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This is for Josephine and Richard Segal – two jolly good sports


Introduction

THESE UNCENSORED MEMOIRS OF Rupert Paul Nicholas Mountjoy will enable the contemporary reader to share the intimate lascivious delights which life offered to a wealthy young gentleman in the Edwardian era, truly a golden age for those lucky enough to be born to families inside the well-heeled upper echelons of society.

Ninety years ago, when the events in Rupert’s diaries were first recorded, those at the top of the social scale enjoyed carefree lives of extravagant luxury from the cradle to the grave. Such people were cosseted by servants who catered for their every whim, income tax was measured in a few pennies in the pound, and though there might be ever-louder rumblings of discontent from the poverty-stricken masses living in wretched conditions in the great industrial cities, many in the top rigidly structured classes firmly believed that their hedonistic lifestyle would always be protected by the riches of the British Empire upon which the sun never set and the immutable laws of property and capital which protected their vested interests.

And what made life all the more pleasurable was the fact that the manners and mores of the Victorian age were crumbling fast. In the words of the social historian Martin St John Wellend: ‘Whilst lip service was still paid to the strict ideas of abstinence and suppression of sexuality, many of the Edwardian aristocracy enjoyed a secret world of illicit liaisons and secret rendezvous, of blissful hours of Bohemian bawdiness behind closed doors in a heady atmosphere of sensuality where the Eleventh Commandment – Thou Shalt Never Be Found Out – was deemed of far more importance than the sum of the previous Ten!’

Nevertheless, although the dictates of the prevailing social code of behaviour propagated chastity for the unmarried, young men and women of the jeunesse dorée such as Rupert, Sir David Kent, and Stewart Crichton were more than eager to pursue high-spirited, uninhibited lives in which free-wheeling sexual relationships played a major role. This philosophy was succinctly expressed by Rupert in his diary entry on his twenty-fourth birthday in April 1907 when he wrote: ‘I am certain that there can be no great sin in giving way to natural desires of the flesh and enjoying to the utmost all those delicious sensations for which a beneficient Creator has so amply fitted both sexes.’

A detailed profile of Rupert’s life has been given in the introductions to The Intimate Diaries Of An Edwardian Dandy 1–5, so suffice it to mention here that Rupert was the son of Colonel Harold Elton Fortescue Mountjoy, late of the Thirteenth Sikh Cavalry Regiment, who, after twenty-one years service on the North-West Frontier, retired with his wife and son to the family seat of Albion Towers near the tiny village of Wharton on the edges of the Forest of Knaresborough.

Rupert was twelve when the family returned home and he immediately fell in love with the lush Yorkshire countryside. In a letter to his sister Barbara (who stayed on in India after her marriage to Lord Lisneigh, the Deputy Governor of the North-East territories), he writes: ‘Few areas of Britain are so rich in beauty and interest as this part of the country. There are moors to hike across, several wooded valleys through which flow lovely streams with glittering falls, grand ruins of castles, abbeys and historic country houses which show few signs of the passage of time – all these and many other features of appeal are to be found all around us.’

As befitted the scion of a wealthy country gentleman, Rupert was educated at a public school, St Lionel’s Academy for the Sons of Gentlefolk, in Sussex, and at Balliol College, Oxford, where he gained a respectable honours degree in law. However, thanks to an allowance from his indulgent Uncle Humphrey, Rupert was able to spend the next two and a half years as a young gentleman of leisure in London, living rent-free in one of the grand houses in Bedford Square, Bloomsbury, with the owner (a friend of his uncle).

His lifestyle was neatly summed up by Dr Warwick Jackson, the editor of the first book of Rupert’s reminiscences, The Intimate Memoirs Of An Edwardian Dandy 1: Youthful Scandals: ‘A typical day might begin with a late breakfast taken after his recovery from a wild party of the night before, to be followed by an unhurried morning spent dealing with correspondence and sorting out the day’s domestic arrangements with his house-keeper. Then after a substantial luncheon (for a fellow has to keep up his strength), he might stroll down to the Jim Jam Club in Great Windmill Street and spend the afternoon leafing through the pages of the sporting magazines, or perhaps rousing himself for a game of billiards with some friends.

‘Then after tea at five o’clock, he would trot back to his house in Bedford Square to change for dinner. An eligible bachelor of good family like Rupert Mountjoy must have been deluged with invitations by fond mamas with unmarried daughters to dine with them, but Rupert was also very fond of a night out on the town with his cronies. This usually consisted of an evening at the theatre or music hall followed by a late-night supper and more often than not the night would finish with a visit back to the Jim Jam Club or to one of the high-class houses of pleasure where he could afford to take his pick of the pretty girls available as bed-mates for the night.’

With the reluctant agreement of his parents, he was able to enjoy this sybaritic existence until the summer of 1910 when his father finally persuaded his uncle to cut off Rupert’s generous annual allowance. However, the legal profession was not one which Rupert cared to follow and after only six months as an articled clerk to Sir David Godfrey of the fashionable firm of West End solicitors, Godfrey & Godfrey, he resigned to continue his easy, idle lifestyle.

Unfortunately for Rupert, in spring, 1913, his unwise choice of partners in a highly speculative business venture led to financial disaster. Colonel Mountjoy bailed out his son but after a huge row, Rupert was banished to Australia to make a new start in Sydney. But before he left London, Rupert raised some much-needed capital by handing over his personal diaries to his former employer, Sir David Godfrey, ‘to see if any financial gain might be made from my daily scribblings’.

Sir David, himself well known around Belgravia as a man of robust sexual proclivities, promptly sold the manuscript to the Cremornites, a semi-secret band of Society rakes and Rupert’s reminiscences were then serialised in the illicit ‘underground’ magazine published by this fraternity which included such notorious rakes as Count Gewirtz, the European financier and close friend of the Royal Family; Captain Terence Jackson of the Life Guards; and Rupert’s own physician, the suitably named Dr Jonathan Letchmore of Harley Street.

Rupert left England on 24 September 1913 and was destined never to return home. He prospered in Australia, setting up the Oddbods, a gentleman’s club in Sydney modelled on the infamous Jim Jam establishment, and in November, 1915 married Nancy Du Boute, the beautiful daughter of a wealthy landowner. Within five years he was the proud and doting father of twin boys and a girl, but then for reasons which we will probably never know (Rupert’s lame excuse was that the New South Wales police were too greedy and asking for bigger and bigger rake-offs for turning a blind eye to the goings-on at his Club) on the eve of his thirty-eighth birthday in 1921, he sold his business and luxurious mansion on the outskirts of Sydney, and the Mountjoys left Australia for Southern California where he and his family lived quietly for the rest of their lives.

The uninhibited erotic vitality of Rupert’s tales comes over surprisingly freshly across the years. One sexual adventure presses hard upon the heels of another, but the sheer energy and variety of his escapades never flags. Furthermore, his amusing vignettes of upper-class Edwardian life are made more pungent by the lively bawdiness which have made these books so popular since their republication some ninety years after they were written.

These frank uncensored memoirs were written for Rupert’s own amusement, although the record of his lively love life served a useful purpose back in the nineteen hundreds when they were read sub rosa in an atmosphere when so many young men and women were racked by unnecessary feelings of guilt and a surprising number were in a state of blind ignorance about their bodily functions.

And for the social historian, Rupert Mountjoy’s diaries show that in the Edwardian era there existed a real minority who refused to accept the authoritarian notion that sexual relations between consenting adults were a matter to be stringently controlled by the law.

It is now widely accepted that the questioning of old taboos by Rupert and his cronies constituted an important factor in the change of social attitudes which has led to the more relaxed, self-understanding view on matters of sexuality held by the majority of British people as the twentieth century draws to its close.

Walter Solodwski, Edinburgh, April, 2012


Fill ev’ry glass, for wine inspires us,

And fires us

With courage, love and joy.

Women and wine should life employ.

Is there aught else on earth desirous?

Act II Scene 1, The Beggar’s Opera

John Gay [1685–1732]
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Cocktails For Two

I HAVE ALWAYS SUBSCRIBED TO the view that a judicious gift of small silver coins to persons in petty authority works wonders.

Certainly, my strategy proved itself to great benefit one Thursday morning in July 1908 at King’s Cross railway station after I had taken my seat in the first-class carriage of the London-York express. Indeed, when I saw the green-uniformed steward shepherd a family of three small children and their parents past my compartment, I leaned back and relaxed, allowing my face to crease into a self-satisfied smirk, for this act provided proof that the florin [Only a 10p coin but in real terms worth well over a pound in 1908 – Editor] which I had slipped into his hand a few minutes before had been money well spent and that my compartment would be kept clear of such unwanted fellow travellers.

However, just seconds before the guard blew his whistle to herald the start of the one hundred and ninety mile journey, the steward pulled open the door and said apologetically, ‘Sorry, sir, but the lady behind me insists on a No Smoking compartment and all the others are full.’

‘No matter,’ I said graciously, for I would far rather share the journey even with an old biddy who would look disapprovingly in my direction whilst I thumbed through the pages of the Sporting Life than with the family which he had thankfully seen off into another compartment (for once the novelty of travel had worn off, one could not reasonably expect young children to keep quiet throughout a long and boring three and a half hour journey).

‘Thank you, sir,’ he replied gratefully as the train lurched forward whilst he hauled in her suitcase which he lifted up on to the rack above the row of seats opposite me. Then he made way for my travelling companion, and instead of greeting her with a quick scowl before returning to my newspaper, my jaw dropped and I stared unashamedly at the beautiful girl who followed the steward into the compartment from the corridor.

She could not have been more than twenty at most and was as pretty as a picture with long, auburn tresses which fell to her shoulder blades when she took off her hat. Her face was heart-shaped with large hazel eyes, a slightly retroussé nose and lusciously wide red lips which parted to reveal a dazzling set of even white teeth when she smiled her acceptance of my offer to help her off with her stylish black and white check coat.

Lightning doesn’t strike twice, I said to myself as I resumed my seat after carefully laying the garment across the length of the rack above this exquisite girl’s head. Still, one could always hope and I sighed with pleasure at the memory of how on this very same express some two years ago, I had participated in a short, voluptuous orgy with Nancy Carrington, an exotic American girl, and my old pal Henry Bascombe-Thomas [see The Intimate Memoirs of an Edwardian Dandy 3: Art for Art’s Sake – Editor] whilst the train sped through the rolling Yorkshire countryside between Doncaster and Selby.

I could scarcely keep my eyes off the high swelling hillocks of her breasts and her lithe, willowy body, and it took a genuine effort to tear my eyes away from her sensuous figure and bury my flushed face in my Daily Chronicle. But then to my delighted surprise, I heard this divine apparition say in a sweet voice, ‘Mr Mountjoy, Rupert, it is you, isn’t it?’

This question hit me like a bolt from the blue. How in heaven’s name did this lovely stranger know my name? With trembling hands I put down the newspaper and stammered, ‘That’s right, um, Miss, ah–’

‘Kendal, Katie Kendal,’ she cut in and two charming dimples appeared on her cheeks as she smiled broadly and continued, ‘Oh dear, clearly you do not recognise me.’

Now only a week before, over a post-prandial cognac at the Reform Club, I had asked my Uncle Humphrey his advice on how I could wriggle out of a devilishly awkward situation. For when I checked my diary that morning, to my horror I discovered that on the very same evening when as a patron of the Suffragette Movement, I was due to dine at Romano’s with Mr George Bernard Shaw, Professor Ishmael Birkin and Miss Nicolette Jones, I had stupidly double-booked myself, only the previous day having also accepted Lady Elizabeth Macdougall’s kind invitation to sit in her box at Covent Garden to hear Signor Caruso sing in the acclaimed new production of The Marriage of Figaro.

‘Never mind all that humbug about telling the truth and shaming the devil,’ Uncle Humphrey had growled from the depths of his armchair. ‘More often than not you’ll always win through by admitting your error without hesitation and then if possible offering your apologies to whomever you may have inadvertently upset.’

Well, I decided to follow his advice and blurted out, ‘Miss Kendal, please forgive me but I must admit that for some inexplicable reason, I cannot immediately place your face.’

‘Oh Rupert, you really have no need to beg my forgiveness,’ she declared warmly. ‘My goodness, it has been three years since your undergraduate days at Balliol and we often met briefly at my parents’ house in Oxford when you, Barry Jacobs and Frank Folkestone came round and all three of you vied for the right to partner my sister Maudie to an evening function at the college or to one of the supper dances given by the local gentry.’

In genuine astonishment, I gaped at the divine creature and burst out, ‘Good heavens, surely you cannot be the little fourteen-year-old tomboy who scorned dolls and needlework and instead only wanted to climb the big oak tree in Dr Kendal’s back garden?’

My look of utter amazement amused her greatly but not wishing to appear impolite, she covered her lips with her hand and answered, ‘The very same, but many people tell me that I’ve changed somewhat since then.’

‘That you have,’ I concurred whilst my lips broke out into a friendly smile and I added sincerely, ‘And may I say that the change in your appearance is nothing short of remarkable. Quite honestly if you had not spoken to me, I would never have recognised you. Please don’t be offended, but the tousle-headed fourteen-year-old has been transformed into a beautiful seventeen-year-old butterfly.’

Happily, Katie was far from offended by this analogy and her pretty face lit up when she replied, ‘Why, thank you for the compliment, Rupert, but to be strictly accurate, since Tuesday you will now have to amend your words to an eighteen-year-old whatever you wish to call me!’

‘It was your birthday on Tuesday?’ I exclaimed. ‘Well, we can’t let this go by without some kind of celebration. May I suggest we take an early luncheon and we will toast your birthday in the finest bubbly that the LNER railway can provide!’

‘What a splendid idea! I adore champagne,’ said Katie with enthusiasm. ‘I can see that what my sister used to say about you was fully justified.’

‘Oh-ho, I wonder what might that be,’ I chuckled. ‘Did Maudie mention my youthful good looks or my razor-sharp mind? Or perhaps my witty conversation and immaculate dress sense were the subjects of your sister’s admiring comments?’

‘None of these points, I’m afraid,’ she said with mock sadness and then she looked at me mischievously and went on, ‘But Maudie often talked of your fine sense of modesty. So much so, indeed that she once said to me, “And believe me, it is as well he possesses this quality for Rupert has much to be modest about!”’

Now in my book, false modesty is as vulgar as overweening pride, so I ask no forgiveness in stating that I believe that I can take a joke against myself as well as the next man and it was with genuine amusement that I chortled with laughter at her witty remark.

The train gathered speed and as it thundered through the little stations we chatted for some time about the jolly times my friends and I enjoyed at the ‘Varsity [see The Intimate Memoirs of an Edwardian Dandy 2: An Oxford Scholar – Editor] and I brought her up to date with news of my chums.

‘Barry Jacobs is employed by a firm of merchant bankers in the City whilst Frank Folkestone is living the life of a gentleman down in the West Country on his father’s estates in South Devon. But how about your news, Katie? I trust that all has gone well for your family over the last three years.’

She nodded her head and said, ‘Oh yes, my parents are in the best of health. Mama is very excited just now because Maudie is about to announce her engagement to Lieutenant Raymond Firbridge of the Household Cavalry. His people live near York and in fact I’m on my way to Fairbridge Lodge for a weekend party.’ Then Katie informed me that she had just graduated from Madame Libermann’s Academy in Switzerland, one of the leading ‘finishing schools’ for young ladies in Europe. This would explain her elegant sophistication, I thought to myself. When the steward came in to see if there was anything we required, I booked our luncheon table for twelve-forty-five and after looking at the wine list, I instructed him to have a bottle of ‘04 Perrier-Jouet on ice ready for us in the restaurant car. Then I said to Katie, ‘As it’s your birthday, let’s indulge ourselves with an aperitif. What would you like?’

Frankly, I imagined that a young girl like Katie would order a lemonade or a mineral water. However, although she had only just turned eighteen, Katie said, ‘Oooh, that sounds nice,’ and turning to the steward, she enquired, ‘Does the barman know how to make a good American cocktail?’

‘Of course he does, Miss,’ replied the steward indignantly. ‘Young Herbert was trained at an exclusive gentleman’s club in the West End where he was taught how to mix Martinis, Manhattans and all them new-fangled drinks.’

Yet again I was to be flabbergasted by Katie, for on hearing this response to her question, this extraordinary girl raised her eyebrows and said to him, ‘Herbert, did you say? By any chance, would you be referring to a tall fellow with ginger hair and a scar on his left cheek?’

The steward was so surprised that he reverted to his native Cockney dialect. ‘Cor blimey, that’s him down to a tee,’ he concurred and then regaining his composure, he asked, ‘Begging your pardon, Miss, how did you know all that? Was Herbert ever in your employ?’

Katie’s delicious dimples appeared again as she smiled and said, ‘No, no, no, my parents are both teetotal. But I have been served by this chap when he worked behind the long bar of the Jim Jam Club. As luck would have it, two of the barmen and three waiters in the restaurant all had this name and every day some member would make a joke about all the staff at the Club being right Herberts! Anyhow, when you called your colleague “Young Herbert”, I guessed that you might be referring to the junior barman who, I happened to be told on my last visit to the Jim Jam, resigned his position earlier this year.

‘More’s to the point, I agree that he is capable of making a cocktail so I’ll have a Manhattan, please.’

‘And I’ll have the same,’ I said, although truth to tell I had little idea of what the drink comprised except that I believed a Manhattan was whisky based and when the steward departed I admitted as much to Katie. ‘I would clearly benefit from a couple of months’ study at Madame Libermann’s Academy to bring myself up to date with the latest crazes of the European smart set,’ I remarked, trying not to sound too pompous.

With a twinkle in her eyes, she rejoined, ‘Maybe so, Rupert, although as the only man in a class of around twenty seventeen-year-old girls you would probably spend most of your time under the care of a physician.’

‘A physician? Why on earth would I need medical treatment?’ I scoffed with a little chuckle. ‘Overtired perhaps from all the hard studying?’

‘Yes, you would be overtired,’ Katie agreed and then shocked me yet again by leaning forward and whispering in my ear, ‘But not from brain-work. You would be exhausted from all the fucking.’

My jaw sagged and I stared at her in open-mouthed disbelief. ‘The what!’ I spluttered, but Katie calmly repeated, ‘The fucking. Rupert, I am sure that you are a man of the world and will therefore understand that young ladies have needs which only a lusty young gentleman can satisfy and as Madame Libermann does not subscribe unquestioningly to the repressive morality that a hypocritical society attempts to force upon us, I would imagine you would be lucky to get more than three hours sleep per night.’

The thought of so much luscious, unsatisfied young pussey caused my cock to thicken and I am positive that Katie must have noticed the bulge which was forming in my trousers – for when she moved across from her seat to join me, the carriage suddenly swayed as we rounded a sharp bend, forcing her to sit down swiftly and as she did so, she let her hand brush across the top of the tenting protrusion in my lap.

A scarlet blush coloured my cheeks as she gave a tiny giggle and went on, ‘Actually, that’s probably an exaggerated figure, Rupert. The girls would not wish to drain your resources every night, especially before a lawn tennis tournament or one of the Academy’s dances to which young gentlemen from the best families in Zurich were invited.’

‘From what you imply, these lucky lads must have clamoured for such invitations from Madame Libermann,’ I commented as I crossed my legs to hide my erection from her.

Katie threw back her head and laughed out loud, ‘Oh yes, indeed! They would do anything to win her favour. I remember one sweltering day in June when Madame was having trouble starting her motor car parked outside her home, three boys – Simon Beckstein, Franz Reber and Hans Schnellinger – happened to be passing by and they insisted on pushing the vehicle up a steep hill for more than a mile to the nearest garage for her. Unfortunately, none of them were on the list for the following Saturday night’s conversazione at the Academy.’

‘So these three gallants toiled in vain,’ I smiled, but Katie chuckled broadly as she demurred: ‘Not exactly, because when he returned home, Hans Schnellinger went down to the nearby river for a swim,’ she grinned back as the door opened and the steward came in bearing a tray on which sat our Manhattan cocktails. ‘I’ll tell you exactly what happened to him after we’ve found out whether Herbert has retained his expertise with the cocktail shaker.’

I pulled out from underneath the window the small ledge which acted as a table for the steward to place our drinks. ‘Thank you, sir,’ he said gratefully when I chucked a half-crown [12½p! – Editor] on the tray and waved him away.

‘Cheers, Katie, so nice to see you again,’ I said and after we clinked our glasses together, I tasted my first Manhattan and to my relief, found it to be quite delicious. I downed a larger gulp and smacking my lips, said, ‘M’mm, I can taste the whisky but what are the other ingredients? Whatever they may be, the end result makes for a very palatable aperitif.’

‘It is nice and refreshing, isn’t it? And a Manhattan is simple enough to prepare – it’s only four parts of whisky to one part vermouth with a dash of bitters,’ Katie informed me as she sipped her drink. ‘Now what was I saying before the steward came in? Oh yes, I was about to explain why after pushing Madame Libermann’s Mercedes to the repair-shop, at least Hans Schnellinger received a reward for his labours.

‘Well, Rupert, across the road from the front of our school, there was an open piece of woodland which sloped gently down to the River Ardi and being all hot and bothered, young Hans decided to refresh himself by taking a dip in its quiet, shaded waters. Now although at its deepest the Ardi is little more than a stream, it was out of bounds to the girls of the Academy, but more often than not when the weather was warm, several of us ignored the regulation and walked down through the woods just to splash around in the river for a quarter of an hour or so.

‘On this particular day, my closest friend, an Italian girl named Claudia Tardelli, and I had nothing to do so we packed towels into our shoulder bags and when the coast was clear, we slipped out of the grounds and made our way down to the river.

‘However, as we approached the river, Claudia pulled at my arm. “Katie, stop, don’t take another step!” she hissed in my ear. ‘Now look on your right – isn’t that young man sunning himself over on the far bank of the river that good-looking son of Dr Schnellinger?”

‘I peered across the distance of some fifty yards and sure enough, sprawled out stark naked on a large white towel was the sixteen-year-old Hans who was a real Adonis, tall and well built but with the slender grace of a true athlete. He was lying on his front with his head resting on the little pile of his discarded clothes, and I must admit that my heart began to beat a little faster as I stared at his tight little bum cheeks.

‘“Yes, the naughty fellow!” I said softly. “Fancy lying out there without a stitch of clothing –” and then I stopped for Hans now began to stir and Claudia and I scuttled back to shelter behind a large elm tree. But the handsome youth had not heard our approach and had simply turned over to lie on his side which happened to face us and I gasped in awe as we gazed at the shaft of his thick meaty prick that sprouted from a mass of bushy brown hair and which now dangled enticingly over one of his muscular thighs.

‘“Dio, what a lovely big prick he has on him,” breathed Claudia and, voluptously licking her rich red lips, she muttered, “Oooh, Katie, just think how exciting it would feel to be poked by such a gorgeous thick tool!”

‘“Shush, Claudia, Hans will hear us,” I whispered but she giggled and said (for of course at this time neither of us knew of his exertions earlier that morning); “No, he won’t, the lazy boy has – how you say in inglese – dozed off again. Come on, let’s take a closer look at him.”

‘The sight of Hans’ cock had clearly excited my hot-blooded friend who now grabbed my hand and dragged me over to the edge of the river. “He’s fast asleep,” she announced and then she let out a low giggle as she sat down and started to unlace her shoes.

‘‘Claudia, what are you up to?” I asked in genuine bewilderment and with a large wink, she looked up and answered, “I’m going to paddle across and wake him up. How jolly it will be to see Hans’ face when he sees the pair of us staring at him! Come on, Katie, take off your shoes and paddle over the water with me.”

‘At first I was reluctant to follow her and I cautioned Claudia that if we were seen and reported to Madame Libermann, not only would we be severely reprimanded, but poor Hans might even be prosecuted by the police. However, Claudia convinced me to go along with her idea when she answered: “True, cara and so whilst we will have some fun, we will also be doing Hans a great favour by waking him up. Can you imagine the fuss someone like Frau Schleich would make if she saw Hans lying there in the nude?”

‘So the pair of us left our shoes and socks on the bank and raising our skirts, we paddled across the water to where Hans was still slumbering peacefully away.

‘“I wish that I had brought a sketch pad because I would have liked to have sketched Hans in this pose,” I said as we knelt down beside him and I smoothed the palm of my hand tenderly down his upper arm. “It really is a pity that we can’t let the poor lad sleep on.”

‘“Maybe, but for his own sake we must wake him up,” said Claudia briskly as she reached out and slid her fingers around the fat barrel of his penis.

‘Whilst my best friend enjoyed a reputation for salaciousness amongst the other students at Madame Libermann’s Academy, nevertheless her brazen behaviour genuinely shocked me and I rebuked her by saying to her in a tone which registered my disapproval, “Claudia, what in heaven’s name do you think you’re doing?”

‘“Well, my dear Katie, I should have thought that was obvious,” she snapped back as she began to pump her hand slowly up and down Hans’ burgeoning shaft which immediately responded to this delicious stimulation and in just seconds had risen to stand proudly erect up against his flat belly.

‘At this point Hans’ eyes fluttered open and it was his turn to gasp with astonishment – after all, it was not every day that he woke up in a state of total nudity to find his stiff cock being masturbated by a pretty girl whilst another (forgive my immodesty) attractive girl looked on. He sat up with a frightened look on his face but I calmed his fears by telling him there was no need for him to be alarmed. I placed my hand on his thigh and as I was aware that the sweet boy’s command of our language was far superior to my faltering Schweizerdeutsch I informed him gently in English, “Don’t worry, Hans, there’s no one else around but Claudia and me. But why did you fall asleep so early in the day? Were you feeling unwell?”

‘“No, no, Fraulein Katie,” he answered and a happy contented smile played about his lips as Claudia continued to rub his pulsing prick whilst he rapidly explained how pushing Madame Libermann’s Mercedes up the hill with his chums had exhausted him so much that after he had gone into the river for a quick swim, he had decided to rest for a few minutes but instead had fallen fast asleep.

‘“I’m not surprised,” Claudia commented and she said to me, “And you deserve a nice treat for being so helpful. Katie, would you like to take over from me whilst I take off my dress? Hans has the right idea, it’s quite unnecessary to wear so many clothes in such beautiful warm sunshine.”’

At this point I cleared my throat and interrupted, ‘Dear me, I must say that was rather presumptuous of her.’

A delightful rosy blush now suffused Katie’s cheeks as she lowered her eyes and confessed, ‘Perhaps so, although I must admit that this young man’s throbbing tool would not have been the first cock I had ever handled.

‘Nevertheless, I did hesitate for a moment, but Hans’ blood was up for he took my fingers, kissed them in true Continental style and said to me with an impudent smile, “Lieber Katie, may I introduce you to Herr Schmeckle?”

‘And without further ado, the rascal placed them firmly on his hot, smooth-skinned shaft and the feel of his pulsing prick was so exciting that I gripped it tightly as I dropped to my knees. “Aaah, that is wunderbar!” Hans panted as with my free hand I now cradled his hairy ballsack whilst the scamp proceeded to unbutton the front of my dress and slid his hand around my bared bosom.

‘Then Claudia rejoined us and my eyes widened as I saw that she had taken off her dress and slip and was wearing only a pair of tight white knickers through which the dark bulge of her mound could easily be discerned. Her bare breasts jiggled saucily as she knelt down opposite me and Hans’ right hand now played with Claudia’s tawny titties whilst his left hand busied itself slipping the straps of my chemise over my shoulders so that my bosoms were also uncovered to his lustful gaze.
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