me a necessary component of believing what happens sexually under the covers. All through the rest of prep, I played with myself, reaching my fingers to work my foreskin up an down. I alternated this routine with reaching my fingers under the tautened sack containing my balls. With no underpants in the way, as I have mentioned, my direct access made the pleasure truly divine.
I didn’t get much study done that evening. I was dreaming longingly of being with one of my friends out at the den.
There was, alas, a sequel to this story. When my shorts came back next time from the laundry, they came back with the pocket sewn up again! I am sure the seamstress in charge of our clothes must have guessed why there was such a big hole in the pocket, and one so neatly unstitched. I was later to discover that some women around a boys’ school let their imagination go, and get some wonderful ideas about boys’ emerging sexuality! But I am getting ahead of myself....
Finally Saturday arrived. It was going to be possible to get away to the den late in the afternoon, after cricket and swimming and before supper, provided that we got changed quickly and on our way from the pool. I should say that swimming at my prep school introduced me, perhaps inadvertently, to a delight that has stayed with me thought my life, the joy of swimming naked. The school didn’t think it necessary for prepubescent little boys to wear swimsuits. Perhaps they were just another thing to lose. The only swimsuit was worn by the man who supervised, and who taught us all to swim if we had not already learned. The pool was surrounded by a high wooden fence so no one could see in. However, sometimes parents came to see their little darlings, and it was not unheard of for boys’ sisters to come and to view, supposedly, the swimming.
Stephen arranged for Martin to come and join us. I had been eyeing his cock at the pool and longing to get my mouth around it. It was an agony waiting to get in and out of the water. More especially, it was an agony trying to refrain from having my own cock sticking up fully erect. This was a matter of more concern for me than for many other boys because I always had a big cock for my age! Around the swimming pool at my prep school, I always felt like a Pinocchio, the little boy whose nose grew longer every time he told a lie. Except in my case, it was my cock that seemed to get ever more embarrassingly bigger whenever I was overcome with erotic thoughts¾which was much of the time anyway, and almost of all of the time at the swimming pool.
Finally, we dressed and scrambled out of the pool enclosure as fast as we decently could. We rushed to the edge of the stand of bracken, and looked around to make sure no one else could see us. As always, however, we did not rush past the stems of bracken. We took our usual care not to damage any as we worked our way on hands and knees to the den in the middle. Then we got Martin on his back, as I had with Stephen, with all his clothes removed and all of ours too. The third set of clothes made an even better bed to lie on than just the two, and it took no time at all to make Martin feel comfortable, in every sense of the word. First Stephen took Martin’s cock in his mouth, and then I did. Then we all did the rounds on each other.
I wasn’t involved in initiating all of the group into sucking cocks. In any case, some of the boys I simply didn’t like, or else they didn’t make me feel horny. After a few weeks, however, sucking became the standard in our group and not just playing with each other’s cocks. I pretty much stayed within my own circle, very territorial about who I let inside my wall of privacy. However, I heard that I had introduced sucking more or less throughout the school at all levels, even up to the few senior ones who were starting to get pubic hair. Of the latter, there were only a few. Mostly we all went on to our public schools before the onset of puberty and breaking voices, but there was the occasional precocious exception.
One more thing I shall relate about this period of my sexual enlightenment. It was the last night of the school term, at the end of July, before we all headed home for our summer holidays. The weather was really hot. The entire country had been experiencing a long heat wave and drought. We were all excited about going home and it was far too hot for any of us to sleep. From past experience, we knew there was little risk of getting into trouble by talking after lights out on the last night of term. No master was going to look for trouble and give anyone a red bottom just before sending us home. As part of the celebration of the end of the school term, all of our group had saved up some candies to have a feast after lights out. Now candies obviously don’t make much of a feast, but illicit consumption of toffees and gobstoppers was at least something different for a change.
Since candies had been saved only by the members of our group, the two other boys not in the group didn’t known that anything was going to happen. Stephen and I worked it out that we would include them in the feast but only on condition that they let us feel their cocks.
Everything went according to plan. We found Ted and Freddie far more receptive than we expected. The result was that we were all very relaxed about what we were doing. Stephen and I were to make yet another advance that night in our sexual development. He came over to my bed and started feeling me under the covers. Then he climbed into bed beside me, under the sheet, for I had no blankets because of the heat. This was the first time that either of us had been in bed or under the covers with anyone else in any sexual way. We might have been taken into bed by our mother, by a grandmother or an aunt, but just for warmth and talking, not even for sleeping.
I can still recall that I was trembling all over with excitement, tingling throughout my entire body. We both took off our pajamas, bottoms as well as tops, and snuggled up to each other, each with hands down to play with the other’s cock and balls. Then I worked my way down under the sheet and took his cock in my mouth. There was a much higher level of excitement than there had been outside, with flesh pressing against flesh in a way that could not be accomplished when one of us was on hands and knees.
We must have stayed with each other for most of the night, since we drifted off to sleep in each other’s arms. Some time just as the first light of dawn was appearing, I sensed I was alone, and that Stephen was finding his way out of my bed and back to his own.
The next morning there was all the usual hubbub of end of term excitement as we packed our suitcases, went down to breakfast and went on our respective ways, some to the train, some awaiting parents coming by car. It was a great summer term in every way, including, I’m happy to say, accomplishment of academic results that gratified my parents. I decided I liked school. And I was enthralled by the forbidden joys of erotic gratification.
CHAPTER 7
After another wild night with Mandy, Rachel and Jo, it was a miracle that the three women left me in peace and quiet to write yesterday’s chapter or, indeed, that I was able to find the energy and motivation to do it. Fortunately, they seem to have a worthy sense of respect for my time and my project, at least when we are not amorously in action.
This is a timely moment to say that we have all taken a further huge step forward in our housekeeping arrangements. Enhancing the sense of enjoyment of forbidden fruit and raising accordingly our erotic stimulation, we have abandoned any pretenses of sleeping where the housekeepers expect us to! We all sleep to-gether in our huge imperial bed, leaving Jo’s and Rachel’s undisturbed. There is, of course, a certain practicality in not making any pretenses. There is also a certain sense of excitement in seeing how the staff react. I have often wondered how hotel maintenance staff feel when they encounter sexually interesting situations, as they often must. Here are we, handing them out in spades!
For me personally there is another ulterior motive in our nonchalance. It is that I am enjoying the titillation of our housekeeper, Ophelia. Many hotels seem to be wary of employing younger female staff to provide room service, lest room service include more than the staff are paid to do. Therefore many establishments employ old crones who could perform as witches in Macbeth without having to make up for the part. Not so with our establishment. Ophelia must be about 25, or a noticeable piece younger than all of us. She is probably part Indian, part Caucasian, with some of the most attractive features of both. Speaking passable English, she told us that she is married to a man who makes wooden bowls for sale on the beach, and that she has two children. They all live in a poor but clean part of town where tourists normally never go, but which is none the worse for that.
Ophelia is always smiling from ear to ear now she has figured out how we are living. I think she would like to see more, and possibly become personally involved with us. That would delight me. Of course Ophelia has no idea how to convey her interest, if she is interested, beyond smiling knowingly. I have not broached the subject with any of my companions. I’ll just have to let the idea sleep for now. In any case, it is obvious that I have a super-abundance rather than any scarcity of fulfillment. Still, there are possibilities that might interest the others.
Despite the wildness of our wonderful four-part sex life, I have been able to get the decent night’s sleep that is essential to my ability to function. In fact, I have been sleeping almost more soundly than ever before, so my productivity has been excellent. It must be the Pacific air that knocks me out, along with the relaxation caused by my physical and sexual exertions. In any case, this project sends coursing through my veins the adrenaline of motivation. I can write almost as fast as I can think. That means that quite a lot gets down on paper in a couple of hours or so, despite the fact that I still have to watch the keys of my portable typewriter. Years and years of professional writing never included a typewriter course, as such. Therefore I remain as dependent on looking at the keys as a child first learning to play the piano.
One very positive aspect of our ménage à quatre so far as my writing goes is that my three wonderful companions are tremendously supportive of the project. Prior to yesterday, of course, I was able to get a substantially ahead, having not yet found the timing and circumstances right to begin the readings. With Howard back in New York and all three women now so supportive, the question yesterday morning was where to set ourselves up, not whether I should at last deliver the first reading.
At Jo’s suggestion, we decided to head around the Bay of Banderas to the North Cape. Around noon we headed north and then west along the coast road. After passing the airport the road makes detours to and from the coastline and past the beach where we swam naked on the first day. After about an hour we arrived, lurching from pothole to pothole over the last few hundred yards of roadway to the parking place above the cape. Laden with supplies, we wended our way down the rocky pathway to the beach and found everything as it had been when we were there before.
On the tip of the cape there is a primitive fishing village, with a restaurant right on the sandy beach. The tables are set apart from each other, all shaded by thatched umbrellas. The only minor disadvantage of the site is that the sand ends at the water’s edge. Beneath the water of the cove the sand gives way to rocks. Therefore, the attraction for large numbers of tourists is limited, with the compensation for us that the setting is lovely, and we can enjoy ourselves without feeling crowded. Also, I was able to read aloud, as loud as I liked, without being heard by a superfluous audience that might embarrass me and shut me up.
The restaurant tables were almost deserted so we were able to find one that was a little apart from the others, one shaded both by a palm tree as well as by it’s own thatched umbrella. We could, therefore, establish ourselves for as long as we liked without having to keep changing positions in response to the sun’s progress to the west.
The order for beers all around arrived. Everyone was waiting in anticipation, hanging so to speak, on my lips. Before starting, I told everyone again the deal. It was to be like Chaucer’s Canterbury Tales or Boccaccio’s Decameron, only with minor variations. I was to be the scribe and primary contributor. But each of the others was to contribute the material for a chapter. To this end, I picked up three straws of different lengths for each of my companions to draw one from my clasped hand. The one drawing the shortest straw was to deliver the first contribution, then the one with the next shortest straw, and finally the third one with the longest. I was excited by the prospect of hearing from each of them. I hadn’t the faintest idea what any of then might have to say, but I hoped for great things, even from Mandy who, I am discovering, still has several layers of experiences within her that I am only now learning about.
The order established from drawing straws was that Rachel was to start with her story. Mandy was to be next and Jo would finish up the series. I only hope that her husband doesn’t suddenly appear on the scene before we hear her story. She strikes me as being someone with an interesting past that might lead to a great contribution.
With the interruption for drawing lots completed, I began by reading the first two chapters. I decided to stop there because I was dying to hear Rachel. The additional chapters could hold over for another day, perhaps to be read at the rate of two per day to catch up. Rachel, however, was not to oblige with immediate gratification. As soon as I finished, she came up with other ideas, as a delaying tactic. They may not really have been a delaying tactic, since they were very good ideas. First, she said, we should all put on our tennis shoes and go for a swim. We didn’t, she said, come here only for sitting around and stuffing ourselves. After developing from the swim an appetite, she said, we should order some red snapper for lunch. Besides, she said, she had to get the story organized in her head. She would give us her story by way of dessert.
The prospect of having to wait so long, if only for an hour or so, seemed to me like waiting out eternity.
Finally, with a new round of beer delivered, and all delaying tactics exhausted, Rachel began her story.
I always loved to visit with my grandmother in her little old stone cottage in Perkasie, north of Philadelphia. She was widowed, her husband having died some years ago, with the result that she seemed to have an insatiable desire to shower love and affection on all who came within her orbit. She had a wonderful ability to impart warmth without crowding you. As soon as you arrived, she would hug you and kiss you as an expression of complete love and acceptance. Some people have a certain warmth in their chemistry that immediately makes you feel you belong. I had this feeling with Gran because of the kind of person she was, and because I was one of the family. But I could immediately see with others that it worked for them too. There was no one so dirty, destitute or undeserving (obviously not all the same thing) who was not made to feel special. You could be hardened a criminal recently released from jail and her immediate reaction was to look to the future, not the past.
“That’s done with now,” she’d say. “We’ve got to help you get on your feet now.”
This often involved taking people in to stay. She’d feed them and encourage them and find things for them to do. Sometimes they’d wander off and get into trouble, quite often in fact. Sometimes they stole money from her, or stole things from her to sell. But she never lost anything that she couldn’t accept losing and in all honesty the losses didn’t amount to much. The remarkable thing was that sometimes she had her successes. I remember one apparently incorrigible break-and-enter artist who was obviously simple-minded. She got him a job stocking shelves and sweeping floors at the local supermarket. Amazingly, he kept the job and is still there to this day. Gran said you only had to be successful in helping one single person to pick up their lives in order to make your own life worthwhile. One success made it easy to suffer the losses and disappointments inflicted by the ones not yet ready to be helped.
It was from Grandma that I first started to learn seriously about cooking and sewing, and some of those womanly things my mother was not interested in. In any case, Mother was too busy to find time to teach me. She showed me how to make bread and cakes, how long to cook a chicken with roast potatoes, how to sew on buttons. Then she progressed to showing me how she did the tapestry work that occupied her for hours on end.
I’m going on at some length setting the scene. Then you can join me in living through my experiences at Gran’s as I lived them and felt them within me at the time. She was a wonderful old-time lady. She had lots of progressive ideas about being useful in the world that would make for a better world today if there were more people around like her.
Gran had the idea that she should invite over young girls of about my age when I went to stay there. It was her thing to combine acceptance with giving one space. She didn’t want me to feel I had to be shut up with a little old lady all the time I was there. Not that I would have minded, but to be quite honest, it was also wonderful to have friends over, as I’m going to tell you.
“I don’t want you to get bored, spending all your time hanging around a little old lady like me,” she’d say. “Then you might not want to come back and visit me any more!”
One day soon after Christmas I arrived at Gran’s to stay for a few days because my parents had to go away for some reason. The first night of my visit we just had supper together and talked, and watched a show on television. Then we both went to bed, with me in a room on the top floor. For the next day Gran said she had a young friend coming to stay over and keep me company so I wouldn’t get bored. I didn’t think anything in particular of that at the time she said it, but it seemed like a good idea.
Next day around lunchtime Caroline’s mother brought her over by car, and I took to her at once. I had short hair at the time because my mother thought that little girls who were active should not risk getting it caught in anything. Caroline’s was long and sleek, dark and well down over her shoulders, the illustrations of Alice in Alice in Wonderland. She seemed to be slinky and sophisticated but also warm like Gran. Anyway, the weather was a mixture of rain and snow, and outside was slushy and horrid. So there was no point in even thinking of going out for a walk or anything. Gran was never stuck for an answer to keep people busy and entertained.
You may think this sounds prissy, but Gran’s first idea was to get us making gingerbread cake. Most grannies play down to kids and it’s gingerbread cookies but my Gran was a meat-and-potatoes kind of person. She knew I liked a really good gingerbread cake so that’s what we made. She got us all doing something together so we could all get to know each other while being there for a reason. Gran wasn’t into twenty questions to find out what anyone was doing or thinking. I think she wanted to get a sense of what kind of person Caroline consisted of, while doing something she wanted to do anyway.
With the cake, actually two of them, in the oven, Gran then moved on to the idea that we might like to raid her old clothes closets on the top floor, and dress ourselves up. So she led us upstairs to a kind of attic room at the top of the house. It had a sloping ceiling and a gabled window, and was next to my bedroom on the other side of the landing. There were racks and racks of party dresses from Gran’s younger days. In the drawers were gloves and hats and goodness knows what, along with different special colored lipsticks to go with some of the more far-out-colored dresses. There were also lots of photos of Gran in her prime, looking like the proverbial million dollars.
Gran was actually quite small and Caroline and I were big for our age. So many of Gran’s old clothes actually more or less fitted. When Gran went downstairs, we started pulling different fancy ball gowns out and laying them out on my bed in the room across the landing. Of course, we got into a lot of silly girly talk as we moved on to taking off our clothes down to our panties and trying on different outfits. I can still remember as if it was yesterday an outrageous mauve-colored thing I got hold of. It had shoulder straps but was cut away right down the back and down to the breasts. You really needed breasts to make it work. Caroline had the idea we could put in padding to make it work for me. So she got hold of some old stockings, bunched them up and put them inside the front of the dress. Then she went around to the back of me and said she wanted to shape them from behind. That’s when she started kissing the back of my neck and ears, and asking if I liked it.
Then Caroline said what I really needed was some mauve lip-stick to match the color of the long dress. Rummaging around the top drawer containing cosmetics, we found most of them dried out and useless, although some were still a bit moist. Suddenly I picked up one with a mauve top. At first it was impossible to get the top off. When it did come off, it was just the job for the mauve dress. It turned out that the seal was tight enough to stop it drying out.
“There you see,” said Caroline. “Now we can really get you set for a ball.”
She said I should open my mouth wide so she could put the lipstick on. As she went around my lips, I felt a kind of funny tingling sensation throughout my body¾like the twinges that Caroline set off when she was kissing my ears and neck. After she finished applying the lipstick, with the help of an old lace handkerchief to wipe off the smudges, she gave me a small direct kiss on the lips and stuck her tongue lightly into my mouth.
“I wonder what it’s like to have breasts and when they’ll ever come,” she said.
“My mother says everything comes in good time,” I said. “And you should enjoy life while you’re young.”
“Oh that’s what all really stuffy mothers say. That’s just Pabulum. Everyone knows you want to grow up and do grown-up things. D’you want to do grown up things?” she asked. “Come on. Let’s go and lie on the bed and pretend we’re kissing with boys.”
Caroline was now wearing a short-skirted dark blue cocktail dress. She took me by the hand and led me across to the bedroom where we both laid down on the big double bed.
“There,” she said. “We’ve got to take each other in our arms and hug... And now we kiss,” she said, pouting her lips toward me.
Then she pulled away to lie down on her back. We began to speculate what it might be really like to be with a boy. I said men seemed to be different from animals. Dogs and cats seemed to have quite small pricks that didn’t need a huge big opening like a woman’s cunt to take in a man’s cock.
“How can you get it in?” I asked.
“Even more to the point, how can you ever get a baby out?”
“Some women have great big thighs. Some of them just seem to be built like boys. How do the narrow ones manage? Look at Gran. She’s not wide but she had three children...”
We must have been upstairs for several hours before we heard Gran on the stairs. Eventually her slow tread reached to the top of the house. Caroline and I stood up again and started talking and laughing and pretending to have fun with the clothes, rather than talking, as we were, about more serious things.
“Are you having fun?” asked Gran.
“Oh yes. We could go on doing this for hours,” said Caroline tactfully.
“Well d’you want to come down and have supper as you are, or would you like to change back?”
“We’ll just find something comfortable to come down to dinner in,” I said, “and maybe clean up a bit.”
“Never mind that,” said Gran. “It doesn’t matter when it’s done or if it’s done at all. If you don’t do it before you leave, it’ll give me something to do when you’re gone. I wouldn’t mind reliving some old memories while I do it. It’ll make me feel young again.”
Soon after Caroline and I headed down to supper. I was wearing the blue cocktail dress that Caroline was wearing before. It was comfortable and it fitted me better. Caroline was in some kind of Turkish fancy dress pajama suit. After supper we played games with Gran, dominoes or something like that. Anyway, in due course Gran decided it was time to go to bed. She said that Caroline and I should both get into my double bed in the room on the top floor where we’d been playing.
“Then you can chatter all night if you want to without disturbing me,” she said, sensibly. It couldn’t matter less when we actually went to sleep out of school time. If we went to sleep late or early and got up late or early, it was all the same to her.
First, however, we had to have a bath. She suggested we have it together. So she came upstairs with us to the bathroom on her floor. There was a regular bath, with taps in the middle. So two people could sit in the bath, one at each end, without having taps sticking in your back.
I felt a sort of tingling excitement coming back through my body. Caroline started the blood running through me in exciting ways that never happened like that before. Gran ran the bath almost to the top, saw that the water was hot without being too hot, and then left us to look after ourselves. I always had to give Gran credit for not imposing herself on people. She didn’t need to see our bodies for herself, and she respected our privacy. But I’m not quite sure to this day how she thought Caroline and I were supposed to react to each other. Anyway, we both got into the bath, face to face, and started washing. Then Caroline said we should wash our hair and that I should go first. I leaned back and got my hair wet and put on the shampoo. Then Caroline did the same. As I went to rinse myself off, I dunked my whole body down in the water the way you always do. My back and hair all went down into the water in the bottom of the bath. As I was rinsing off my hair and relaxing, what should happen but I started feeling Caroline’s hand working itself toward my cunt and feeling it, softly.
“D’you like that?” she asked.
With my head back and ears under water, I barely heard what she said. I paid no particular attention except to open my legs wider so she could get a good feel where my body was tingling. After a while, I raised my body and smiled sheepishly at Caroline.
“You said you wanted to do things people do when they get older,” she said. “Now I want you to feel me.”
With Caroline’s body now down in the water and her crotch in my direction, I put my fingers inside her the way she did with me.
After a while, Caroline said we should get out of the bath and dry ourselves and go and say goodnight to Gran. We jumped out of the bath and dried ourselves quickly. We slipped into our nightdresses, slippers and housecoats and went downstairs to Gran. She gave each us both an affectionate kiss on the cheek and a mug of cocoa to bring upstairs. She didn’t make any kind of a deal of it, but she said we shouldn’t talk all night. Of course, it didn’t really matter. But she said we’d want to have fun tomorrow too.
How much did Gran guess that there would be fun things to do that night?
Once we were in bed, Caroline and I snuggled up to each other. She kissed me lightly on my lips. Then she stuck her tongue in under the inside of my lips and tickled and teased me, saying I should do the same to her. Then her hand moved down again to my cunt, and mine moved to hers. I was trembling all over with excitement. The next thing was for us to take off our nightdresses because the bed was soon warm and we were warming each other all over.
“Have you done this before?” I asked Caroline.
“Yes.”
“Who with?”
“With other girls from school.”
“Tell me about your first time.”
“The first time was when we had a girl to stay who I didn’t know before. It was about a year ago. Her parents are old friends of the family. They were moving house to near us and wanted to be on their own while the furniture was being moved in. So Christie came to stay with us for a few days. I’ve got bunk beds in my room so the idea was that she should stay in the top bunk and me on the bottom. After we went to bed, Christie said she wanted to come down into my bunk and join me. It was really exciting because she already had breasts and hair on her cunt. She did wonderful things to me like I’m going to do to you.”
Now Caroline put her head down under the sheets and went to kiss my cunt, first of all slowly then around the lips and on the clit, and then putting her tongue inside me.
“There. How d’you like that?”
“It’s wonderful... Now tell me more about Christie.”
Caroline went on to tell me that Christie had lots of wonderful sweet juices. She enjoyed sucking and drinking them after Christie told her how good they were. After Christie left, Caroline said she started inviting school friends to stay and putting them in the top bunk where Christie had slept. Then she would take the lead as Christie had done, and join them in the top bunk when the house was quiet. Some of them invited her over to their place but only a few of their houses were set up so they could sleep together. It always worked at Caroline’s house so hers was a popular place to sleep over.
I just couldn’t believe everyone was having so much fun that I never even heard about. I’d pretty well never even thought about. I knew married people slept together but I had no idea what they actually did. I just thought they went to sleep together. I had no idea in the world about men and women getting together really. Never mind girls! Come to that, I never had any idea how a girl and a boy got from going out with each other to making love, whatever that was. And I sure didn’t know about how babies are made. Caroline was an expert. She started my sexual awakening and she didn’t leave much out.
After telling me more about what she did and how she found out about it, Caroline turned me around so she could suck me while I sucked on her, in the soixante neuf position. We did 69 after pulling back all but one of the blankets so as not to get too hot. It was incredible. I mean, it was unbelievable. Here I was going all in one day from total innocence to a total orgy. It was amazing. I just couldn’t believe it. All at once everything I’d been wondering about in a misty, disconnected kind of way came to life for me. We pushed our fingers gently into each other’s cunts and poked around. Caroline said we were using our fingers because we didn’t have cocks like boys did. The only thing was we weren’t wet. We only made a little of those tasty juices Caroline said came from Christie’s cunt.
It must have been mid-morning by the time Caroline and I slept off our night’s adventures and we made it downstairs. It was a good thing Caroline and I stayed on at Gran’s for a few more nights before I had to go home. I mean, it was great. When I got home, I started showing my other girlfriends what Caroline showed me.
And that’s the end of my story.
A big round of applause came from all there of us when Rachel finished. Jo and Rachel both said it would be hard to cap what we had just heard. My thinking is that if either one comes close to Rachel’s level of titillation, my sensual stimulation will be mighty.
CHAPTER 8
The good news as I sit down to write this morning is that Rachel has heard form Howard. Actually, it’s doubly good news. The first part is that Howard got his business tidied up in no time, mostly thanks to being there and giving it his personal attention. The client got a felt guilty about bringing him back from vacation, and he settled the differences just like that. The other piece of good news is that Howard decided he needs more exercise than Puerto Vallarta. So he’s gone off skiing at Vail. With the deal all wrapped up, there’s no problem finding the money to have Rachel here and him in Colorado. He likes doing his own thing anyway, so now everyone’s happy. And meantime, back to my own story.
The summer holidays when I was ten bring back memories as wonderful as those for any time in my life. Although school was fun, life on the farm was paradise when I had friends to play with and people, of any age, to come out riding with me. By this time we had two ponies and a horse. The idea was to have one pony for me, and the other pony and the horse for whoever else wanted to ride¾Mother, visitors or whoever, although in fact Mother practically never went riding. Visitors by that time sometimes included paying guests wanting a farm holiday, which was a very cheap thing to do in those days.
One of the good things about life on the farm was always doing things together with people. A lot of the time we were doing things with horses and ponies. In summer that meant getting ready for the local horse shows, and competing in them. Most of the sur-rounding farms had children and ponies. So riding involved most of the community, or at least most of my community. Of course, particularly during the summer there were a lot of seasonal things to do around the farm. I could work as much as I liked and earn pocket money at a rate of sixpence an hour. Some of the work, like harvesting and haymaking, was a challenge for everyone to get as much done as fast possible while good weather lasted.
In those days things were done much more primitively than now, although even at that time there had been gigantic progress compared with just a few years earlier. Grain crops like wheat and barley were still cut with a binder. After cutting the swath, the binder tossed off sheaves that had to be set up in the stooks that one sees now only in landscape paintings of a bygone age. This was before the time of the combine harvester that shoots out grain at one end and straw at the other. This was before the age of grain-drying. In Britain, the moisture content of grain at harvest time is generally very high. Stooked sheaves allowed the ears of grain to dry out naturally. Combined grain almost always needs drying.
All of the work on the farm, particularly at harvest time, was lubricated with a never-ending supply of farm cider from apples that we grew and pressed ourselves in our own huge cider press. Despite having a higher alcohol content than beer, cider was drunk as freely throughout the year as you might drink water. Our farm went through about five or six hundred gallons a year. You got drunk only if you drank too much and then went to lie down. Then it hit you. Otherwise, during the course of sweated labor you seemed to burn off as much alcohol as you drank. You just didn’t want to drink too much and then stop! The effects of the alcohol kept on working without stopping.
Into this world came that summer my school friend Peter, whose family were in Africa. With travel costs so high in relative terms compared with today, and with the family having other relations in England, Peter’s parents decided he would not go out to Africa for the summer holidays. Rather than spending the entire holidays with cousins of doubtful entertainment value in Brighton, Peter grabbed at an invitation to spend the first half of the holidays with me. That solved his problem of company for a major part of the time and, as an only child with uncertain prospects regarding our own crop of visitors, it suited me fine too. A further tremendous bonus was that Peter and I were already what Mother perhaps rather naively called bosom friends. That is to say that Peter was part of our special secret society at school. We were in the same form at school and saw quite a lot of each other but we were never in the same dormitory. Anyway, we were frequent companions at the den in the bracken and, for winter, we had now built a lean-to fort on the common that afforded us privacy, although not warmth.
Mother arranged for me to move out of my regular small bedroom at one end of the house and into the guest room at the other end of the house that had two single beds. Knowing that Mother was totally unthinking in her assertiveness and completely naive about anyone’s need for space and privacy, I made it my business the first afternoon home to go foraging for a means of securing Peter’s and my security. For a pastime, Mother used to get some idea in her head that she wanted to get off her chest, and simply barged into the room to announce what she had to say. She once barged in on some newlyweds at an inappropriate moment when they, admittedly, were doing more in the living room than was appropriately done there.
Anyway, this young Englishman’s home, or at least his bedroom, was to be his castle. It was not, while Peter was staying, going to present the proverbial open door to Mother. A rummage in the workshop produced a couple of semi-circular clamps, but no bolt. However, two clamps and a big screwdriver could serve as the barrier against my intrusive mother and other unwanted bargers. Once installed and it being mid-afternoon, Peter and I decided to celebrate with a short mutual feeling. Sure enough, however, what should happen but that there was a powerful stride toward the door and a forceful thrust to come through it.
“Just a minute!”
“Oh, I’m terribly sorry!”
Mother was often terribly sorry. Unless one took precautions. In any area of life.
The latest of her brainwaves was, as they often in fairness were, a good one. Peter and I should catch the ponies and go for a short tour of the 200-acre estate, while the day was nice, to use yet again her inevitable word.
Ponies caught and bridled, we set out on our tour, riding bareback around the farm. It was so much more convenient than bothering with a saddle and, of course, it solved the problem of chafing stirrup leathers. With a saddle, that problem could be averted only by wearing jodhpurs, britches or some other tight-fitting trousers. Accordingly, wearing shorts and riding bareback was normally the only way to ride except for formal occasions. Peter had grown up with horses on his family farm in Africa so he was just as much at home riding bareback on Bramble as I was on Chestnut.
As an aside, I have often found it amusing to think of what people said in ancient times about the introduction of stirrups for use by cavalry in warfare. It was thought that this innovation would make warfare so efficient that no one could withstand an army of soldiers mounted on horses with saddles and stirrups. The level of efficiency compared with riding bareback would create a balance of terror that would make future wars unthinkable!
The differences between our farm and Peter’s were significant, although both families seemed to arrive at much the same answer in terms of making a living. Our farm was only about one tenth of the size of Peter’s but with our ample rainfall and fertile soil it was about ten times more productive. All in all Peter was quite approving of what he saw of the way our family lived, and he was very appreciative of the warm reception given him by Mother.
We decided not to go very far or very fast for our first day of riding around the farm. It doesn’t matter how fit you are from sports at school, riding bareback makes other muscles in the groin, ones that are not used in school sports, very, very sore. After a few days you get used to riding bareback again, but it pays to take it easy after being away from riding for a while. So we soon came back in and let the ponies out into the meadow again. We always gave them an appreciative handful of oats as a personal Thank you for allowing themselves to be caught and for doing well. Then we went on a tour of the farm buildings, and particularly up the ladders to the various lofts. At the top of each one we stopped for a feel again. My excitement at having Peter home was insatiable. In those days I could play with someone’s cock and have someone play with mine for hours on end. Having the ejaculation that you get after puberty is nirvana, a climax, as the word is used, to all previous foreplay. But foreplay that doesn’t have an end-play has its own special rewards too.
In due course, we proceeded to supper time and Peter meeting Father and Janet, the girl from the agricultural college who was spending a working summer with us. Unusually, we were only five in the house and no one from the farm cottage at the end of the farmyard was at that time eating with us. My father was a retired army officer like many gentleman farmers. Unlike most gentleman farmers, however, he took almost no interest in the farm, its work, its seasons or those who visited. He was a kind of distant character like Charles Ryder’s father in Brideshead Revisited, at least as played by John Gielgud. He asked inane questions of Peter to which he already knew the answer if only he thought for a moment. He had no useful or interesting comments to make about school, the farm or anything else. Soon afterwards he separated from Mother and went to live with a new girlfriend in Portugal. As far as I was concerned, he lived there like a vegetable. I sometimes wondered how he could be credited with the animal instincts that evidently created me. Perhaps that’s why there was only one of me.
On first meeting her, Janet seemed to be a super person, with lots of life and jollity. She rode horses and said she would like to join Peter and me on our expeditions if we let her come along. Her reticence suggested a good basis for us getting along. It was one thing to say she would like to join us if we let her. It would have been quite another if she had been pushy. Just the right balance. After supper Peter and I made a point of going over the bookshelves to pull out anything we might want to read. We hardly expected to be doing much reading but we wanted to have an excuse for spending as much time in the bedroom as we liked. We were both readers, but during the next few weeks that interest was sure to take second place.
Each loaded with an armful of books, we proceeded to make ourselves scarce in the direction of our bedroom. There was un-packing to do, and planning, and talking, and generally settling in. After a while I said the tactful thing to do would be to go downstairs and say Goodnight. Then we should have a reasonable chance of settling down without interruption. Needless to say, Mother came up with the sensible idea that we should both have a bath before going to bed, and perhaps we could use the same water one after the other. At that time, this was a normal and sensible economy measure in England. No one would have thought it at all unusual then, although of course it would be thought peculiar today.
Back in our room at about 9:30, or a little later than we normally had the door shut on us at school, we drew the curtains and prepared for our first night in bed together. The screwdriver, of course, was placed firmly across the door. First standing up, Peter and I put our hands inside our pajama bottoms. Then I pulled on Peter’s pajama cord and his pants dropped to the floor. As they fell, he did the same for me. Standing with legs slightly apart, we could feel each other underneath the balls where there’s a special sensitivity. After a while we rolled over onto the bed nearest the door, preferring that one so as to be near it, and therefore able to guard the bolt.
We settled down under the sheets and blankets and played with each other’s cocks with both hands. Peter then did something I hadn’t done before. He said he wanted to kiss me the way we saw men and women kissing in the movies. At first I didn’t like that idea. I didn’t mind sucking his cock, but at first there seemed to be something unnatural about actually kissing another boy. It was actually very exciting and from then on Peter and I always made kissing part of our routine, sticking our tongues into each other’s mouths and sucking each other’s tongues. There was something feminine about Peter that made me think of Meg or, come to that, of Stephen. But Peter was the only male that I have ever really kissed before or since. It seemed right with him. It never seemed right with anyone else.
We had a glorious night of playing with each other, kissing and sucking each other. It was only the second time I played with anybody else in bed and this time was even better than the last one with Stephen. This time we both knew that we could make it last all night, or at least until there was a risk of Mother barging in.
At about 7:30 the next morning there were noises around the house, as well as the smell of bacon cooking. It wouldn’t be long now before Mother came knocking on the door, ostensibly to bring us each a cup of tea. About fifteen minutes after the clanking started and bacon smells began to waft in our direction, there was the deliberate step on the stairs of someone carrying mugs of tea. Of course, Peter and I were ahead of her, each back in our pajamas and each in our own bed. I opened the bedroom door when I heard Mother pause in front of it. Then we went through the ritual of saying Good morning. We were, of course, ready for the inevitable question, “Did you have a good night’s sleep?”
And with the equally inevitable answer, “Yes, thank you.”
Like the guesthouse proprietor that she some of the time was, she came out with the next inevitable question, “Was the bed comfortable?”
“Yes thank you. It’s fine,” said Peter.
Not one of the brightest of people with questions in the early morning, or indeed at any time for sustained interesting conversation, Mother was certainly to be given full credit for her efforts and for her good heart.
One of Mother’s brightest attempts at humor, dispensed almost universally at the wrong moment, was what she had to say about her favorite brand of Scotch whisky, Vat 69. At this time there was considerable naiveté about what I now know as the finer things in life. Her bright observation, dispensed in her inimitable unknowing way, at any time, in any company, was that Vat 69 referred to the Pope’s telephone number!!! Laugh, laugh, laugh!!! Ho, ho, ho!!! I found out what it meant at the age of ten, from Janet, as I shall relate. So I was appalled when Mother wheeled out this joke for the vicar, the headmasters at school, her sister the straight-laced unmarried aunt... (I never knew whether she ever really got it¾the joke, I mean!))
It was during Peter’s stay at the farm for the first part of his summer holidays that my enduring love affair began with the female human body. My interest and curiosity had been piqued by Meg, but I had a strong suspicion that there must be more to it than I discovered from her.
The renewal of my interest in female sexuality was occasioned by the lovely Janet. She was bouncy and attractive, and above all sexy. She oozed, or should I say, gushed sexual energy. This energy was not pushy, urban or urbane. Rather it was a kind of clean, natural, relaxed, rural and wholesome sexiness such as I was finding in some of the boys I had been playing with. Yet there was something even more powerful about Janet’s sexuality and its power over me, even at the age of ten, than there was with my boy friends. That was its inaccessibility. Even in my wildest dreams I could not imagine how I could ever develop into the kind of person who would have the opportunity to be accepted sexually by someone like Janet. Intellectually, I knew, of course, that I was a child. I knew in theory that I could expect to grow up to be a man, and in due course to have relationships with women. Adulthood and especially adult sexuality seemed, however, to be infinitely remote, farther away than the moo, and equally inaccessible. To her credit, Janet was always friendly and respectful towards me, treating me not as a child, as Mother did, but as a person on the same level as herself.
The next day at lunchtime Peter and I started talking about riding over to a lake about four miles away where we went swimming. It was a great ride to get there, along grassy bridle paths where you could gallop along at a good clip for much of the way. I always enjoyed going out to Moreton Lake. I often tried to arrange for people to come with me to make of it a major expedition with a picnic as well as a swim. Without consulting Peter but assuming that it would be all right, I blurted out the suggestion that perhaps Janet might like to ride Princess and come along too. I was Peter’s host anyway. I didn’t have to consult him about everything. But I probably should have first mentioned to him the idea of inviting Janet to come along. Anyway, Janet deferred to Mother to ask whether she could fit in the expedition along with her duties on the farm. Since the only firmly defined duties were those connected with morning and evening milking time, there was no inherent reason why Janet shouldn’t be able to ride with us every day if we wanted. The other side of the coin was that we were all be expected to muck in, including myself and Peter, when we were harvesting. But that was still several weeks away. So we all agreed to make the expedition the next day.
That night Peter and I speculated between ourselves about what Janet looked like underneath her clothes, and specifically what her breasts and cunt looked like. We wondered whether her golden red hair was also golden red below. We wondered too what kind of swimsuit she would wear and how much we would be able to see through it.
We were going a bit farther than just a short ride around the farm and also we would be galloping some of the way at high speed. So we would be severely testing the muscles that were unaccustomed to riding. Therefore we all decided to put on jodhpurs and to saddle up for this expedition. It was also better for Janet, who was designated to carry the rucksack containing swimsuits and provisions. After galloping intermittently through the woods, where the ground was grassy and therefore favorable for the horses’ feet, we arrived at my favorite camping place. There was a small area with flat rocks by the water’s edge. Larger trees made it secluded and also provided hitches for the horses. We took off the saddles and bridles and put on halters that we tied to the trees so the horses could wait out our frolicking.
The next order of things was to go for our first swim. It was always said in our household that you should wait for some time after a meal before going swimming so that the meal could settle down. Of course, you could swim any time before a meal. With appropriate noddings, Peter and I agreed to go in one direction to change, and Janet went the other way. I suggested to Peter that we should change fast and then keep our eyes open in Janet’s direction the see whether we could see anything. Look as we might, we never saw anything until Janet came strolling out toward us wearing what even today might be considered quite an exciting bikini two-piece, black, silky, sexy.
I knew from before that the water was deep immediately by the rocks so I reassured Peter and Janet that it was safe for diving. We all dived in and swam about fifty yards out into the lake. With no one else around, I would have loved to be swimming naked and I would have, had Janet not been with us. There was a trade-off between having her there, which was a great big plus, and not being able to indulge in our own private games, which was a great big minus.
After a while, we swam back to the shore and spread ourselves out on the rocks. Since the sun was strong and the weather warm, it was pleasant to stay in our swimsuits while eating our picnic. We talked to Janet about school and she talked to us about agricultural college. Peter talked about his family farm in Kenya and Janet talked about her family farm in Dorset. We had quite a lot to talk about and everything was relaxed and good between us. I had a sense that Janet was looking where our swimsuits bulged, and similarly we were scrutinizing her. Frankly, I could tell that Janet she was doing a better job than we did of hiding her curiosity. After lunch we sat around talking for long enough to digest our meal and then to go and swim again. Then we dried off and went back behind our respective trees to change. Again Peter and I tried to see how much we could see but were thwarted save for a hint, if that’s what it was, that Janet knew we were trying to peep at her.
The expedition was a great success and we arranged to repeat it several times. One time there was the difference that Janet wore a single piece swimsuit, which seemed more sexy than the one she wore before. Because revealing less, there was more left to the imagination. However, there was an interesting development as we placed ourselves on the rocks to eat our lunch. Janet seated herself with her legs crossed so we could see the whole flat area of her Mount of Venus and, coming out to the sides, some wisps of golden hair. I am certain she was teasing us on purpose with that position. I know she saw me looking down at her. When she caught my eye, she pulled her hands up and away to bring to her mouth the sandwich that she was eating, and she deliberately lowered her knees to enhance the proffered view.
Peter and I still had no luck in seeing anything more while Janet was changing. But the next time a few days later we were rewarded just a little. It was exasperating to be just a little gratified! Curiosity, piqued but unrequited, raised to fever pitch our permanent state of erotic stimulation. We both seemed to be having a permanent erection. Our mutual stimulation rose to a new level of intensity as we fantasized about Janet.
Our heightened stimulation increased again one day when Janet decided to change in a different place, one slightly closer and with less density of trees to shield the view. We could see she had her offside hindquarter toward us, and that she was bending down to pick up something. Then she stood up and we saw the full glory of a right breast and nipple, much as I have subsequently observed in paintings by Manet and Renoir. This, was infinitely better than paintings. Her breast was firm and smooth, with a small protruding nipple, and noticeably larger of course than a boy’s. Janet carried on as if she had not exposed her breast to our view. But I know she knew we had seen her. I am sure the purpose in moving her changing place was to be seen, just a little, by the two of us.
On Peter’s last day at the farm we were wandering through the boggy ground next to the stream that runs through the farm at the bottom of the valley. We were sure that no one was around and were feeling really horny. Normally when playing around outdoors, I liked to be certain that no one could see me, and my companions. I always made a point of hiding behind dense foliage. However, it seemed inconceivable that anyone from the village, let alone the farm, could be around here now. There was just no reason to be there unless you were a little boy out exploring. So I said to Peter that we should take off our clothes and put them on the flat rocks, like the ones at Moreton Lake, that flanked the edge of our stream. We laid down to bask in the sun. Then we each reached over to play with each other’s cocks. After a while I had Peter lie back so I could suck on him, and then he did the same for me. I wanted to make his last day really special, in really special surroundings. If it meant taking a little extra risk, then that was an extra erotic stimulant.
Everything went off normally and we had a really good time. However, at one point I thought I heard a stick break. At the time I thought nothing of it and the thought passed into the inner recesses of my mind.
Later that afternoon Peter and I went for a final ride around the farm and Mother put on a special roast duck supper in his honor¾not, of course, to show that she was pleased he was leaving but to show she enjoyed having him to stay.
As Mother and I drove back from driving Peter to the station, she said that she enjoyed having Peter to stay. Little did she know just how much I had enjoyed having Peter to stay. And especially our afternoon in the sun on the previous day, and our final night together in the same bed.
CHAPTER 9
This morning I am continuing to write up my own story, rather than Mandy’s. She should have delivered hers yesterday but we had to wait. There is a consensus among my companions and bedmates that they want to hear all of the chapters in the sequence written, including most especially the ones I write about them. Yesterday I agreed to an extended reading and I also agreed to let Mandy put off delivering her contribution until today. I continue to be amazed at our relaxing inhibitions, including Mandy’s. I am still finding in her things that she withheld because of an enduring and deep-seated reticence about her earlier experiences. I can’t wait to hear her story! In the meantime, I am not lacking for material from my own experiences.
The evening after Peter went to Brighton I was disconsolate. Although I have related here only some of what we did, many other things filled the time. We went on long rides in all directions and took part in horse shows. Janet helped and encouraged us and she also entered some of the events. We spent several days working from dawn until after dark when the winter wheat was cut. Peter and I spent hours stooking sheaves, although not the full working day put in by the grownups. Other duties at harvest time included carrying supplies from the farmhouse to the field, getting the cows in for milking and things like that. If you’re involved in the business of a working farm, there is never a lack of things to do. If you have a pony and can essentially do as much or as little as you want, it is, for a child, a wonderful life.
But as Dante has Francesca da Polenta observe in the Inferno, there is a negative aspect to the enjoyment of great happiness: “There is no greater sorrow than the recall of happy times when you are miserable.” I was now doubly miserable, bereft, lonely and lost, really disconsolate. When she set up the summer sleeping arrangements, Mother switched my regular room with the spare room. Janet was in the room I normally used when at home from school. This room was at the far end of the house and next to the bathroom. Janet used to go to bed about the same as me, or even earlier. Then she read in bed for I don’t know how long. She had to turn in early so as to get up betimes in the morning¾the expression we all used in that part of the country to mean early. She had to bring the cows in and have the milking of about 15 milkers completed by eight o’clock. Then she came in for breakfast. After breakfast there was plenty of time to get the milk churns out to the roadway where they were picked up each day.
Evidently that evening Janet noticed my quietness. When I came out of the bathroom on the way to bed, she was already in bed, reading. She called out to me gently and asked whether I would like to go riding with her the next day. We could go back to Moreton Lake to swim, if I liked, she said. Or we could do whatever else I wanted. With this suggestion, I perked up immediately. Janet wasn’t like Mother, and still less Father. She could show that she understood feelings, not just the practical necessities of life. I agreed that we should go riding again the next day and, yes, go to Moreton Lake. Then she suggested that I sit down on the bed and talk. She asked whether I had enjoyed having Peter to stay, which of course I readily confirmed. Then she said that perhaps I might like to make some plans for the rest of the holidays. In principle, I always liked the idea of planning but it’s very difficult to plan when you can’t see ahead enough to start. You have to have something to plan with.
Janet suggested that I might pick up the threads with some of my friends on neighboring farms. I had neglected all of them so far during these holidays. I said they were all a pretty dull lot, except for Tessa. I really liked Tessa. She was like Janet, only just three years older than me, a teenager, and starting to be the young adult that I thought Janet essentially to be already. Anyway, said Janet, there would soon be so much to do with the harvest that I would be needed to help on the farm, and would be too busy to sit around wondering what to do. This was another good point. I am always encouraged when someone says I am needed. Everyone wants to feel needed.
“You must have friends at home and at college,” I said. “How do you feel about coming here and leaving them behind? Do you ever feel lonely?”
“No. That’s part of life. It’s fun being here and there’s lots to do. I know that everyone will still be there when I get back. They all know that I’ll be coming back.”
I suppose I felt like that when I was at school, that home was always there. But now I was home, I didn’t feel that there was here the depth of emotional nourishment I needed. In my entire life Mother never had me sit on the side of her bed as I was sitting now with Janet, to have a real discussion. In my entire life I don’t think she ever asked me how I felt about anything, only what I thought about something. Thinking is the practical day-to-day process that supposedly makes her life function, not feeling. I know she has feelings, very deep feelings. But she never can express them. She seems to think it “bad form” to show negative feelings. You can be excited or happy, but never disappointed or unhappy. In that case, you should shake yourself out of it. If you have a more serious problem, you have to buck up and keep the upper lip stiff. Then the final word of encouragement is, in Mother’s own inimitably inappropriate way, “to keep your pecker up!”
“Do you have a boyfriend at college?” I ventured to ask Janet.
There was now a conjunction of my ever-present sexual curiosity and the opening of a door to talk about feelings. I was extremely curious about both the physical and emotional interaction between boys and girls as they grew older.
“Yes, I do.”
“Do you love him?”
“We care for each other very much.”
“Will you marry him?”
“Oh, we’re a long way from that. We’re nowhere near ready to start thinking of settling down to get married. There are so many things to do and one of us might find someone else.”
“Have you had lots of boyfriends?”
“Yes, quite a few.”
“So you don’t just settle down with one boyfriend and that’s it?”
The conversation went on, as I searched for answers to how people relate to each other, and how relationships start and develop between boys and girls. We must have talked for about half an hour. Then Janet said it was time for her to turn out her light and go to sleep. She had to be up betimes for the milking in the morning.
The next day Janet and I went on our expedition, as planned. I was now really captivated by Janet. I knew there was bonding between us. When we arrived at the lake and went to change, we both went our separate ways, as always. I noticed that Janet went back to the nearer place where Peter and I had been able to see her right breast. On coming from my changing place, I saw at once that Janet was wearing a different swimsuit that I hadn’t seen before. This one was another one-piece, maroon and cut away more at the back than the black one, When we came out of the water after our swim, I noticed that this swimsuit emphasized the undulations of her breasts and nipples more than the other one-piece or even the bikini top had done. It was all I could do to restrain myself from reaching out to touch the exciting, enthralling sexual goddess who tantalized me so.
After swimming, we sat down to eat our picnic. There was no pattern in the fabric of the swimsuit to disguise the shapeliness underneath. On the contrary, the wet fabric clung to her flesh and emphasized curves and folds in all the most interesting places. I could see the Mount of Venus covered by the swimsuit. As with the way that this swimsuit covered her breasts, so there was a difference now in what I saw below. The cut of the swimsuit was narrower than either of the other ones and there were far more conspicuous wisps of curly golden hair coming out at the sides. Also, there was a clearly visible vertical impression down the middle, with a kind of squiggle near its top. Having examined many animals closely, cows, pigs, horses, dogs and cats, I had a very good idea of the general configuration that was shielded from my view by a few inches of fabric. With Meg there was really nothing much there, but Janet was obviously developed. She was also, I conjectured, experienced, though I didn’t have too clear idea of what that really meant. Timorously, I wondered when I might have the opportunity to see any developed girl in all her glory, let alone Janet. There seemed to be such an immense gulf between me and her, although we could talk to each other closely about many things.
It happened again that Janet let me have a view of her while changing. This time I was looking out in her direction and at first was seeing nothing. Then she stood up to show me frontally, through the breaks in the leaves on the branches between us, the entire top half of her body. Without any embarrassment, she simply waved at me and said she wouldn’t be very long.
Walking Bramble and Princess beside each other so we could talk as we rode down the pathway, which at that point was rocky, I said I hoped she didn’t mind that I’d seen her breasts. Janet said that I’d seen lots of cows and other animals and that we were all basically built the same way.
“Then why do we wear swimsuits?” I asked.
“Well, there’s a time and a place for everything. People don’t want to be exciting each other all the time.”
“You really excited me!”
Janet then changed the subject, asking whether I had a chance to ride when I was taken out from school by the parents of any of my friends.
When we got back to the farm, we received the news that my mother’s unmarried sister Helen was very ill, and that Mother had to go away and see what she could do for her. With Father away too, as he often was, even when most needed around the farm, that meant that there would only be Janet and myself in the house.
“I’m sure you’ll be able to look after each other,” said Mother.
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