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This is for Sir Jeffrey Green,
a jolly good sort and a jolly good sport


INTRODUCTION

This third unexpurgated volume of autobiography written by the notorious turn-of-the-century womanizer Count Johann Gewirtz of Galicia [1869–1958] takes up the young man’s story from the autumn of 1885 when, at the age of sixteen, he was sent to England to complete his schooling at the Harcourt Academy for the Sons of Gentlefolk near Maidenhead, Berkshire.

As readers of Erotic Memoirs Volume 2: Wild Abandon will know, Johann [or ‘Johnny’ as he quickly became known to his contemporaries] counted himself fortunate that the founder and headmaster of Harcourt Academy, Professor Nicholas Grafton St John Austin, ran the school on lines very different to the spartan and often brutal regimes that prevailed in many English boarding schools of the time.

Unlike the headmasters of more famous establishments such as Eton and Harrow, Professor Austin eschewed an over-reliance on Greek and Latin in the classroom curriculum. Instead, as Dr Colin Mallory noted in his foreword to Erotic Memoirs Volume 2: Wild Abandon: ‘From Harcourt Academy’s inception, subjects such as modern languages, mathematics and science were all taught to a high standard. Nor was there too great an emphasis placed upon sport. Participation in team games was encouraged although pupils were given a wide choice of outdoor activities and those who preferred to keep fit through athletics, tennis and even golf were able to do so. Corporal punishment was never used but those who broke school rules were given “community service” tasks such as weeding the flower beds in Professor Austin’s beloved garden.’

Young Johnny Gewirtz and his fellow pupils thrived at Harcourt Academy. Indeed, in reply to a query from the Countess of Warwick [one of his favourite mistresses whose favours he shared with the Prince of Wales] some twenty years later, he commented: My dear Daisy, I would strongly recommend that you send your son to this excellent school. Not simply because I enjoyed my three years there. Nor even on account of the fact that many fine scholars and sportsmen have been educated by Professor Austin and his dedicated staff but because the Academy is run on sound liberal principles and its former pupils see themselves as heirs to the best British traditions of fair play, honesty and tolerance of nonconformity.

Although he returned to Austria to complete his education at the University of Vienna, where he was awarded a first-class Honours degree in History and Political Philosophy, Johnny retained an abiding affection for the British way of life. After succeeding to his title in 1891 he purchased a town house in Green Street, Mayfair, and stayed in London for the Summer Season, becoming a well-known and popular young man-about-town and forming close friendships with other members of the jeunesse dorée. His first visit to a luncheon of the Cremornite fraternity – ostensibly a gentlemen’s dining club but in reality a raffish group of pleasure-seeking hedonists – is included in this book which records his adolescent sexual forays in explicit detail.

In a short time Johnny gained a noted reputation as an infamous libertine all over Europe – for this was a golden age of luxurious journeys by railway and steamship. The new ease of travel was a boon for wealthy cosmopolitans like Count Gewirtz, the Portugese diplomat the Marquis de Soveral and the Italian banker and connoisseur Vittorio Volpe. To quote the eminent historian, A.J.P. Taylor: A man could travel across the length and breadth of the Continent without a passport. He could settle in a foreign country without legal formalities . . . every currency was as good as gold . . . private property was everywhere secure.

However, the stories in this book relate to our author’s teenage years at the Harcourt Academy. He writes with complete candour and these uncensored memoirs show that beneath the Victorian veneer of strait-laced rectitude and puritanical prudery lay an enthusiastic appetite for a wide variety of sensual pleasures.

Some readers may be surprised at the high jinks Johnny and his chum Duncan Mackenzie-Newsome enjoyed during their weekend at Lord and Lady Rockway’s country house. But many members of the aristocracy paid only lip service to the repressive morality propounded by the Establishment for the benefit of the general population. There was often much to-ing and fro-ing between the bedrooms at these weekend parties for many of the rambling old mansions might have been especially designed for late-night sexual liaisons between the guests.

Be that as it may, Johnny’s youthful escapades are described with some style. He recounts with a zestful glee the delights afforded him by such frisky females as Imogen Ridgeworth, the sensual daughter of the school’s senior science master and Nancy, Jenny and Beth, three lusty young maids-of-all-work at Harcourt Academy.

Not surprisingly at a time when oral sex was frowned upon as an aberration, he and his pals are especially thrilled by Imogen Ridgeworth’s skill at fellatio. On the other hand, they show little interest in flagellation, le vice anglais, although Johnny does record how he spanked an insatiable young chambermaid’s bare bottom during a brief stay in a London hotel.

However, the good-natured youth never attempted to harass or bully a girl into his bed. In a later section of his diaries he acknowledges that when a girl says ‘no’ she means ‘no’ and when confronted by a refusal by Lady Danielle Rockway, Johnny accepts her wishes without demur.

On the other hand, the Gewirtz motto was clearly that there was never any harm in trying! When chastised in a letter by the Prince of Wales for his unsuccessful attempt at seducing the ravishing Russian ballerina Natasha Kantorowski, our hero shrugged off the criticism. He wrote back to the Prince, a man noted throughout European Society for his robust sexual energy: I see no harm in finding out whether at least one has a chance of success in capturing one’s prey so long as the hunt is conducted with delicate refinement. As the Roman poet Ovid remarked, whether they give or refuse, women always like to be asked! And I recall Your Royal Highness quoting with approval your English poet Pope’s ‘Moral Essay’ in which he writes:


Men, some to business, some to pleasure take;

But every woman is at heart a rake.



Erotic Memoirs of a Lusty Victorian Rake was written by Count Gewirtz at his villa on the French Riviera during his long convalescence from a severe bout of pneumonia in the early months of 1911. Interestingly enough, he made no financial gain from its publication because he donated all his royalties to Sir Michael Glyn, a raffish English friend living in Monte Carlo who had fallen on hard times.

This turned out to be a most generous gesture because Erotic Memoirs quickly became an international sub rosa bestseller. Sales of the English language edition alone [the book was also successfully published in French, Spanish and German] topped ninety thousand copies in less than a year.

The lively narrative excels in its detailed accounts of a myriad of sexual adventures. Without doubt, this third uncensored selection of Count Gewirtz’s diaries exposes the rich seam of bawdy sensuality that lurked beneath the hypocritical outbursts about ‘The Sins of the Flesh’. All lovers of gallant literature will thoroughly enjoy his unashamed erotic confessions that in no small way illuminate the secret lives of our great-grandfathers.

The memoirs of the raunchy cosmopolitan Count also provide fresh evidence for the social historian. His diaries show that a hundred years ago there existed a small but vocal minority who refused to accept the stifling sexual manners and mores of the era.

Felix Lempert

Shaftesbury

March 2012


The sublime and the ridiculous are

often so nearly related that it is difficult

to class them separately. One step above

the sublime makes the ridiculous;

and one step above the ridiculous

makes the sublime again

Thomas Paine [1737–1809]


CHAPTER ONE

My First Term

One of the advantages of maturity is that it offers time for contemplation. How enjoyable it is to cast my mind back to memories of my boisterous youth – and specifically to my eighteenth year, which I spent in England at the Harcourt Academy for the Sons of Gentlefolk situated near the sleepy little town of Maidenhead.

Ah, good old Maidenhead! Never can a place have been so aptly named! For there are so many sweet recollections of waking on rumpled sheets with a pretty naked girl lying by my side that some might think that I have embellished this record of my amorous adventures. So at the outset, let me vehemently deny any such exaggeration and state that, if pressed, I could call upon witnesses who took part in the sensual escapades related in this narrative that opens at the start of the Autumn Term in 1886.

Readers of my previous volume [Erotic Memoirs Volume 2: Wild Abandon – Editor] will recall that on my first train journey from London to Harcourt Academy I met up with a sterling fellow named Duncan Mackenzie-Newsome and that we soon became close friends. Fortunately, Duncan and I were already lordly sixth-formers and were thus spared having to sleep in a dormitory with some ten other fellows. Instead, at lights-out we bunked down on cleverly designed beds that doubled as sofas in the study we shared during the day.

Life was pleasant for the students at Harcourt Academy for the school was run on progressive principles by our genial headmaster, Professor Nicholas Grafton St John Austin M.A.. Unlike most educationalists, he strongly believed in preparing his boys for the physical changes of adolescence. As he told any doubting parents, it was foolish to believe that a young man’s passion is only awakened on his wedding night!

Therefore, far from supporting the current foolish practice of deliberately withholding knowledge of l’art de faire l’amour from young people, it was the headmaster’s custom to present a discreetly wrapped copy of Dr William Massey’s instructive tome – What Every Young Lad Should Know: Human Sexuality Explained – to each Harcourt Academy pupil on the occasion of his sixteenth birthday.

Of course, Professor Austin’s liberality did not extend to providing practical lessons to complement the theoretical exercises in Dr Massey’s book! One would hardly have expected criticism of our kindly headmaster for drawing the line at that point but, perhaps not surprisingly, those pupils who had yet to undertake their rite of passage into manhood thought this to be a most unfair state of affairs!

One of the most vocal fellows amongst this disconsolate band was my best chum, Duncan, who complained vociferously to anyone who cared to listen about his inability to lose his unwanted cherry. A few days before his seventeenth birthday he harangued me at length about this unhappy situation. He concluded by saying with some warmth: ‘It’s damned unfair, Johnny. You’re four months younger than me but you’ve already fucked a whole bevy of gorgeous women.’

‘No, no, old boy, there haven’t been that many and in any case your luck is bound to change soon,’ I said placatingly. But Duncan muttered gloomily that I had completed at least three laps of the course whilst he had still to move from the starting blocks! So, doing my best to keep any note of gloating out of my voice, I went on: ‘Dame Fortune has smiled upon me but if you had been given the opportunity to travel around as much as I have, you too would have enjoyed a number of erotic experiences. Anyhow, it isn’t as though I’ve been, how do you say in English, shagging myself silly since we met. Why, I haven’t had a single adventure since arriving here on the first day of term.’

This appeared to mollify Duncan who grunted an acknowledgement as he turned away to bring out a box of digestive biscuits from our store cupboard. I tried to change the subject for, although this latter statement was true as far it went, I had no desire to amplify my remark. For the fact of the matter was that it was only hearing Harcourt Academy’s senior science master and his wife opening their front door three nights before that had ended a passionate petting session between myself and their nubile daughter Imogen in her bedroom!

Alas, the fates had somehow conspired against us since that sultry evening and it had proved impossible for me to spend any further time alone with Imogen. The pretty girl was studying natural history at Bedford College in London but she came back to stay with her parents over most weekends. The only link between myself and the pretty girl was a weekly exchange of wildly intimate letters. Indeed, a billet doux from Imogen had arrived by the afternoon post and I was dying to read her latest racy epistle. But I could not do so until I was alone, for the playful correspondence between Imogen and myself was couched in the most uninhibited and lascivious terms and was certainly not intended for anyone else to see.

Nevertheless, I knew that such an opportunity would soon arise. For every day after tea Duncan – who was vice-captain of Harcourt’s First XI – would leave the study to trot down to the playing fields for the school team’s daily hour of coaching under the watchful eye of Mr Parsons, the school’s games master and a double blue alumnus (at football and cricket) of Cambridge University.

Therefore it was not sheer altruism that prompted me to say to Duncan: ‘Go on, you had better get your football clobber together or you’ll be late for the practice. I’ll wash up the tea things.’

My chum accepted this offer with grateful thanks and, after throwing his kit into a sports bag, he hurried out into the corridor. Once I heard his footsteps on the stairs, I jumped up and cleared the table in double quick time. Then I sat down on the sofa to peruse Imogen’s letter. My cock was already stiffening in anticipation as I opened the vellum envelope and pulled out a sheaf of pale blue notepaper. I smiled as I began to peruse it. Her raunchy epistle read as follows:

Dearest Johnny,

It’s a quarter past eleven and I’ve been tucked up in bed for almost an hour but I can’t sleep. About half an hour ago I took off my nightshirt and started to think of how much I want you and this made my cunney tingle so much that I simply had to bring myself off Then I placed a towel under my bottom because I didn’t want to make my sheets wet! Quietly, I murmured your name as I fondled my breasts with one hand whilst the other slid down to my moist quim. I ran my hand up and down my crack and shivered all over when I parted my pouting pussey lips and dreamed about how much I would adore the touch of your fingers inside my sticky honeypot. As I became more excited my hands moved in tiny circles over my aroused clitty, pressing my mound until delicious waves of release crashed through my very core.

Oh Johnny, just thinking about you makes me want to bring myself off again! My thumb is now slipping inside my slit although a thumb can only be a poor substitute for your stiff shaft. Of course, I have yet to see your cock – but I am certain I shall not be disappointed if there is any truth in the story of your exploits with Natasha and Wanda at your father’s estate in Galicia.

Even though I cannot enjoy the pleasure of having your rock-hard rammer in my cunney, at least I have the consolation of using the superbly fashioned dildo that Gillian Beechvale gave me as a birthday present last year. I nudged the finely fashioned knob [supposedly modelled on the knob of His Royal Highness the Prince of Wales] into my notch and let out a long sigh of relief. As I pushed it in and out of my saturated snatch I imagined it was your fleshy love-truncheon moving harder and faster whilst it reamed out every nook and cranny of my quim. As my excitement mounted, I pressed my breasts together and pulled them upwards so that I was able to lick my titties until I achieved a spend as every fibre of my body was stirred by an all-embracing tide of orgasmic pleasure.

Are you sitting in your study as you read this lewd letter, Johnny? Has your shaft swollen up whilst you close your eyes and think of me dipping my dildo inside my juicy cunt? Wouldn’t you love to be on top of me now, thrusting your thick todger into my juicy cunt and watching me lie back with a blissful smile on my face as you fondle my breasts and tweak up my titties between your fingers? I would wrap my legs around your waist and beg you to fuck me as hard and as deep as possible. Then I would gently squeeze your balls and thrill to the tingling warmth of the torrent of spunk that would cascade out of your twitching tool.

Darling, I know how frustrated you must be because I have the same passionate desire to translate this fantasy into reality! However, before long we should be able to consummate our physical relationship because, as usual, I shall come home for the weekend. However, my parents are going to a family party in Newbury on Saturday to celebrate my Great-Uncle Rodney’s eightieth birthday. They plan to leave Harcourt at about four o’clock and catch a train to Newbury from Maidenhead – and they’ll stay overnight with some friends in nearby Stockcross which means we will have the house to ourselves on Saturday night!

Isn’t that good news, Johnny? Now keep yourself in trim and don’t toss yourself off too much because, I warn you now, my pussey will be very demanding!

See you soon,

Imogen

I put back the sheets of paper back inside the envelope and looked down at the tenting bulge in my lap. This naughty letter had stirred me to such a pitch of sensual excitement that I could not deny the demands of my tumescent love-truncheon that now begged to be released from the confines of my trousers.

Quite frankly, I had no qualms about ignoring Imogen’s plea not to indulge in the practice which the Reverend Joseph ‘Holy Joe’ Arbuthnot, the venerable school chaplain, termed ‘self-abuse’ in the sermon he preached on the first Sunday of every new term. ‘Holy Joe’s’ listeners could recite his words by heart when he began to counsel us against ‘this insidious disease which is the work of the devil. It cheats semen of the chance of making up the strong, manly chap you would otherwise be. Do not be tempted to spill the seed that has been handed down to you as a sacred trust instead of keeping it to ripen for bringing a son or daughter to you when you are fully matured.

‘Whenever you sense an impure urge coming upon you, just remember that many of our most learned physicians have cautioned that this frightful habit leads to weak eye-sight, poor hearing and even insanity in later life. Therefore take heed of their warning – and I want every boy here to make a solemn promise to himself that he will resist the forces of darkness.’

I dare say the elderly clergyman might have scared some of the younger lads, although his warnings were ignored by most of his charges. Even at the time, it surprised me that Professor Austin allowed ‘Holy Joe’ to fill the impressionable young minds of his pupils with such nonsense. Certainly, I had no feelings of shame about enjoying a five-knuckle shuffle, as the activity was known throughout the school. This was due to the fact that Continental Europeans do not regard masturbation with such alarm as their British counterparts. It has only been in England that I have heard people talk foolishly about how wanking leads to the most dreadful physical and mental infirmities. Indeed, all medical evidence is to the contrary for otherwise every middle-aged man would need a pair of spectacles and an ear-trumpet!

Be that as it may, I ripped open my trousers and pulled them down, along with my drawers, to my knees as I clasped my stiffie and furiously fisted my hand up and down my throbbing shaft.

‘Phwoooaar!’ I snorted with delight when a spray of creamy spunk spurted out of my knob and the familiar delicious sensations of ecstasy surged through my body.

It would have been most embarrassing if anyone had walked in as I lay there sprawled out on the sofa with my cock and balls on view to any visitor. Luckily, no one came in until after I had wiped the sticky seed off my thighs with a handkerchief and pulled up my trousers. Then a friend of ours named Harry Brexford hurried in and said breathlessly: ‘Ah, so there you are, Johnny. Mr Ridgeworth just collared me in the tuck shop and asked me to tell you that Professor Austin wants to see you in his study as soon as possible. What on earth have you been up to, old boy?’

‘There’s nothing that springs to mind,’ I muttered as I slipped on my jacket. As the Bard of Avon noted, conscience makes cowards of us all and it flashed through my mind that a piece of Imogen’s steamy correspondence might have fallen into the wrong hands. Mr Ridgeworth might request the headmaster to expel me if he had discovered the so-far-unconsummated relationship between his daughter and myself. I reassured myself that I had kept her letters under lock and key in my closet and there was no reason to suppose that anyone would force open the box.

Nevertheless, I was still feeling slightly worried when Professor Austin called ‘Come in’ after I had knocked on the door of the headmaster’s study. But the moment I entered the room it was clear that these concerns were unfounded for the headmaster had a wide smile on his face as he rose from his chair and beamed: ‘Ah, Gewirtz, just the man I wanted to see. Take a seat, my boy. I really should speak to Mackenzie-Newsome as well but perhaps you would be good enough to pass on to him what I am about to tell you. You see, I would appreciate the assistance of you two chaps in helping a new pupil to settle into the school when he arrives here tomorrow. Like yourself the young fellow is a foreigner who is coming to Britain to complete his secondary education.’

‘And to improve his command of English?’ I enquired but the headmaster shook his head and replied: ‘No, no, this young fellow is an Indian and speaks perfect English. His name is Bupinder Singh and he’s a very bright chap, according to all accounts. He attends the Vadgama Institute, a very posh private school in Delhi which is run on British lines, and he plans to take a law degree at Cambridge University. By chance, his father ran into a cousin of mine in Calcutta who suggested that a year at Harcourt would be an excellent way of introducing his son to the English way of life and the boy was very keen on the idea.

‘You shouldn’t have many problems with the young man who is a month or so older than you and, apparently, is a rather studious lad who should fit in very well here. Now I realize it might sound strange for me to ask you to undertake this task but I think that someone from the outside, so to speak, might be best suited to show young Singh the ropes. So will you please take him under your wing when he arrives at the school tomorrow morning?’

‘Of course, sir,’ I answered, rising to my feet. Professor Austin patted me on the arm and said: ‘Good man, Gewirtz. I knew I could rely on you. Come back here with Mackenzie-Newsome after your last lesson tomorrow morning and I’ll introduce Bupinder to you. Then you can take him into the dining hall for luncheon where he can meet some of his new form-mates.’

I left the headmaster’s study and sauntered down to the playing fields to tell Duncan the news. My chum was on his own because he invariably finished a training session by running around the pitch three times by himself after everyone else had called it a day. I waved to him as I approached the goalmouth. He jogged towards me, wiping the sweat from his brow as he called out: ‘Hello there, Johnny, what brings you down to the footer field? Care to join me for a couple of laps round the pitch?’

‘Not today, thank you,’ I smiled. While my exhausted friend leaned forward with his hands on his knees as he caught his breath, I informed him about the impending arrival of Bupinder Singh and how Professor Austin had asked us to befriend him.

‘H’m, I wonder whether this chap is related to a maharajah, one of those fabulously wealthy Indian princes,’ mused Duncan. As he straightened up he grunted: ‘If he is, then he’ll probably turn up with a retinue of twenty servants.’

‘I doubt if Professor Austin would allow that,’ I said lightly. ‘But his parents must be well-off because when he wants to read law at Cambridge after he leaves Harcourt. His tuition and living expenses for three years there must, how do you say it, cost a few bob.’

Duncan clapped me on the shoulder and said: ‘Very good, old boy, your slang is getting better every day. Once we’ve worked that slight accent out of your system people will think you come from Gainsborough rather than Galicia! Anyhow, let’s trot over to the pavilion. I want to try out one of those new hot showers that the school governors installed during the vacation.’

‘Very well,’ I agreed. We walked briskly over to the pavilion and into the changing rooms where we heard the sound of water gurgling out of the overflow pipe outside the frosted-glass window.

‘Someone is still using the new showers,’ I remarked whilst Duncan sat down and tugged off his boots and socks. ‘Yes, and that’s rather curious,’ he commented as he pulled his football jersey over his head and yanked down his shorts. ‘The other chaps went in to get changed about half an hour ago.’

‘Well, let’s see who is there. Whoever it is must really love soap and water,’ I said and joined Duncan as he padded across to the washroom door. He opened it and we peered inside for just long enough to see that, far from being one of Duncan’s team-mates, the person using the shower was none other than Nancy, one of the three young maidservants who came in daily to perform the household chores.

‘Good grief, do you see what I see or am I hallucinating?’ whispered Duncan hoarsely. I muttered: ‘No, that’s Nancy all right. Just look at those gorgeous big bosoms.’

I stared again at Nancy who was standing sideways under the showerhead. She was a pretty enough wench with an attractive oval face and wide brown eyes. Now it had been released from under her maid’s cap, we were given sight of her gleaming dark hair whose tresses were plastered to her shoulders by the force of the water cascading fiercely out of the nozzle.

When the nubile girl lifted her arms to wash her face she gave us a superb view of her large rounded breasts, breasts that were drooled over by all the pubsecent pupils at the school. Martin Allandale, the captain of the school, had boasted that Nancy had allowed him to slide his hands inside her blouse and caress the rounded globes. But most of us, probably from envy, refused to believe him!

Suddenly she turned her head towards the door and saw Duncan and I gawping at her. She gave a little scream and, hurriedly switching off the water, turned to face us with one arm held across her breasts and the other pressed between her legs. ‘What are you two doing here?’ she demanded angrily. ‘Mr Parsons and the football team left the pavilion half an hour ago.’

‘We could ask you the same question, Nancy,’ I said, trying to keep my eyes on her face and away from her elongated pink nipples which had popped out from between her fingers. ‘Since when were the maids given permission to use these showers?’

‘Well, no one’s said we weren’t to use them, Master Gewirtz,’ she replied pertly. ‘Now pass me a towel, there’s a good boy. Or are you going to have a shower too? I hope you are because I’d love to know if you’re as well built as your friend. My, my, you are a big boy, aren’t you, Master Newsome?’

I laughed at her impudent rejoinder but Duncan hastily put his hands over his swollen shaft which was standing up like a fleshy pink flagpole against his belly. Nancy gave a saucy little giggle and continued: ‘Oh, don’t be so bashful, Master Newsome. I’ll bet that Johnny Gewirtz wouldn’t think twice about showing me his wedding tackle.’

It flashed across my mind that this situation could well offer my pal a golden chance to lose his unwanted virginity. So I winked at her and said: ‘No, of course not, and I’m sure Duncan’s not really shy. He only needs a little encouragement, that’s all.’

I retreated to a bench a few feet away where I pulled off my shoes and began to whip off my clothes. Nancy caught the drift of my words and, whilst I was unbuckling my braces, she walked purposefully towards Duncan who could not tear his eyes away from the curved globes of her bare breasts or the enticing thatch of curly black hair in the fork of her thighs.

‘Oh, my God!’ he cried out as Nancy pulled his hands from his cock and curled her long fingers around the barrel of his thick love-truncheon. She fluttered her fingers up and down his straining shaft, then circled it with both hands. Then the shameless little hussy dipped her shoulders and rubbed each rubbery nipple against his uncapped bell-end. Duncan gave a strangled cry of delighted surprise when she pressed her lips to his cock and slurped her tongue over his knob.

‘Did you like that, Duncan?’ smiled Nancy. My poor chum was so overcome with emotion that he was only able to answer her by way of a couple of vigorous wordless nods. I had by now stripped off and rushed over to stand next to Duncan, my own prick as stiff as a poker like that of my friend. She looked approvingly at our throbbing tools and commented: ‘My word, what a waste it is that fine-looking young men like you don’t get the chance to put those nice big cocks to better use than just tossing yourselves off every night.

‘Johnny, I bet you’ve fucked a few girls in your time, so why don’t you go first and show Duncan how it’s done?’ she asked, fluffing out her bush with her fingertips to expose her crack and then running her forefinger sensually between her prominent pussey lips.

Without further ado, Nancy stepped forward and, grasping hold of my rigid rod, pulled me by my prick towards the bench where we sat down. She released my cock and placed my palms on her breasts whilst she rolled up my clothes into a tangled heap next to her. Nothing loath, I cupped the creamy soft globes in my hands until she slid my right hand down to her crotch and guided my head to the valley between her generous bosoms. I eagerly licked her erect nipples as my fingers slipped smoothly into her love funnel. The stimulating moistness of her juicy quim made my cock quiver with uncontrollable excitement.

Nancy realized that the seed would soon be shooting up from my balls for she wriggled away from me and muttered: ‘Hold on, Johnny, you mustn’t spend yet because I want to be fucked by your lovely big cock. So please stand up for a second and let me get comfortable.’

Naturally, I did as she asked and the nubile girl stretched herself along the bench, using the raised ball of my clothes as a pillow. ‘You can come back now,’ she said and I immediately clambered on top of her. With expert hands she guided my knob inside her squelchy snatch and I let out a husky sigh as I moved my shaft slowly back and forth to enjoy the feel of her clinging cunney muscles.

‘Ahhhh, that’s lovely,’ she cooed, working her hips up and down in sinuous rhythm with my quickening plunges. Then she wrapped her legs around my back and I speeded up the tempo still more, pumping my prick in and out of her juicy cunt. ‘Go on, Johnny, fuck the arse off me,’ she panted fiercely. My balls smacked against her bottom with every forward thrust as I slewed my shaft in and out of her sopping slit.

My hands slid under her arse and I clasped her chubby bum cheeks as I pounded to and fro at an ever greater pace. I could feel the spunk boiling up in my balls and as my cock continued to slide against the sleek walls of her love-funnel, I realized that I would be unable to delay my spend for much longer. However, I sensed that Nancy was somewhat behind me in our final dash towards the peak of pleasure, so gritting my teeth and reciting the alphabet backwards from Z [a device suggested to me by the lubricious Caroline Redwing on my train journey to London] I managed to delay the moment of truth for almost another full minute. However, soon Nature could be denied no further and with an almighty groan I flooded her crack with a tremendous jet of jism that spouted out of my quivering cock.

‘Y-e-s-s-s! Y-e-s-s-s! Y-e-s-s-s! You’ve made me cum, you lovely big-cocked boy!’ Nancy panted happily. Her cuntal juices coated my cock as I worked my shaft in and out of her sticky honeypot until my tool began to lose its stiffness and I hauled myself off her soft curves.

‘Now it’s your turn, Duncan, but you’ll have to be quick about it because I don’t have much time. Beth and Jenny will come looking for me if I’m not back in the scullery in ten minutes,’ she called out. We glanced across at my chum who was staring at us as if mesmerized while he fisted his cock up and down its throbbing length.

‘Oh, no!’ he moaned piteously when a spray of spunk suddenly gouted out of his knob and spattered all over the floor. He continued to flog his hand up and down his cock but to no avail for I could see his shaft shrink perceptibly in his hand.

‘Honestly, it really isn’t worth rushing your first fuck, old man,’ I advised him. But this was no comfort to poor Duncan as he gazed down miserably at his flaccid todger. ‘I’ll go and have my shower,’ he mumbled, turning away as Nancy heaved herself up and picked up her towel which she draped around her waist. ‘Johnny’s right, you know,’ she called out sympathetically. ‘There’ll be another time for us to have some rumpy-pumpy and we’ll enjoy it all the more if we don’t have to keep one eye on the clock.’

‘Will there be a next time?’ I asked her quietly and she shrugged: ‘Well, that’s up to you, Johnny. We could have some great fun if you could organize a party like the one the school cricket team threw at the end of the summer term on a half-holiday at the Six Bells public house near Littlewick Green.’

‘A good time was had by all, eh?’ I chuckled, pulling on my underpants as I followed her towards the cubicle where she had hung up her clothes. ‘“Had” was the operative word, all right,’ she declared with a smile. ‘The other two maids, Beth and Jenny, were also there and we played some very naughty games which I’ll tell you about whilst we get dressed. We were all feeling frisky and I let a boy named Eddie Simpson – you never met him because he left Harcourt last term to go to Oxford University. Anyhow, he’s a burly lad who kept wicket for the first eleven and was the goalkeeper for the hockey and football team.’

‘Quite a sportsman,’ I remarked. Nancy giggled: ‘I should say so. He took me up to a private room and soon we were canoodling on the sofa. He pulled his hand onto the huge bulge in his crotch and I felt his cock pulse through the material of his grey flannel trousers. I said: “Don’t get yourself all worked up, my pet, you’re making me far too randy and we can’t do too much here.” Then he wailed: “But the door’s locked, Nancy, and I’m bursting for a fuck! Here, see for yourself how hard it is, all ready to slide into your juicy notch!”

‘And he ripped open his trousers to pull out his massive stiff prick. Well, I just couldn’t resist it: I worked my hand up and down his hot shaft as our lips met in a fervent kiss. Eddie carefully unbuttoned my dress and I wriggled out of it. He helped me pull my chemise over my head and I lifted my bottom to let him tug down my knickers. Then he shucked off his clothes and his hand worked its way up my thigh. A lovely tingle spread through me when his long fingers toyed with my moist cunt. I lay back and waited expectedly for the smooth helmet of his cock pushing against my pussey lips.

‘“That’s nice,” he whispered as he continued to press forward into my wetness. Our eyes locked together as he inserted two or three inches of his thick prick inside my cunney. Our mouths meshed together and I wriggled my arse to obtain more of this luscious love-pole. Eddie understood my need and, clutching my bum cheeks, he pushed his full length into my tingling quim and started to fuck me with long forceful lunges, spearing me beautifully very time he drove his tool inside my squishy slit.’

‘H’m, it sounds as if you enjoyed yourselves,’ I remarked as I passed Nancy her skirt. She stepped into the black cotton garment and continued: ‘Oh yes, although Eddie came rather too quickly for my liking. He tried not to rush things but it had been so long since he had last enjoyed a fuck [a knee-trembler with the vicar’s daughter during the Easter holidays] that he quickly reached the point of no return.

‘When I realized Eddie was about to spend, I clapped my hands over his bum to keep his shaft deep inside my cunt, humping myself up and down until a stream of spunk gushed out of his todger and flooded my quim. His twitching tool rubbed against my clitty and this soon finished me off in great style – which was just as well.’

‘And why was that, Nancy?’ I asked curiously. She shrugged: ‘Well, the silly lad had been so eager to fuck me that he hadn’t locked the door and someone else came into the room just as Eddie pumped his last squirts into my soggy snatch. Luckily, it was only Beth and she hardly blinked an eyelid when she saw the pair of us coupled together on the sofa.

‘“Oh my God!” Eddie cried out as he sprung up and dodged behind a chair, cupping his still semi-stiff prick in his hand. Beth laughed out loud and said: “Don’t be frightened, dear, I don’t bite! At least, not unless someone takes a diabolical liberty like sticking his cock up my bum without first asking permission. Now you wouldn’t do that, would you, Eddie?”

‘“No, of course not,” he stammered and she went on: “But you’re a naughty boy not to have made sure the door was locked before starting any slap and tickle with my pretty friend Nancy. It wouldn’t have mattered too much to you if you had been caught out by some busybody because you’re leaving Harcourt Academy next week. But Nancy would have lost her job and I don’t think that she would have got a reference even from a decent old stick like Professor Austin.”

‘“You’re quite right, Beth,” Eddie agreed and he apologized profusely to us both for his carelessness. She winked at me and said: “Well, we accept your apology, don’t we, Nancy? Now come here and let me have a close look at your cock.”

‘Eddie lingered for a moment with the air of a puppy who had first been scolded and then mysteriously stroked. Then he walked up to Beth who reached out and kneaded his beefy chopper in her hand, rubbing the sensitive knob between her thumb and forefinger. Despite the shock of her unexpected entrance a few short seconds before, his cock soon swelled up in Beth’s sliding fist whilst his dangling ballsack bobbed and swung underneath his erect shaft.

‘She turned to me and grinned: “What an appetizing lollipop we have here, darling. Shall we see if it tastes as good as it looks?”

‘“By all means,” I replied and, still holding his cock, Beth ordered Eddie to lie down on the carpet. She knelt on his right side and I knelt on his left whilst we took turns to lick his stiffie. Beth swirled her tongue over his bell-end as I licked his hairy balls. Then we changed places and I sucked his shaft, savouring the salty flavour of the blob of juice that had oozed out of his knobslit.

‘“Phwoar!” gasped Eddie when I slid my lips down his slippery love-stick till the hairs of his wiry pubic bush tickled my nose. At the same time Beth gulped in his balls inside her mouth and this double sucking made him cum instantly. He filled my mouth with sticky spunk and I swallowed all of his frothy cum. I pulled my head up when his cock started to shrink but Beth’s blood was up. She started to flog Eddie’s limp prick in her hand as she murmured: “Oooh, my pussey is dying for a good poke. I wonder if there’s any chance that he can get another hard-on.”

‘Now Eddie had greatly enjoyed himself. But even where fucking is concerned, enough is as good as a feast and he protested: “For heaven’s sake, Beth – remember my name’s Simpson, not Sampson!”’

‘Surely you aren’t going to tell me he could perform three times without stopping?’ I interjected. Nancy shook her head. ‘No, he couldn’t,’ she answered. ‘Though, as I told you, he was a brawny lad and he didn’t disappoint Beth. But even Eddie needed a rest before he could fuck her.’

However, one person who was disappointed was Duncan when he came out of the shower to see that Nancy was almost fully dressed and about to leave us. ‘When can we see you again? he asked the audacious girl. She answered: ‘Well, that all depends, Master Duncan. Beth, Jenny and I are all working here later tomorrow evening because the headmaster and Mrs Austin are giving a small dinner party for the Bishop of Surrey and his wife. We’re being paid ten shillings [fifty pence – Editor] each to wait at table and help with the washing up.

‘How about meeting us afterwards by the haystack in old Farmer Clee’s meadow at eleven o’clock? Your study is on the first floor. You shouldn’t have too much trouble shinning down the drainpipe and it wouldn’t be dificult to climb back up it so long as you remember to keep the window open!’

‘I’ll be there,’ said Duncan promptly. Nancy shot me a quizzical glance. Well, I’ve always been game for a little adventure so I said: ‘Very well, ‘I’ll come with him.’

‘Good, I don’t think even Eddie Simpson would be able to satisfy all three of us,’ she chuckled. ‘In fact, feel free to ask another friend to come with you. Oh, and bring along a bottle of vodka if you want to get us girls in the right frame of mind for some exciting rumpy-pumpy.’

‘Vodka?’ I echoed in surprise. She nodded: ‘Yes, we were introduced to vodka by a Russian boy who studied here last year named Georgi Gerchanikersov. Jenny used to call him Georgie-Get-Your-Knickers-Off. He had the biggest pair of balls in whole school and easily won the Victor Pudendum for the Upper Sixth. [Imogen Ridgeworth gave a detailed account of the Victor Pudendum competition to Johnny Gewirtz in Erotic Memoirs Volume 2: Wild Abandon. Apparently this clandestine contest was held on Harcourt Academy’s official prize day and prizes were awarded to the most well-endowed boys in the Fifth, Lower Sixth and Upper Sixth forms – Editor] ‘Anyhow, you can buy the vodka at Crowleys, the wine merchants in Ridout Road. They always kept a case in stock for Georgi and I know they still have some bottles left. I’ll supply glasses and orange squash.’

On that note Nancy waved goodbye. Duncan said excitedly: ‘I can sneak out after tea to buy a couple of bottles. Gosh, Johnny! I can’t wait till tomorrow night!’

‘It should be good fun,’ I agreed with a smile. Yet I spoke with a slight note of caution in my voice because even at this early age I had discovered how true it was that when one looked forward too much to any event, one was invariably disappointed on the day! It was maybe an unlikely occurrence but Duncan would be devastated if he failed to get his leg over. Therefore I thought it prudent to change the subject and I reminded him that tomorrow Professor Austin had given us the task of showing the new Indian chap around Harcourt Academy.

‘So what?’ said Duncan airily as he slipped on his shirt. ‘Maybe he would be interested in joining the party. My father is friendly with Richard Burton, that explorer chappie who writes all those travel books. He gave the pater a copy of a text called The Kama Sutra which is kept under lock and key in our library. But I slipped our butler half a crown and he left the cabinet open one morning for me to take a quick browse through it. By Gad! It’s no wonder he had to have the book printed in Paris!’ [Richard Francis Burton (1821–1890) was a noted traveller and linguist who was commissioned by the Foreign Office to find the sources of the Nile. He wrote many travel books but is best known for his translations of classic oriental erotica including The Kama Sutra and The Perfumed Garden – Editor] As the headmaster had requested, Duncan and I presented ourselves at the door of his study after the last lesson of the morning. Professor Austin opened the door to Duncan’s knock and ushered us inside. ‘Come in, boys, come in,’ he said genially.

‘Thank you for giving up part of your lunch hour to help Bupinder Singh settle down at Harcourt. In fact, early this morning I received a telegram from the family with whom he was staying in London to inform me that he won’t be arriving here until teatime. Still, this gives me the opportunity to say a word or two about a rather delicate matter.’

He paused and drew his hand slowly down his cheek. ‘I realize it is quite possible that one or two boys may express feelings of prejudice against our new Indian student. Such foolish notions cannot be tolerated at Harcourt Academy where we are happy to accept pupils from a variety of different backgrounds.

‘Nonetheless, I am not so naïve as to suppose that there could not be a few sneering observations made about “darkies” behind Bupinder’s back. If you hear anyone make such offensive remarks, simply take the offender aside and remind him that when no less a person than the Prince of Wales himself visited India, he berated some officials who spoke disparagingly about the natives. He told them in no uncertain terms that it was utterly ridiculous to judge people solely by the colour of their skins.’

‘Very good, sir, but what do you suggest we do if someone says something insulting about Indians to Singh’s face?’ asked Duncan.

‘Ah, I doubt if that will happen more than once,’ replied the headmaster with a short laugh. ‘You probably know that the Sikhs are famed for their military prowess. Furthermore, I understand that Bupinder was the captain of the Veadgama Institute boxing team – as anyone who makes an offensive remark to him will rapidly find out.’

Professor Austin asked us to return at half-past four and we trotted down to the Lower Sixth Common Room. There we found a group of our form-mates were huddled round Harry Brexford who had just received a copy of The Oyster from his older brother who had purchased it in a seedy bookshop on the Charing Cross Road. [The Oyster was one of the rudest illicitly printed ‘underground’ magazines that enjoyed a wide circulation in British upper-class circles during the late-nineteenth century – Editor] ‘Here, you two, come and have a look at this,’ said Harry. We peered over his shoulder to gaze at a set of risqué photographs.

The first photograph showed a beautiful naked girl seated sideways on the lap of her lover. She had one arm draped around his neck and the other underneath her bottom, her hand cupping her boyfriend’s hairy balls. In the second picture the girl was kneeling between his legs, her head nestling against his thigh and her lips closed around the helmet of the young man’s stiffstander. There were three or four more prints and in the final shot the lucky fellow was seen balancing on his forearms above her with his swollen shaft inserted to the hilt in her love-funnel.

‘My God! I’d give anything to take his place!’ burst out one of the boys. Duncan cleared his throat and, thinking he was about to reveal details of our clandestine assignation with the three housemaids, I dug my elbow into his ribs. I shook my head emphatically when he turned round to me with a look of indignation on his face.
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