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Until you’ve lost your reputation, you never realize what a burden it was or what freedom really is.


 


–Margaret Mitchell novelist (1900-1949)
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The Young Policeman





I was in a position in which it was quite difficult to think or talk. I was naked, kneeling on the edge of my bed face down, my round (and in my opinion too large) bottom sticking in the air. It is funny, men surprisingly seem to like my ‘glorious ass’, as one of my lovers – an American – called it. Maybe the popularity of skinny fashion models is with women rather than men.


I was kneeling, my face on the bed; but my body was moving, and so was the bed, because I was being fucked quite violently by a young, short, stocky, and very muscular man. It was fast and very hard, we were both panting, and the bed was making squeaky noises.


I remembered the porn video clip Tom, my American lover sent me on my request. I have never seen a porn movie before, and I was curious. I don’t think Tom watches much porn, but he must be watching some, otherwise how would he know what to send? In this film, a ridiculously large-breasted woman with tattoos on her spine was being fucked with the same violent pounding freight train like rhythm, and she was moving in the opposing direction, making the impact even stronger. I found those porn videos rather instructive. The films were ridiculous and not at all exciting, but I learnt from them, sometimes watching them several times, pausing and rewinding. All part of my amazing late sexual revolution.


Joe and I had been having sex for over an hour. He was on an evening shift and popped in on his way from work.


Joe is a 32 year old policeman, shaved head, blue eyes – an alien. His small shaved head is like a bullet; appropriate in his profession. Joe is also very British, different background, class and education; the differences are major, but that all makes fucking him even more interesting. He is very clean, smells nice, and trims all his hair short. That was useful for some things. No woman likes pubic hair in her mouth…


There is never much of a conversation. Joe is a firearm police officer, a member of what he calls an elite armed response vehicle squad, and working out is a requirement, part of his work routine. He is supremely fit and probably a very good driver and marksman with various guns. All useful skills … but conversation is not his forte. I tried various topics, failed miserably. Sometimes we talk about exercise.


But most of the time, he arrives, makes me come slowly with his nifty fingers and skilful mouth and then we have very vigorous sex – beauty of doing this with a supremely fit young man – then he comes, and then he goes. Coming – coming – going, I thought, and it almost made me giggle. But it is hard to giggle when you are fucked from behind, very hard.


Joe then picked up a tempo, moving faster and faster, moaning. The beds were moving quite violently, banging into the wall, and then we were both making noises. He was moving like an express train, and I forgot about his brain being rather single-tracked and my body was moving faster too, meeting his impact, our bodies making flapping noises, my back arched, Joe moving in and out of my body, his hand pressing my clit, and I was feeling hot and my whole body was pulsating. Joe came with a violent shaking and I stopped supporting myself on my elbows, put my head lower, stretched my arms back and caught Joe’s hands while he was still inside me. We held hands; Joe was lying on top of my body, and that was nice, but then he got out holding on to the condom with his hand. I stretched on those two beds that were now moved out of their place and said, “Wow, that was great, wasn’t it?” and he said, “Yes, it was.”


And then we just stayed lying there for a moment, my head on his enormous shoulder, and we talked about push-ups! I asked him about the technique and Joe said he did special ones, just on one leg. I am always curious, so I wanted him to show me, and he did, still naked. I (also naked) was looking at this alien young man, same age as my older daughter’s husband, doing some very good push-ups naked on my bedroom floor and I thought, Oh how has my life changed!!!!!


But push-ups make for limited conversation topic, and so we dressed, kissed a bit, and Joe left. It was eleven thirty pm, and he had to get up at four am for his morning shift. But afterwards, ten minutes later, I got an email.




Night, you. You absolutely gorgeous woman, you. Just on my way home thinking about you:)





A bit illiterate, but nice.



















My First Lover





For most of my life, I considered sex to be something which was not unpleasant, just highly overrated. Skiing (and I am a very good skier) was in my opinion ten times more exciting. I suppose I was always a bit prudish. A bookish teenager with glasses, I never felt particularly attractive, and I prevented rejection by not being interested in boys in the first place.


My father, a charming but unreliable man with old fashioned views about women, always felt I lacked the right feminine (not feminist) credentials. When I was eighteen and still a virgin, he once gave me a long lecture about ‘sex being important in life’. Not something young women often hear from their fathers … “You know, men do not like women to be smarter than they are, so maybe you could hide your brain a bit. And perhaps those jeans and checked shirts you are wearing most of the time could be swapped for skirts and dresses, I always liked the look of you in skirts.”


He was right, of course, I always had good legs, and at that time I had a slim figure, nice rounded bottom and small breasts; fashionable, fortunately, in the sixties. My small breasts would have been a liability in the fifties – my mother’s generation. My mother has large breasts and a small waist. I sometimes joke that I have inherited my breasts from my father. In fact, I like having small breasts – more handy for sport.


My father was going on. “You know, things like sex are important in life, if you want to find the right man who will marry you and have children with you, you just need to start with having some fun with various men, maybe even unsuitable ones.”


I was a bit embarrassed. I did not quite know what to say. I loved my father, but then, a lot of other women loved him too: the nurses and secretaries at his clinic, his friends’ wives, his many serial lovers. He was handsome, the unusual combination of blue eyes and black hair. My husband once said he looked like Gene Kelly, and yes, I could tell the resemblance when I watched Singing in the Rain. Like Gene Kelly, his hair got thinner later in life. My father was not such a great dancer, though. He was musical, played piano very well, and was good with words. Intellectual, charming, fun to talk to. As I got older, I realised that some of those amazingly insightful opinions he presented as his own were actually things he happened to read in a paper or magazine recently. My father, like many other men, never quoted his sources. I didn’t mind. When I was a child, he used to tell me bedtime stories. Often, years later, I recognised those plots and characters in films and books, but I liked him doing this and it was good for my general education. It was just a bit dishonest, but in a way, my father was the first man I loved that had moral flaws, more than compensated for by charm. That was good for my education, too. I recognised those features in other men, and after having some painful experiences with my father’s unreliability, I was more careful. I did not fall for romantic, unreliable charmers, I preferred substance.


That talk with my father was one of several important talks we had. I listened in the way children listen to their parents, dismissing the bits that I didn’t like. Unfortunately, I am still in the habit of doing this. Not paying enough attention when I should. I dismissed my father’s talking about sex as something unimportant.


My mother was probably the one who influenced me in matters of sex much more. My mother was, and still is, a very sexy woman with dark Jewish features and curvy figure, her only flaws being short fat legs and a manipulative brain. Men got attracted to her, and she developed a very early skill of flirting with them and making them do whatever she wanted.


My father left my mother for another woman when I was eleven. He had a string of mistresses before, but this one was more successful in making him finally leave his marriage.


My mother married again. She was unfaithful to her second husband with several men, but I observed that the main purpose of these affairs were favours – helping in the weekend house, fixing her car, taking her out. My mother treated sex as a currency, and she was always very shrewd with money, spending it only if she had to. I remember her talking about her teenage years spent in the concentration camp town of Terezin before she was shipped to more gruesome camps in the East. Mother always talked about flirting and ‘taking over’ boyfriends of her girlfriends, kissing them a bit, and then dumping them for the next one. If she ever mentioned sex, it was always something that a woman had to do occasionally to get what she wants. If my mother would have talked to me about sex, she would have probably said, “Men are ridiculous, they want you to do those silly things, and if they do what you want them to do otherwise, you might as well do it. It is not a big deal. Just don’t get pregnant.”


When I was thirteen, I was alone at home, and I opened my mother’s safe to look at family jewels. I always liked looking at those rings, a beautiful diamond bracelet and brooches. I was not allowed to do that, I might break or lose something. But nobody was at home, and I knew where the key to the safe was. I opened the case and took out the black leather pouch with the jewels. But this time, I found something else: a plastic folder with some papers. I have always been very curious. If curiosity was in the Olympics, my gold medal would be almost certain. But this time, maybe my curiosity went too far.


The papers were all about my parent’s divorce. I started reading. It was awful. All of it. Of course, I have heard my parents arguing, but not very often. My mother liked rows, but my father didn’t. And it is hard to argue with somebody who just leaves the room or makes fun of you. I only learnt to use that same tactic with my mum much later, when I was 50, and decided that crying at that age about something your mum said was pathetic. So I ‘changed the dance’ – but you will hear about The Dance of Anger later.


The divorce papers recorded what my parents said in the court-room. Wow! It was so nasty. But the part which made me cry and stop reading was the part about sex. My father, who wanted the divorce and could not get it because my mother claimed there were no problems in the marriage, talked about my mother never wanting sex and saying, “Yuck,” if they did have it. That image of my mum, naked and disgusted, was quite powerful. And although I did not really think about it, I somehow couldn’t imagine sex being something I would enjoy. And that was true for most of my life.


My first sexual encounter was Ondra. I was almost nineteen and although I was not really interested in having a boyfriend, being the only virgin in the rather promiscuous Czech society (sexual freedom being the only freedom around) was a bit of a drag.


I met Ondra one late evening at a tram stop in Prague’s Mala Strana. We both waited for a long time, and he started talking to me. Ondra was twelve years older, a working class man who, interestingly, sang in the Prague National Opera choir. He was tall and his body was like a musical instrument. I am sure his beautiful baritone had something to do with the resonance in his large head and wide barrel-like chest. He was slim, so he looked good.


He was bold and very persistent, and although I did not find him attractive, his persistence made it easier to agree to go on a date than to keep refusing. His weapon was a simple, “Why?” It started at the tram stop. He said, “Hello, would you like to chat a bit, my name is Ondra, who are you?”


“No, I do not want to talk to you.”


“Why not?” That was a challenge, but when I said something scathing, he replied, “Hmm, why do you say that? You do not know me yet, why don’t you go on a date with me, and then you can find out how truly appalling I am?”


In the end, when he carried on after that tram finally arrived, I have given up and agreed on a date. I found out later that he was not waiting for that tram at all, he lived close to that tram stop and only got on that tram to chat me up. Well, his persistence worked: he got his date.


The first date was in the opera house, and it was exciting to be able to go where spectators were not allowed. When he asked me on a date again, I told him I was going to a concert. I had a date with another boy, but I wasn’t really interested in him either.


I used to date men just because it was expected of me, and to get my mother off my back. “Why don’t you get a boyfriend like other girls? You look nice, and I buy you all those nice clothes.” I was not interested in clothes or fashion, and I hated shopping. Now I like fashionable clothes, but still detest going round the shops. So, unlike most of women I know, I have a ‘hunter’, not ‘gatherer’ attitude to shops.


I go in, look quickly, if I like something, I try it on; if it fits, I buy it, not looking at anything else. If I do not see anything I like at a single glance, I leave the shop. I am sure I often miss something I would like, but it is fast. I like fast, in almost everything apart from sex. In sex, sometimes I like it very slow…


So shopping with my mum, slowly browsing through the shops was always a torture. My mother did not like my attitude. We are very different, my mum and I.


It never occurred to me that it was rather unusual that my parents seemed to be both determined to get their only daughter to date and have sex. Whenever I came back from somewhere before ten o’clock, my mother always commented how early it was – “Didn’t you have a good time?” Bizarre. Sometimes I wished I had more conventional parents, who would watch over me, tell me off for being out at night, worry about me. My parents treated me like an adult ever since I was four, and let me do just about anything I wanted. Sometimes I was proud of their trust and confidence in me, sometimes it felt a bit like neglect. At least neglect was what Tom and my therapist both claimed it to be. That was, of course, much later.


Ondra also came to the concert I was attending with that other boy, and I was so embarrassed by his winking at me in the concert hall that when he later asked, I went out with him again and again. There was nobody else, and so we started going out for real. Ondra was fascinating for me.


I come from an old wealthy sophisticated Prague Jewish family, bilingual in Czech and German, but never Yiddish (that was for those ridiculous despised creatures spoiling my family’s assimilation, ‘The Polish Jews’). Four generations of university graduates, antique furniture, original paintings, old jewellery. Of course, we were not wealthy now, this was communist Czechoslovakia, but the furnishings in the apartment and the original paintings were still there, and so were the class characteristics. You would have thought that class has vanished in the egalitarian communist’s society. It did not. The position of power shifted, working classes were officially the ruling class, and people got mixed and stirred into different positions. There were plenty of bourgeois background manual labourers, forced to do that work precisely because of their family. But 20 or 30 years is too short to change class perceptions and snobbery. The communists came to power in 1948. Prague in the sixties, when I was growing up, still looked like a Western city.


Ondra was certainly different. He was the first of many men I was attracted to because they were, in my mind, ‘aliens’. Men with different accents, manners, family experiences, from if not ‘wrong’, then the ‘other’ side of the tracks.


Of course, it was the same for Ondra. For him, I was also an alien, younger, Jewish, from Prague, from an intellectual old family background.


His father, a Pilsner steel worker, had torn his Communist Party membership card in the Party office and thrown it on the desk of a shocked party official. This was at the time of the workers’ strike after the 1953 currency reform, the reform that took everybody’s savings away. Strikes – so praised in the school history books of that time as a heroic workers weapon against oppressive capitalist regimes – were not needed now, when the working class was the ruling class. Suddenly, going on strike was illegal. And giving up Communist party membership was worse than never being a member. The whole of Ondra’s family was packed off to the mountains, where they lived in an unheated cottage with no electricity, the father working in the forest cutting trees. Ondra and his sister had a black mark on their ‘kadrovy posudek’ – a class political assessment.


Cadre review – kadrovy posudek – was a special assessment produced by a political department in Human Resources at every work place. Of course, the state was the sole employer in communist Czechoslovakia. The assessment talked about political sympathies, allegiances, cultural interests, religion (being seen as attending a still legal religious service was not good). After the 1968 Soviet crashing of Prague Spring, the ‘attitude towards the fraternal assistance’ as they called the occupation was an important part. None of us knew exactly what was written in our cadre reviews but it influenced career choices, obtaining of an apartment, schooling of children. Unlike Catholic Church, there was no absolution if you went to confession. Once you got a mark that was it. Sometimes, people were blackmailed into becoming secret police informants as an exchange for the state ignoring there cadre review stains.


Ondra loved classical music, nobody knows why. And he had a good voice. But when he wanted to sit entrance exams at the Conservatoire, they would not even let him sing. They told him he had no chance with his family political background. So he became a plasterer, but gradually, through sheer determination and private lessons, got to sing in a choir. I always thought that with his talent, he could have been a famous opera singer. Instead he sang in the mass scenes in operas. I met him after the performances. He gave me free tickets to the opera, and much later, my future acquaintances often wondered about my wide knowledge of operas and ballets.


So yes, dating an alien was fun. And of course, he was 32, almost a generation apart – that was interesting, too. All my friends were amazed that I could date somebody ‘that old’.


I could have learnt from Ondra about sex, too. But somehow, that did not happen. One day when my parents were in their weekend house, I asked Ondra home. He kissed me, and started undressing me. I was almost nineteen, and although I was not really interested and did not feel anything, I knew I did not want to be a virgin any more. It was a rational decision. And he was older, and seemed to know what he was doing,


So I let that rather coarse but kind man undress me and make love to me in the dark, and it was not painful, and I did not bleed like I feared, but it was also not particularly exciting. He kissed me, and moved effortlessly in and out of my body, holding on to me. He seemed to be enjoying himself, and then he moaned and stopped, and disentangled our bodies. I was passive, lying there, and felt nothing. Afterwards, I told him it was my first time, and he did not want to believe me.


That was also a story of my life. Somehow people always thought about me being bold, sexually adventurous and experienced. I didn’t use to be any of those things, but now, looking back from my bold, confident, sexually forward future, I feel that maybe I was just suppressing my real personality.


My relationship with Ondra lasted a surprisingly long time – five years. It was convenient. I now had a boyfriend, which gave me a different social position. I did not let him meet my friends much. He was different, older, and rather crude in social manners; he did some appalling things – loud burping, spitting on the street, using rude words. I was a bit snobbish and I was ashamed of him. Keeping him from my friends added mystery to our relationship in my friends’ eyes and it was easier. I could have my cake and eat it.


And yet, Ondra was naturally intelligent, rather well self-educated – he did not PRETEND to know about history, politics, philosophy, music, he KNEW. He had a good sense of humour and didn’t take himself too seriously. And he was nice to me, listening to my chatter, interested in what I thought, and when he caught me pretending I knew something he knew better, he was never patronising, just stated the facts in a nice, respectful way. He treated me with respect. I never realised it, but later, I often remembered the respect Ondra treated me with, comparing him with other men.


I didn’t love him, and I thought he didn’t love me either. We had a convenient set up. So I went out with Ondra for most of my university years. I discovered much later that Ondra did love me – I am sorry …


After that initial sex that ended my virginity, I met with him mostly outside, in coffee houses, those elegant large nineteenth century places in Prague, with waiters in dinner jackets and marble tables. We went to theatres, galleries, and often opera. I was either alone while he was in the performance, or we were together. He loved Don Giovanni and when his singing finished earlier (sometimes the choir did not participate in the second part of the opera), we went together to the other Prague opera house, the one where Don Giovanni premièred in on 29th October 1787. 29th October is my birthday – Ondra loved that coincidence. I saw the last act of Don Giovanni 25 times, which was about 20 times too often. I only saw the whole opera twice.


So there was not much opportunity for sex. I was avoiding his apartment, a rather messy one room in somebody else’s flat, and I lived with my mother and her second husband. We could have had sex when my parents left for the weekend house, but I often did not tell Ondra they were gone. So time went, and I kissed him, but avoided sex. It still happened once in two to three months, in the dark, missionary position, gentle lovemaking. I was shy and jumpy whenever he tried to touch or kiss me in a more sexual way. I stroked his back, held his shoulders, and was very quiet and passive. It was OK, I supposed.


He was occasionally unfaithful to me, and more surprisingly, I was sometimes unfaithful to him … Thinking about Ondra now, I think Wow, what a lost opportunity. But I was young and stupid.



















The Others





I am still not quite sure why I was unfaithful to Ondra.


I was restless. I was going out with a man I knew I was never going to end up with. He was there, in an unobtrusive way, ready to meet me and have sex when I wanted, but patiently waiting to be asked. Sometimes, when I was busy seeing my friends, I did not meet Ondra for three weeks. Then I just appeared at the cast entrance of the Smetana Theatre – one of Prague’s three opera houses – waiting. I used to phone the box office to find out the time of the end of the performance. Somehow it never occurred to me that Ondra would not be happy to see me. He always was. I waved, he quickly parted from his colleagues and came to kiss me and take me to one of those coffee houses in the Wenceslaus Square, the only places apart from night bars that were still open.


The coffee houses were empty at this hour, bored waiters none too pleased by us sitting there with one glass of wine for hours. Talking to Ondra – the smart alien – was fun.


But now I often think how strange our relationship was. I have since learnt that a man sitting with me in a coffee house can touch my leg under the table, maybe even wander with his fingers between my thighs, or even further while keeping a straight face. A man can kiss my neck, or hold my hand. I can touch his stirring cock in his trousers. We can flirt, talk in low voices about sex, using the language in that flirty dual meaning way. Conversations with Ondra were never like that. In a way, we were like an old married couple or friends.


I had more flirting and sex 30 years later, with some of my Secret Liaisons website friends, in four months than I had with Ondra in five years. But even back then, when a man started flirting with me, I flirted back. I was not quite as confident in flirting as I am now, and even now, while my flirting is pretty masterful in writing, chats and emails, I am still much shyer in person.


The second man I had sex with, when I was dating Ondra for about a year, was an even older man. Petr was divorced, short, only about 170 cm, but a handsome man, who was driving a coach in the travel agency CEDOK. Working for CEDOK was my summer job. Petr was never allowed to study, because he came from a wealthy bourgeois background; his father owned a large paper mill in Northern Bohemia. The mill was of course nationalised, but that did not remove the black mark. It seems that older men with black marks in their political family history were my destiny.


We met on a ‘Twelve day trip round Czechoslovakia’, where I was sitting next to him on the coach as a guide, talking into the microphone in English, German and French to the tourists about what they could see out of the window. That was quite difficult, because I was, and still am, what Tom calls ‘geographically challenged’, so I often thought we were passing through a wrong town. I was always good at making things up, so sometimes the tourists were a bit confused, trying to compare what I told them with what was written in their guide books.


But sometimes the bus was driving through long routes with not much to talk about, just woods and mountains, and then I switched the microphone off and talked to Petr.


He was interesting. We started meeting after dinner in the hotel bars. He had that intensity of a very short man, as if he had to try harder to compensate for his lack of centimetres. He worked out with weights and was very strong, with a small triangular torso and good arms and legs. He was rather fierce and competitive with everything he said. I was almost 20 years younger, and at first, he treated me like a child, in a condescending manner. I was new to the job, and he was showing off his knowledge of the hotels, sights, and other things. He kept telling me how to do things, and at first, I thought this man is so bossy, and he is just a coach driver, he should leave me alone. I kept contradicting most of his advice, and of course, I was often wrong – he knew the tourist trade so much better than I did. I was rather disrespectful talking to him, but suddenly, there was a change of atmosphere: we were still arguing, but there was a sparkle, some chemistry. So when he said, “Oh, maybe I should just put you over my knee and spank you!” I did not feel the usual irritation, I felt something exciting; something I never felt before. So I said, “Oh, really?!” with a mocking smile, and he surprised me by pulling me closer, quite roughly, holding my shoulders.


For a split second, I thought he was going to do it, spank me, and I felt a strange sensation in my lower body. I was never spanked by my parents and I already knew that I found reading about physical punishments in books strangely disturbing and exciting. I did not understand why. I was glad my parents were not into physical discipline. One of my friends was regularly beaten by her father with a leather belt and often showed me her spank marks, which stayed for a week before fading away. I found looking at those marks disturbing, because of that physical deep throbbing I felt thinking about it.


At that time, I was only about thirteen and never realised that the throbbing was a feeling of sexual arousal … I NEVER thought about sex.


Of course, Petr did not spank me, then or indeed later. He kissed me on my lips, very hard. I was never kissed like this before. I was confused. I felt angry that he dared to do that, my lips stung from him sucking at them; my shoulders hurt a bit because he grabbed me tight, and I felt imprisoned because he was not letting me go. I tried to fight him but then I stopped, partly because I was a bit scared of him, but also because I started to enjoy his kissing.


It was like one of those film kisses from American western movies: long, hard, passionate. And I was only nineteen and being kissed like this by an older, 38 year old man was flattering. And Petr was short, but handsome. Nice thick dark curly hair, large brown eyes with heavy eyelids, elegant nose. He looked like some Spanish aristocrat from a medieval portrait with a beautiful, arrogant face. He would look good with a ruff, that strange round medieval collar, with his head sitting on the white ruff like on a plate.


That night, Petr knocked at my hotel room door, came in with an open bottle of red wine and two glasses, and poured me a drink, but did not let me finish it. He took the glass away from me, and started to undress me, skilfully. I let him. I stood there quietly in my usual passive manner – I was only ever passive and quiet in sex, otherwise I was bold, assertive, and rather loud. In a way, that was probably why nobody ever suspected me of being shy.


Petr made love to me on the hotel bed. He was commanding, forceful, moving faster, and longer. Ondra made love to me gently and quietly. Petr was panting loudly, and my body shook with his impact. It was different. I wasn’t quite sure if I liked it, but having sex with Petr made me feel romantic and adult. Which was funny, because unlike Ondra, Petr treated me like a child.


So from that time throughout that summer Petr tried to be allocated to me on those tours, and we had sex every night. I was having rather a lot of sex that summer. I felt guilty about betraying Ondra, so I started to make love to him more often and more readily. Did he suspect the reason for that? One day, I even had sex with both of them on the same day. That was in the autumn, when I was back at university, and started visiting Petr in his apartment in a high rise building at Invalidovna, a new housing estate in Prague. We were still not really going out, but rather ‘staying in’. I used to come to his apartment when he asked me to, and let him make love to me.


It was Saturday and I promised I would see Ondra that evening after his singing in Boris Godunov. We both liked that opera, so Ondra arranged for me to see the whole performance and then pick him up.


But in the afternoon, I was going to see Petr. This was becoming a routine. I came by tram, rang the bell, he buzzed me through the door and I took the lift to the seventh floor. I was still a bit scared of Petr, and it was exciting. Like an adventure. He let me in his very tidy flat and pulled me close, rather roughly, pulling my hair a bit. At that time, my black hair was thick and very long, and I usually had it cascading on my shoulders. This time, he pulled my hair with one hand, holding it back, exposing my neck. He started kissing me in an almost biting way. “You are behaving like a vampire today,” I tried to joke. But Petr did not smile.


He said, “I’d like to teach you something today, let’s teach you how to have sex with your mouth.” I gasped and tried to pull the hand that held my hair away. But Petr was strong, and he pushed me to my knees. I was not quite sure what he wanted me to do, but when he opened his trousers and pulled my head closer, I panicked. I did not really know about oral sex, but I knew I was NOT going to do this. I usually did what Petr asked me to do, and so far, he was never too adventurous. But now he seemed to have decided it was time for me to learn.


When I think about it now, I wish I had not been so prudish. I could have learnt about sex earlier. But I also know that the second introduction to oral sex, more than 30 years later by Tom, was so much nicer. I did not find out that Saturday afternoon what it feels like to have a man’s cock in my mouth. I shouted, “Stop it!” and burst into tears. Petr let go of my hair and pulled me up. He embraced me quite gently. By then I was sobbing, held by the man who made me cry in the first place, and he was kissing me with gentle little kisses and said he was sorry. He then made love to me more gently and slowly than ever before, and that afternoon, I liked it. Of course, I did not have an orgasm till many years later, but that afternoon, I was close.


When we stopped having sex, I went to have a shower while Petr made tea. Petr liked proper tea leaves in a tea pot, with milk, unusual for Czechoslovakia, and we talked. Not about sex, or about what had just happened, but about books, politics, films.


I still think Czech men and women do not really talk about sex, or did not at that time, but maybe I just met the wrong people or did not pay attention.


All Czechs of course talk about politics, even now. I think it is a Central European thing. Even at that time of censorship, the one party system, and a society full of secret police informers, we all discussed the Russians whom we hated, the Cold War and the books of exiled authors we read secretly. We all listened to the Voice of America, Radio Free Europe radio stations, and the BBC World Service. Those radio stations were partly scrambled, but that somehow made it more exciting. What young person does not enjoy doing daring things that break the rules? Despite the theory that every third person was a police informer, and my careless talking, I never got into trouble. Who knows, maybe I did have a thick police file, but I was not important enough for anybody to read it. Or maybe it was written in illegible handwriting, like mine.


Petr was a bit more careful. He, like Ondra, already had his black mark.


The evening of the day when I passed on my opportunity to learn about oral sex, I went to the theatre, but my mind was racing and I did not really hear the music. I felt guilty. I knew that if Ondra behaved the way Petr did in the afternoon, I wouldn’t have forgiven him. So after the opera, Ondra got his mercy fuck and I was a bit more active, kissing him back, and thinking about how strange it was, making love to two men on the same day…


From that day, Petr started taking me out, and once when we were crossing the road, Petr holding me around my shoulders, I saw Ondra. He didn’t make a scene. But he didn’t let me quite get away with it either. He said, “Hello Sulejma,” (he sometimes called me that, I always thought it was some opera character) “I thought you were busy today.” I blushed. The funny thing was that unlike Ondra, it was Petr who later made a jealous scene.


The relationship with Petr lasted about eight months. One week, we went skiing together. We were both very good skiers. It was fun, skiing with Petr. It was in the Tatra Mountains in Slovakia; he was now working as a guide with a group of Soviet tourists and he took me with him. Sometimes he had to be with his group and I skied alone. The local mountain guides flirted with me, they were buying me drinks and teased me about my skiing. But when they did that when Petr was around, he was jealous. He was also quite controlling and kept telling me what to do. In the evenings, we still had sex, but I went back to my passivity, and Petr did not try anything unusual. One evening, I told him I was too tired. “What do you mean, too tired to have sex? That is pretty early, refusing your marital duties!” He was kidding, but not quite. Next evening, I had sex with him again. I felt the issue was not important enough to argue about. But soon after we came back from that skiing holiday, I stopped seeing him. He was too bossy.


That spring, I was seeing Ondra a bit more and it was turning into a more normal dating. But in the summer, I became restless again. I met Mirek at my parents’ weekend house. He was recently divorced, and very sad. Mirek was 28. He was handsome, tall and dark, and talked about his broken heart. He wore jeans, black leather jacket, and owned a motorcycle.


Mirek was a romantic. He told me he was in love with me, something Ondra or Petr never did. He brought me flowers. I did not really know what to do with the flowers, I felt it was silly. It is not that I don’t like flowers, but somehow even now, when I have my own house and place to put them in, they just wilt in the vase without me really noticing them. I know, it is strange for a woman not to enjoy being given flowers. Maybe my friend Marta is right when she keeps telling me I am not feminine enough. But it is not that simple. My problem is that I only ever really look at my house if I have visitors. Alone, I read, watch TV or sit at my computer. So I buy flowers for my guests to admire, not for myself. Of course, with Mirek, I did not have anywhere to put those flowers. They had some advantage, however: my mother was impressed.


My parents were never too keen on Ondra, and would have loved me getting a new boyfriend. My mum probably wouldn’t mind me running more men at the same time. Later, when I was a woman with several lovers, it was almost tempting to tell her. I never will, of course, I do not tell things to my mother, never have done, too risky.


Mirek kissed me a lot, very gently, held my hand, took me to the cinema. I had plenty of time in the evenings, Ondra was singing. Mirek was much more like a normal boyfriend. We met frequently and other women gave me envious looks, Mirek really was handsome. He gave me rides on his motorcycle, and I enjoyed that. In fact, sitting behind Mirek on his motorcycle, holding on to him, enjoying the speed, was the time I liked most. I suppose it was partly because we did not talk. Conversations with Mirek were a little predictable.


I did not introduce him to my friends. In fact, I found Mirek a bit boring. Those romantic outbursts, like in a bad novel, the way he talked seriously about the future when we might marry only one month after we met, his superficial knowledge, his opinions which I could always trace to a recent TV programme or newspaper article. We did not have sex, although I let him kiss me. I was thinking about leaving him. I did not fall in love with him. I did not love Ondra either, but at least he was not boring.


In August, I went to the Romanian Black Sea coast as a tourist guide with CEDOK – the Czech tourist group. It was a treat, a step up from guiding foreign tourists round Czechoslovakia in my CEDOK career. I had fun, the tourists were not demanding, they just did what I did – sunbathe and swim in the sea – and my only duties were looking after their hotel complaints and organising their meals. I met with other guides, a rather glamorous bunch, for long boozy evenings. I flirted a bit. I read a lot. But one day, the hotel room phone rang and I was told I had a visitor. I was surprised to find Mirek in the reception. He hitchhiked over 1000 kilometres to be with me. I was annoyed and not very nice to him. I felt he cramped my style. I did not really feel he was my boyfriend, and I felt he was invading my personal space.


I helped him to find a room and left, saying I was busy. I was sharing my room with a female tourist, one of the group. My roommate offered to swap, but I refused. I did not want to share the hotel room with Mirek. But of course, once people found out my boyfriend was there, they included him in all their invitations. It was annoying. They all commented how good looking Mirek was, and how much he must love me to hitchhike all that way.


So I had to spend more time with Mirek. I still found him boring and we did not really have much to talk about. We argued and I was contradicting him a lot. Somehow my anger made me want to always think or say the opposite. One day, we had an argument about abortion. He talked about his wife, that she had one against his will when they were already splitting up. I never really thought about abortion before, but I said immediately, “I would get an abortion if I got pregnant.” Mirek was shocked. We had a big argument and he was upset. I felt guilty. I really wasn’t being very nice.


So the next day after swimming, I went with Mirek to his hotel room with an idea that I would finally do what I have been so skilfully avoiding – let him make love to me. It went badly.


Mirek was very happy. He kissed me all over and told me how much he loved me. He looked great, especially with his tan, and I was starting to like him again.


But then the unexpected happened. Mirek got inside me, and I laid there in my usual passive, ‘sex as a gift’ position, and thought this is rather nice when he was kissing me and sliding deeper inside me. But then something changed. Mirek’s eyes glazed over, and he picked up a tempo. He fucked me very hard and fast, in a pounding rhythm and when I looked at his face, it was as if he did not know I was there.


He was pounding me, and the bed was hitting the wall with loud banging noise, and it seemed to go on for hours. I felt as if I was being crushed under his moving, sweating body. I did not feel any pain, but I panicked. “Please stop, stop,” I whispered, but he did not seem to hear me, and that made me freak out completely. I cried, “Stop,” loudly, and pushed him with a mighty push, both hands. Mirek stopped. He was confused. “Why?” he asked, and he looked like a wounded child. He did not know what was happening. I quickly dressed and left the room.


We did not see much of each other after. I went to a nudist beach, but he did not want to, so he was sunbathing on another beach. We still had meals together. I left with my group by train, he stayed in Romania a bit longer.


I never saw Mirek again. As always, I went back to Ondra. At least sex with Ondra was never scary. And he was smart.


But recently, I have often thought about Mirek, ‘the pounder’ as Tom calls him. How he most likely thought he was having amazing sex, and did not know what hit him. How now, when Joe, one of my several ‘friends with benefits’, has the same pounding freight-train-like sex with me, I love it. How I learnt to realise that that glazed look just means that a man really enjoys himself. That he finds me sexy, that he DOES know I am there.


I feel sorry for the pounder, but also for that innocent intellectual medical student who was scared of sex, which was strange because she never seemed to be scared of anything else.


Tom often jokes about the pounder becoming gay afterwards. How that experience put him off women for life. That his gay partner is very grateful to me. Of course, that is just a silly joke. Most women found Mirek very attractive, he was just wrong for me and I was wrong for him. Mirek, that not very smart but nice romantic man, is probably happily married with grown up children. He is old now of course, and I hope he has forgotten me.



















End of Ondra





I carried on going out with Ondra for four years, hoping to meet somebody else I could fall in love with.


Of course, I thought I was already in love. That man not only did not love me back, he never even knew I loved him. It is most likely a good thing he didn’t.


Ales was a friend. We have known each other from school, and I was not the only woman who was in love with him. Ales was tall, very handsome, funny, played guitar and sang very well, he was a better skier than I was; in fact, Ales was good at just about everything. He spoke perfect French and English, knew how to draw, and he was very good with his hands.


Women and men always wanted to be with Ales, as friends, and women of course more than that. The problem was, Ales did not seem to need people very much.


In a way, Ales was not dissimilar to my later husband Honza, also tall and handsome and also with other people being more interested in him than he was in them. With both Ales and Honza, relationships seemed to be one-way traffic.


I now sometimes wonder if Ales’s hands would have been good with touching my body or if he was cold and not much into touching like Honza. Of course, I will never find out.


I most likely got closer to Ales than most people, including his girlfriends and future wife.


Ales treated me like a sister. He told me his secrets, he carried my skis and shared chocolate bars with me on ski lifts. He looked after me in a friendly, protective way – he once got into a fight with some drunken men who were rude to me in a pub.


Sometimes, he went out with me, to cinema, theatre, exhibitions. We sat next to each other in lecture halls and some people most likely thought we were a couple. Now I wonder if being seen with Ales all the time prevented other men at university asking me for a date. At that time, I just did not think men found me attractive. Men, as I dreaded, ‘only wanted to be my friends’.


I was convinced I was in love with Ales, but now, looking back, I am not so sure. In the same way, I also sometimes wonder if I was ever really in love with my husband. Ales and Honza both represented a type of man I wanted to have as a partner. Being with those unusually handsome, educated, accomplished men was good for my self-esteem and for my social standing. It was good to be seen with Ales or Honza.


In retrospect, I feel quite cynical about my love for Ales. It now seems that I was in love with the idea of being his girlfriend. I wonder if this sort of phenomenon is common. Men marrying beautiful young women because it feels good to be seen as their husbands, and then feeling bored behind closed doors because they have nothing in common. Maybe Ales, and later Honza, were for me the equivalent of a status symbol, like a sports car, designer dress or an expensive watch.


I often thought about telling Ales I loved him, but I never did. There was always a girlfriend, a string of good looking women whom I always befriended, and because of that, they never became jealous of me. The girlfriends and later wives came and went, I stayed. I have now known Ales for over 40 years.


We write emails, and occasionally meet. We confide in each other, especially recently. We even talk about sex. That started when I said something about the irony of finally finding out how wonderful sex could be at the same time when the man is bizarrely and annoyingly living on another continent. Ales started telling me about his wife, how she did not really like sex. He told me that she considered a lot of things like oral sex ‘animal like’. Hmm; I thought about my past. Maybe Czech women of my generation were too repressed to enjoy sex. I looked at Ales, wondering again about what his hands and mouth would feel like on my body. But the spell is broken. He is still outrageously handsome, but there is no sexual attraction. I am not in love with Ales, and I probably never really was.


I am never going to tell him about all those years I had a crush on him. It is better that way; to be his friend. I am thinking about that saying, ‘Be careful what you wish for, you may receive it’.


I am pleased I didn’t. I would have been long forgotten, one of those ex-girlfriends, or I could have learnt to like him less, like his wife. I still like Ales very much. I still see his ex-wife, a very beautiful woman who tells me how cold and argumentative Ales used to be, how he only thought about his work, and came home tired and uncommunicative, about the silences and put downs. That is not the Ales I know; with me, he is never quiet, or puts me down. But of course, I am a mate, the ‘honorary male’ I always used to be with my male friends from university.


Occasionally, Ales tells me off in the rude way he would probably not use with another woman. Once recently, I was feeling upset because of something Honza told me. He told me I was selfish and arrogant, and suddenly I thought maybe I was. I wrote an email to Ales. What he wrote back was funny. He told me not to be such a fucking idiot. “And don’t shit yourself by being scared of your ex-husband. The scared ones always died first in the concentration camps.”


Tom laughed when I told him. “Did he really call you a fucking idiot? Wow!”


“He did, and it made me feel better.”


Ales calls me Rebi, after a Jewish character in one of Skvorecky’s books. Ales finds my Jewishness romantic and defining. But that character, Rebecca, used to be similar to me just in her Jewishness and her tendency to depression. She was also attractive and smart. I always used to be flattered by the comparison. But Rebecca in the book was also extremely promiscuous. After the camps, normal moral rules somehow did not apply to her. I wonder what Ales would say if he knew about my multiple lovers. I am now, unlike in my youth, more similar to the Rebecca in the book than he knows.


The strange thing is however, that now I no longer feel like an honorary man, and I became more comfortable in my femininity, Ales and I became closer. Who says men and women cannot be friends? I like Ales.


But where was I?


Honza would tell me, “You are talking a bit like Svejk, Lucie, get back to the point.” Honza is right. I often feel like Good Soldier Svejk, a character in a famous Czech novel by Jaroslav Hasek about the First World War. Svejk’s conversations were strange, convoluted, tree-like monsters, branching out and getting further away from the initial theme. He was driving his commanding officers crazy. I am a bit like that in my thoughts and conversations. It is sometimes quite hard for me to keep to the main line. Sometimes it is funny, sometimes it probably gets irritating for others, but in a way, I like the way my brain picks a thread and weaves it into surprising new patterns. It is fun. I did not mind when Honza used to compare me to Svejk, Good Soldier Svejk was his favourite novel.


I was going out with Ondra in all my university years. Now I realise that I did not treat him very well. At that time, I did not see lots of things … In my eyes, Ondra was a man who was going out with me because he found me amusing, and because he was flattered by having a young medical student being interested in him. He was not important for me, so I thought I was not important for him either. I thought he was invincible – a confident, older man, streetwise and calm. I treated him badly. And he let me. I often thought about that later, when the tables were turned and other people treated me badly because I let them.


I still feel guilty about Ondra. I eventually left him for my husband Honza, a rational decision. A slow separation.


In the fifth year of university, I met Honza, a very handsome intellectual cousin of my best friend, and fell in love with him. At least I thought I did. Soon after the first dates, he had to join the army for a year. I wrote him weekly letters, and he wrote me long letters back. I went to see him in the garrison town of Ceske Budejovice, and we always had things to talk about.


I was still meeting Ondra in Prague. One day, in the Cafe Evropa, one of our favourite coffee houses, I told Ondra, “I am going to leave you; I am in love with another man … He is doing his military service at the moment.”


I waited for his reaction. But Ondra smiled, and said, “Well, he is not around, is he?” He changed the subject.


That was surprising, and a bit offensive. Somehow, despite not loving Ondra, I expected him to be at least slightly upset. I felt cheated and confused. That evening, Ondra kissed me passionately at my door, and I felt something stirring in me, a new sensation, the warm, slow, pulsating feeling I now know so well.


So I carried on seeing Ondra while writing long weekly letters to Honza. I had sex with Ondra more often, because I was feeling guilty.


The Americans call it a ‘mercy fuck’. I did a lot of mercy fucks that year.


I only had sex with Honza twice. It did not work very well. Somehow, I took the readiness of Ondra’s hard cock sliding effortlessly in and out of my body for granted. I thought all men were like that, ever ready to have sex, while my body was inert, passive, but not uninviting. I often wondered what he saw in that activity. For me, it felt rather boring.


But with Honza that first couple of times, it was different. I loved Honza, so when he kissed me, it felt as if he was confirming he loved me, too.


Now I know that there was always something cold about Honza. Not in his manner, he was nice to me, smiled at me; we had lots in common. In the beginning, he occasionally held my hand or kissed me. When I was visiting him in Ceske Budejovice, he went with me to my hotel room and wanted to make love to me. He wanted to, and I was willing, it was another confirmation of his love for me. Now I wonder if I was cold, too, just passively waiting for him to take charge and have sex with me.


But to my surprise, it did not happen. I was inexperienced, and despite being a medical student, ignorant. We did not learn anything about sexual dysfunction in medical school. Honza just did not get an erection. I wasn’t sure why. In a way, I did not think it had anything to do with me. I never did anything to make Ondra or my other lovers aroused; I was my usual passive self, waiting for things to happen, and with the others, things did happen.


Looking back, I see that geeky innocent intellectual, so ignorant about real life, and I feel angry with that girl. I now connect her with that definition of an intellectual: ‘Someone who reads about things other people do naturally’.


Well, my trouble was that I did not even read about sex. The first book about sex I read was 30 years later. Now I am probably still an intellectual, but somehow, I no longer need to read about sex, it is now an effortless and important part of my make-up. I became a sexual creature.


If I was now in that Ceske Budejovice hotel with Honza, I would not just sit and watch him. I would kiss and caress his limp cock, take him in my mouth, feel it stirring, I would play with him in that skilful elaborate way, bringing on his erection, and my marriage might have been different. But Honza might have also run away. He might have had never married that sexually confident woman I became so late in my life.


Who knows? As historians say, there is no IF in history.


On those three occasions when we tried to have sex but couldn’t, we just dressed, not talking about it, and went out.


In Prague, I told my father about my new boyfriend. My father was interested. He did not approve of Ondra. Ondra was too old, too working class, too badly paid, too bohemian. Honza was an art historian, working in a gallery, planning for an academic career later. Indeed, he later became a successful academic, a university professor. So, in my father’s eyes, a desirable man. But then he asked me if I liked having sex with Honza. Not a usual question fathers ask of their daughters, but my father was not an average parent.


Now I can understand him better. He worried his daughter was too smart, too intellectual, not feminine enough, not interested in sex. He thought that was a terrible flaw. Perhaps he was right. He was a selfish man, but he loved me, his only daughter. And with the arrogance of a handsome successful Jewish university professor of cardiology, a man who women found hard to resist, he felt he can sort my sexual ignorance by a five minute conversation.


I told him we did not have sex yet because Honza had a problem, but that it will be fine, it is not important. “Oh Lucie, it is one of the most important things, you say everything else is great, but it isn’t, if you are not having sex!”


I thought my father was being silly. “Who cares?!” Of course, I was wrong.


Three months later, Honza and I started having regular sex. Suddenly, there was no problem. I went back to being that willing, passive, receptive woman I used to be with Ondra.


I only found out much later what the problem was. Honza was unusual. Unlike men who can be unfaithful to their partners, having sex with multiple women, Honza was sexually monogamous. His sexual problem was called Alena. His former girlfriend, an older nursery teacher, a girl from a small village that Honza’s parents did not approve of. Once he split up with Alena, Honza could get an erection any time he wanted.


I wonder if Honza and I really fell in love with each other, or if we both just picked up a socially more suitable partner, a bit like people do with arranged marriages. I no longer know.


When I was depressed in the past, I had a little voice telling me you are bad, people do not like you, and if they do, they would not if they knew what you are really like … You are self-centred, egoistic, and manipulative; you never really loved anybody, you just used friends and lovers for your own selfish means. That little voice was horrible. I knew I was not really like that. But I often wonder if part of Honza’s attraction was his class, education, social standing – weird in a communist society, wasn’t it?


I learnt more about that strangely monogamous nature of Honza many years later. Sex in our marriage was frequent and monotonous. It was always the same. In bed, in the dark. Honza pulled the blanket away, climbed on top of me, fucked me for a short time, and withdrew before he climaxed. It was our method of contraception. I went to the bathroom to wash off his sperm and fell asleep. We had sex like that almost every evening when we were together. I never felt like saying no. The activity was painless and non-intrusive. I was proving my father wrong: sex was not important.


In the months before Honza came back from the army, I had sex with Ondra about once a week. I did not mind that, but I still did not feel much – it was not unpleasant; I felt I was giving him something, sex as a gift. I felt safe with Ondra, he did not try to touch my inner thighs or even higher, he knew I was jumpy. He was gentle and very careful. When I think about it now, I feel angry. It would be easy to blame Ondra, but even 30 years later with a different man, the shy me was still jumpy. Tom was just older, experienced, and when I got jumpy, we talked about it.


Thinking about it now when I am no longer ignorant about sex, I probably did enjoy it more than I realised. It was never uncomfortable or painful, so I must have been wet and ready. I am always wet and ready now, but of course, now I love sex.


But then in April, when Honza was still in the military, I had some time off, and Ondra asked me if I would go to a long weekend somewhere.


Honza was writing a bit less, and although he recently managed to have sex with me, he also told me the reason of his previous problems. That was the first encounter with his strange sexual monogamist nature. A sexually monogamous unfaithful man. I felt a bit hurt because he lied to me, but of course, I was not telling him about Ondra either.


So when Ondra asked me about the weekend, I said yes. That weekend in Budapest was special.


In all those four years we were together, I never spent the whole night with Ondra. Once, I took him skiing with my friends, but we were all sleeping together in one large room on bunk beds, and that week did not go well. Ondra’s manners, his crude language, and his poor skiing made me feel embarrassed.


Now, looking back, I know I was being an appalling, snotty snob. This was made even worse by the fact that actually, my friends including Ales liked Ondra, and became very friendly with him. He played cards with them, that weird Central European game called Marias, and they were telling each other dirty jokes and laughed…


I felt like hitting them all.


So Budapest was the only time I was on my own with Ondra for longer. We rented a small apartment, just one room. I went to take a shower. I came back to the room, wrapped in a towel, and wanted to dress.


But Ondra did not let me. He came to me, and said, “Come here,” in a commanding, strict, almost unfriendly voice. It reminded me of Petr, that bossy guy who used to tell me what to do. I was suddenly not sure what Ondra would be like in Budapest, and I got a bit scared. But Ondra took my towel away and kissed my neck, very slowly and gently. It was in daylight. We always used to make love in the dark, and he looked at me, naked, and I got shy. But Ondra ignored my shyness, and carried on kissing me, lower and lower.


I was standing there, confused and quiet, and he was gliding his hands over my naked body and kissing me slowly. He was only wearing boxer shorts, and I looked at him, and they were bulging in the front. I have been Ondra’s girlfriend for four years, but I never looked at his cock before.


Now, after I have touched and sucked cocks of different shapes and sizes, I try to remember what Ondra’s was like. But I never looked properly, or touched him. But he touched me, and he now had his hands on my bottom, and I tried to move away, but he did not let me, he pulled me closer, and I could feel his erection on my body. He was gentle, but in charge. That was the first time a man made love to me slowly, skilfully, touching me everywhere. I felt warm and pulsating. I had that weird aching feeling I used to get seeing my friend’s spank marks.


But Ondra did not spank my bottom, he gently stroked it, and it felt amazing. I found myself holding his shoulders and kissing him with an urgency that was unusual.


And when he made love to me, I liked it for the first time.


I often wonder what would have happened if I did not leave Ondra for Honza. I might have not waited for my second sexual awakening for another 30 years. It was a strange weekend. We walked around the town, had coffee and wine in the coffee houses, I tasted Barack Palinka – the strong spirit made from apricots – and had wonderful cakes, and in the evening, we listened to gypsy music in wine bars while eating dinner. I still like gypsy music. It does something to me.


The weekend was nice, but the strangest thing was the constant sexual tension. I remember walking in front of Ondra on Erzsébet Island in Budapest, and he touched my bottom lightly with his hand. I felt almost an electric feeling, my womb moved, and I felt hot. I turned to him and kissed him. He was surprised. I did not kiss him very often. “Let’s go to the apartment,” I said.


That was the first time I ever showed a man I was longing to be made love to. Ondra understood. We went back to the room and made love.


Ever since that afternoon, having my bottom lightly touched by a man walking behind me is a very erotic feeling, I am melting. Tom knows that, and whenever he comes to see me and I pick him up at Heathrow airport, it is always the same. Tom kisses me, and I walk slowly in front of him, waiting for that light, exciting, caressing touch of his hand. It always works. As if Ondra in Budapest somehow put a switch on my bottom, a switch that makes me melt. That afternoon, when we made love and I was lying on Ondra’s shoulder, I looked at him and said, “Why did you never tell me it could be like this?” He looked at me seriously and said, “You know, you can be difficult sometimes.”


I was not difficult that weekend. But when we got to Prague, and we were travelling on a bus from the Ruzyne airport, the spell was broken … I looked at Ondra and said “It was nice, but the situation has not changed, I am still leaving you for Honza.” He looked back at me, said, “OK,” and got out at the next stop.


I did not see him till one night almost a year later when I came to the opera house to meet him and made him take me to his apartment and have sex with me. I was angry with Honza, and this was what Tom calls a ‘revenge fuck’. Neither of us enjoyed it.


In fact, I did not enjoy sex like in Budapest again till that magic weekend with Tom, 30 years later.


I have spoken to Ondra only once again. He phoned me. It was a strange phone call. He said, “I am getting married next month. Are you sure you want me to do it?”


“Congratulations,” I said.


“OK, take care,” he said. That is when I realised he loved me, all those years. I was stupid. He never told me, but I should have known.


When I feel bad thinking about it, I try to persuade myself that maybe Ondra didn’t really love me, like I didn’t really love Ales. He just liked the idea of me being his girlfriend. That makes me feel a bit less guilty. Of course, I am lying to myself; maybe nobody ever loved me the way Ondra did. The non-demanding, selfless, patient love of a truly adult man. Even a smart woman can be stupid when it really matters.



















The Siblings





All my life, my acquaintances all made the same mistake. They misread my well-read brain and quick tongue for maturity and sophistication I did not have.


Even Tom, who knew me well as a friend long before he became my lover, was fooled. Later, after I surprised him by my initial shyness and sexual inexperience, he told me about the image he used to have in his head. Tom told me that in the time of my marriage to Honza, when I was in England and my husband was in Prague, Tom always thought I had at least one lover on the go.


In fact, I was always completely faithful to Honza. Of course, that was not difficult: I was not really interested in sex anyway. I always had and still have male friends, and talking, and occasionally going to theatre or dinner was all I was interested to do with a man, even with my husband. Of course, I was still giving Honza my sexual gifts whenever he asked for them. Until he stopped being interested.
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