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You know that my real sexual life began with you Freddie, and to some extent ended with you, as every new encounter pales by comparison. You were, are, the rock in the pool, everything pre and post you, is mere ripple, eddying away from the explosion of your love.

However, there was an existence before you made your magnificent entrance into my life; you deserve to know the defining moments that made me so amenable to your charm, the pre-history of our love.

I told you about my childhood, the vicar father, the home-making mother, his obsession with godliness, hers with cleanliness. Nothing so unusual there! "Be a good little girl and say your prayers." "Be a good little girl and tidy your room."

And I was a good little girl. I always did what I was told. I was paraded around our drab village like an icon of saintliness, not like one of the Latin beauties you told me about, although I looked the part with my raven-black curls and my alabaster skin, but more mundanely, in the English, Anglican way, trailing my mother's skirts; the whole approval of a village resting on my young, starched shoulders. I was "as good as gold", "a cherub", "a little angel". I was a mother's blessing, the answer to a father's supplications. I said my prayers; I cleaned my room.

I can't criticize my parents for not understanding what was beyond their ken. They did their duty and asked for little; their sins were minuscule: an uncharitable word immediately regretted, a too stringent adherence to text or law, an occasional and usually magnanimous repression of truth or instinct: the mere petty peccadilloes of such an enclosed life. Nothing too elaborate, too sinister; their lives were bound up in being good, in making do, in blessing the little joy they had.

So, let's make the leap from the filial background to the erotic foreground, to those first stirrings of arousal? It is impossible to say exactly when they began. I would need therapy or hypnosis for something like that. All I know is that in my innocent mind, my prepubescent sexual life started with considering the potential of wrongdoing. You know even Anglicans, however flimsy the creed, are still mildly manachean.

What I mean, Freddie, is that if the body is the repository of sin, so I suppose, to me, the thought of doing something bad was also connected with the sinful pleasure of the body. I think even in those days before my sexual awakening, there was something physically arousing about being naughty.

Freddie, you come from a big family, a scruff of brothers, a puppy dog of sisters. To be an only child is hard. How desperately you crave attention, maybe because it is even more readily available. There, my greediness already revealed, the more I have the more I want. (Is this not the basic nub of the problem?) And what was worse was the need for their approval. I had to believe what they wanted me to believe, that it was the devil whispering in my ear, the fearful evil snake of Satan wishing to expel me from the garden of parental love.

I could not stop being a good girl, and being a good girl made me so unhappy, having to carry all the weight of that evil inside me, the incubi of my bad dreams, the demons of my bad faith, imploring me to go further, to be naughty, to be rude, to be vulgar. I wanted to do bad because I was never expected to; badness, like my awkward curiosity and sexual self-expression, all lay beyond the dull boundaries of their stultifying normality and their arched sense of duty.

The continual submerging of my incipient darker desires under the prosaic monotony of my life, the endless studying, the church attending, the helping mother in the kitchen, was difficult enough during the day, but at night it was impossible to hold at bay. I could still staunch the flow of words that fashioned themselves into unanswerable questions about omniscience and divinity, I had my incantations and my devotion to goodness, but, by then, my body too, had blatantly betrayed me. At night, as my mind became sluggish, my body would grow acutely alert. First, in that state between wake and sleep, harrowing hypnologic hallucinations taunted me, teased me; a man half remembered, half invented from biology books and the teenage magazines of schoolgirl chums, would appear, his prick limp, growing under the attention of my tongue. Where on earth had I got this idea from? I would wake in the morning ashamed of the moistness between my legs that had stained the flat sheet of my single bed. I could feel the tingling red of my cheeks, my heart thumping inside my chest, as I would attempt to fill my mind with purer thoughts, as I tried to rationalize my desire by imagining that the devil had insidiously invaded my sleep.

I had to give in; the pressure was too great. I felt it in my throbbing heart, in my perspiration, but mostly in the burning need of my sex. Imagine a young girl reaching her hand down, lifting up her winceyette night gown, splaying her legs, the tips of her finger edging to her vulva, searching for the root of the intense itch, slowly slipping her moistened finger over the strangeness of her labia, coming alive in the heat of passion, and then discovering the kernel of her heat in the tiny, sheathed protuberance above. What had been a mere oddity of the body momentarily became its center from which everything else emanated. That first tingle of erotic pleasure sent a shock wave through my body and mind.

It was too enjoyable to resist. As my mind filled with the sordid images of boys' cocks and hirsute men I had seen in the local swimming pool, my little button grew under the stimulation of my forefinger. As unfamiliar as the sensation was, there was another feeling that I was in some sense coming home, or better, that what I was discovering I had known all along. It was too natural, the way my finger manipulated my clitoris too automatic.

Of course there was still guilt. I had given into the devil; each time I masturbated, I showed how soiled I was. However virginal my body, I believed, strangely as I still do, but now with joy rather than regret, I had the soul of a whore. In church, as I listened to my father's erudite homilies, far too learned for the majority of his parishioners, I prayed to god for forgiveness, promising him that I would never do it again. It! But as daylight receded, I would be enveloped by my teenage lust.

Freddie you know my love of literature. You know how much I love best the works of the imagination. You told me once that I had a good imagination, and that I was a natural storyteller, like all single children who in their isolation and loneliness have to invent their life over, create a parallel world peopled by invisible friends and friendly creatures. Well, it was here that I honed my childhood imagination, here in the darkness of my adolescent room, I conjured up erotic images, using my mind to abet the satiation of my body.

My father's best friend was another vicar from the neighbouring parish. A younger, more virile man than my father, he would often come to our house, for what my mother quaintly called supper. He too was a kind, generous man, and bore no relation to the rugged and lewd protagonist I created in my fantasies of rough seduction. Fantasies of Terrence roughly taking me in every possible way I could imagine, images of his rugged hands on my tender body, or being beaten under his strict discipline.

Quite incredible, Freddie, for a sixteen-year-old virgin, whose closest sexual experience was an awkward, fumbled kiss at a school disco with a boy from my geography class.

The fantasies too advance to a realistic conclusion. I never did tell you everything, Freddie, at least not until now.

I had known Terrence since I was a child. A bright, sensitive man, wordy, erudite, his life enclosed by theology and clerical duty, he never married, always remaining, I am convinced, a virgin.

He was awkward with children, and with teenagers for that matter, although he always made a sterling effort with me, telling me stories, listening to my problems, playing with me in the garden; trying hard to hide the embarrassment he felt at participating in children's games. He would be kind and charitable and later, after I split up with Gregory, generous.

Terrence was, is, a handsome man, with lucid, deep-set, green eyes, the high forehead of a scholar, good bone structure and neatly trimmed blond hair.

Attractive though he was, he was inveterately clumsy. He inhabited his body like a foreigner in a strange land; his long legs always seemed too long. His mind always distracted by disputative points of theology or parochial preoccupations, he would frequently bang into things or trip over. It brought much mirth to my own family who tenderly mocked him for his clumsiness, seeing it as an indication of a dreamy unworldliness. I always thought he had wasted his life. He would have made someone a good husband, and maybe he would have found more happiness with a wife and family than I suspect he found nestling in the bosom of the church. As I grew up, and even long before I met you, Freddie, I always thought that Terrence was an emotional coward, too frightened of committing himself to another woman.

He occasionally used to visit Gregory and myself in London. They would sit up for hours discussing esoteric aspects of doctrine, as well as the burning issues which consumed the church at the time, in much the same way that Terrence and my father would do. Even though I was the old family friend, I think that it was my husband's friendship that he really enjoyed, finding the company of women as difficult as children.

After Gregory and I separated, and you had taught me how to feel like a woman, Terrence came to see me. He wasn't very comfortable at the idea of being with women generally, and even though he had known me since I was a little girl, he was distinctly uneasy with me, not knowing what to say to me in the wake of my separation, protectively making a manly stab, misguided though it was, at blaming Gregory for neglecting me.

He arrived one Saturday afternoon straight from the synod where he was advising some bishop or other on clerical law, saying that he couldn't have gone back to Norton Heath without coming to see me. He was leaving in the morning, but he would like to take me out to dinner; my father would never forgive him if he didn't, he said as an afterthought, embarrassed because it made his visit sound like an obligation. He didn't want to impose himself on me as he had an acceptable place to stay at the university.

It was strange seeing him after so much had happened, after you‚ Freddie.

For the first time in a long time, I remembered my fantasies. How ridiculous it all seemed now, looking at Terrence, his physical awkwardness, his temples now flecked with gray, the crooked smile he always employed to cover his social embarrassment unchanged after all those years. His world, the same world that my parents inhabited, had never seemed so far from my own, a world of order, limitation, stagnation.

He had clearly noticed how I had changed, the make up, the hair again loose around my shoulders as it was when I was a child, the way I dressed, gone were the long skirts, the pastel-shaded cardigans. I could tell he was a little surprised at the black halter-neck and the high-heeled shoes. He told me I looked somehow younger, when he really meant sexier; the not so deftly hidden implication being that he was worried that I had somehow gone off the rails to be dressing up to so blatantly show off my womanly charms.

We went to a local French restaurant; our sporadic conversation was mutually embarrassing, the huge pregnant pauses punctuated by the dismal clatter of our knives and forks. Terrence, even though I had insisted on paying, worried about the expense of the meal, the extravagance going against his Christian humility.

I had decided to drink, if only to alleviate something of the boredom of the evening. Terrence indulged me a little, probably putting my drinking down to my recent marital distress. In his rather predictable mind, I was taking refuge in the bottle after suffering so much humiliation because of the desertion of my spouse. How wrong could he have been!

We talked about my family, my mother's recent illness, my father ageing well, as I primed open another mussel and saucily sucked on the moist inner flesh. He talked at length, thinking, I suppose, that I was interested in such things, about the various debates of the synod and some esoteric biography he was about to write about an early father of the church. This was the stuff that always left me cold, even when Gregory had been there; Gregory was always riveted by the detail and depth of Terrence's knowledge.

I wasn't drunk, but alcohol made me look at him differently, not as the family friend, or the middle-aged cleric, but as a sexual man, a real sexual man as opposed to the perverted figure from my naive, childhood fantasies. He was still handsome. I wondered what his sexual life was like, if he masturbated, and if he did, did all that dread guilt and remorse descend upon him afterwards as it had done with me. I didn't think he was gay. I had noticed the way he had cast sly glances at my fulsome breasts through the black velvet of my dress, his eyes quickly averting once I had caught him, his mind searching for some inane topic to diffuse his embarrassment.

As his coffee came and I ordered another demijohn of ruby wine, I decided, cruelly maybe, that I would interrogate him.

"Terrence, have you never thought of marrying?" I said sipping on a wonderfully fruity bottle of claret under his disapproving gaze.

"Oh, I've thought about it, but you know it takes two to tango, and I'm always so busy." The answer was too pat, too well rehearsed, the glib response he must have offered whenever he had been pressed on the matter. He must have been mildly irritated too as I had interrupted him as he was making some crucial point about Tertullian or Ireneaus or whoever.

"But don't you miss not having a woman?" It is you Freddie who brought all this out in me. Before I met you, I would never have played such games. You turned an earnest girl into a mischievous imp.

"I'm with women all the time." This was still all too trite. He took a dilatory sip of his coffee. For a clumsy man he ate and drank precisely, used mastication and potation almost like a shield to hide his nervousness.

"What women?" I asked, turning up the corners of my mouth into a provocatively, teasing smile.

"Oh, you know, my parishioners, there's the women's league and..."

"No I mean a relationship." When I had been a child and occasionally had asked intrusive questions he had always been able to shrug them off, to deflect his embarrassment by utilizing his adult superiority, but now he was confronted with a grown woman.

"No, I haven't," he said rather curtly.

"But have you missed it?" He was rattled now, a man slow to anger, confused by it, I could sense his indignation at my brazenness, his pale cheeks perceptibly flushing red, even under the subdued light of the restaurant.

"Yes, I might have liked to share my life with a woman." The triteness was all gone now. I had managed to break through a little of his reserve.

"What do you think you have missed?" I had never talked to Terrence like this before. When I was a child, because of his friendship with my father, I had always seen Terrence as a much older man, having that accoutrement of power that we bestow on adults when we are children, but he was barely twenty years older than me, and, in this moment it was me who had all the power.

I sensed that I had touched a raw nerve. I had mentioned that which I should have not. I slowly repeated the question.

"Oh I don't know, having somebody close, you know, the intimacy, that kind of thing," he replied, wistfulness seeming to have momentarily tempered his displeasure.

"What about sex?" You can't get much blunter than that, talking to a fifty-year-old virgin vicar who also happened to be your father's best friend. He was taken aback by the question. He must have thought that I was drunk. He cast a glance down at the half full carafe of plonk.

"You have to make sacrifices for what you believe in. I have offered up my life to God. I have done it joyfully. I have no regrets." I could hear a quaver in his voice as he spoke. Now we had moved from the territory of rehearsed explanation to prideful self-justification.

"God gave you a good body. Why do you think he doesn't want you to use it?" Maybe my voice had risen slightly, I don't know, but the conversation had begun to take a confrontational edge.

"No reason, but there are choices! I made my choices..." I could see that he was absolutely astounded to hear the little girl who used to innocently sit on his knee talk in such a way, about subjects once removed from bland generality to the personally specific, he found so embarrassingly distressing.

"I think you were frightened. I think that you are still frightened," I pursued him relentlessly.

"Frightened of what?"

"Frightened of women, frightened of living your life, frightened of sex!"

I had crossed the last remaining boundary of civility. As I had made no attempt to lower my voice, people were beginning to look around at the spectacle of an insolent woman insulting a man of the cloth. Old fashioned as he was, he wore his dog-collar around the neck, even when he was off duty.

"I think we should go." He said it as kindly as he could, as charitably. I was obviously drunk and upset and confused. A dismissive charity was the only thing he had to offer.

Freddie, all this may sound unnecessarily cruel, but you have to realize all the stuff that I needed to get rid off. You were not totally innocent that evening; you were an invisible third party, you egged me on, as I remembered all the things that you had said about my childhood. This was exorcism. I had to have this conversation. I had to go as far as I did because, and I am not joking, I needed to cleanse my soul, to smash the old in order to establish the new.

We both sat in stony silence while Terrence paid the bill. I did not argue. He was sulking. I was laughing inside like the evil witch that you made me. After all these years, I had found his true Achilles heel. It had obviously bothered him not having sex. It was, I believed, his excruciating, personal truth, the underscore that nulled and voided all other aspects of his life.

After we left the restaurant, he walked me to a taxi rank close to the restaurant. His idea was to let me go first and then take a taxi to the university where he was staying.

"Terrence, would you take me home, please? I'm a little frightened of going back alone," I asked him as he awkwardly stood by the kerb, still vexed by my insolent behavior. He obviously didn't want to return to my flat, but being chivalrous to a fault, and as a country boy believing in all the tales of metropolitan violence and vice, he knew that he couldn't refuse my request.

A taxi came. We went back to the flat, neither of us speaking on the journey. A plan was already shaping in my mind: I had decided that I was going to have him. I knew that I had to be devious. He would never willingly comply in his own seduction, even with all the temptations of my womanly attributes. I decided I would have to present him with a fait accompli.

I offered him a glass of wine. He didn't want it of course, but I was quite adamant. It was not his chivalry now so much as his inbred English politeness that made him assent, that and a fear of having a further altercation with me. As he sat uncomfortably on the sofa, his back leaning forward as if he was about to leave at any moment, I went to fetch the wine.

I knew what to do. I have been such a good student. The right amount, just the right amount was essential, enough to make him sleepy, to get him to stay. I didn't want him to sleep through what I had planned. And then the ampoule of powder, a stronger dose of aphrodisiac that would not wear off until well after his slumber, so when he awoke still drowsy, the keenness of his lust would make my ministrations to the minister as irresistible as they could possibly be.

He sipped slowly, not making any comments on the tampered wine. We talked more amiably, our previous conversation never mentioned. He commented on the Modigliani print that I still had above the fireplace, but made no mention of either of the erotic prints of nudes I had placed over the sofa. Do you remember, the ones you brought me before you went away.

I could see that the powder was starting to have its effect. His eyes had already begun to glaze over. His head momentarily drooped as if he was about to fall asleep.

I told him he wasn't looking well. He said he just felt suddenly woozy, but he would be okay. I protested that he stay, that it would be dangerous for him to leave in his present condition, but managing his famous lopsided smile he told me that he would be fine.

Fortunately, as he made his way to the small table to phone for a cab, he stumbled a little, almost knocking over the telephone table. Although Terrence was no foreigner to the casual slip or trip, the stumble was decisive. Even he realized that he couldn't leave in such a condition.

I led him up to the small room he was already familiar with from the days when he used to stay with myself and Gregory, and then I left him, retreating to my own room, to anticipate what I was about to do.

It was the middle of summer. One of those hot, muggy, London nights, that makes one toss and turn restlessly. I opened the window and tried to breathe in the damp air. I was so hot, but this had as much to do with the excitement that whirled within me. How aroused I was! I could feel the wetness slicking the gusset of my black, lace panties. How wonderful such a thing is as a male virgin! I was sure that this is exactly what Terrence was. A fifty-year-old male virgin, a sexually frightened adolescent trapped inside a lean middle-aged body.

Time passed slowly. I wanted to touch myself, but I resisted, frightened that the slightest caress would spark me to orgasm, my excitement being so intense. I lay down on the bed and dreamed of the next stage of my plan, imagining what Terrence's body would be like, if his tool would be as big and thick as I hoped it would be.

Forty minutes, fifty minutes, I waited, hoping that I would not make any mistakes. I slipped out of my dress, pulled off my bra and panties, but for effect, left on my black, seamed stockings.

Sixty minutes! I had been counting down the minutes and then the seconds on the brass ornamental clock on my bedside table. I am sure you remember it, Freddie.

I crept into his room. He lay supine on the bed. He had managed to undress himself before collapsing onto the mattress. The only item of clothing that remained were a pair of burgundy boxer shorts. I had never imagined Terrence wearing anything as sexy as boxer shorts.

The window was wide open; a street light illuminated his surprisingly muscular torso. I thought I was going to come just by looking at him, the natural bulge of his briefs showed that he was at least pleasantly proportioned.

I could wait no longer for my prize. I had to be careful. I did not want to wake him before the correct time. I slipped onto the bed without jolting him, checking to see that there was no interruption to the pattern of his light breathing.
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