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FOREWORD

Set in Central Europe in 1885 on the eve of his sixteenth birthday, The Erotic Memoirs of a Lusty Victorian Rake 1 – Beginner’s Luck the young Johann set down an explicit account of how he and his close friend Carl Hildebrand enjoyed their first sexual experiences during a summer holiday in Stettin.

 And the narrative in this second volume of Johann ‘Johnny’ Gewirtz’s explicit and uncensored autobiography follows seamlessly from the final chapter of Beginner’s Luck in which Johann finds himself torn between the charms of the pretty Gusti Dahrf and her voracious Aunt Bernice.

 Professor Lorraine Rose sketched a brief biographical portrait of our author in Beginner’s Luck. For those lovers of ‘gallant literature’ [as King Edward VII catalogued the volumes in his private library] yet to enjoy this book, suffice it to say that Johann ‘Johnny’ Gewirtz was born to Graf [or Count] Benjamin Gewirtz and his Dutch born mother Gertrude. Like most aristocratic families in the Austrian-Hungarian Empire, the Gewirtz family lived in Vienna but unlike many absentee landlords, the Count made occasional visits to his estate in Pincwoz.

 And in this book, Johann furthers his sexual education with Natasha, the sultry gypsy girl who he first met in Stettin and Wanda, another ravishingly attractive servant whose family work for Johann’s father in Pincwoz. And Johann has every reason to be proud when he successfully puts an end to the blackmail of his father’s tenants by Baldur Basler, the cruel overseer of the Gewirtz Polish estate.

 Nevertheless, after his father was alerted to Johann’s frolics with Wanda, Count Benjamin Gewirtz decided to send his wayward son to finish his secondary education in Britain. But fortunately for our young hero, his parents’ choice of boarding school was Harcourt Academy, a small private boarding school run by Doctor Nicolas Grafton-Austin, a progressive educationist who eschewed the fashionable ‘muscular Christianity’ of the time. And Johann’s journey across Europe to England in which he gleefully details his varied sexual adventures in Paris, London and Maidenhead form the major part of this book.

 Especially interesting in this second volume of autobiography are Johann’s pungent cameos of upper-class life in Paris involving the painter Henri Toulouse-Lautrec. These vignettes are further enlivened by the uninhibited bawdiness of Johann’s lively prose which made these books secret bestsellers when they first appeared in 1908.

 Such was the success of Johann’s confessions, which were published by the Parisian firm of Haimovici & Cie in French, German, Spanish and English, that within nine months more than 95,000 books had been sold. And as Professor Lorraine Rose noted in her introduction to Beginner’s Luck, the English language edition – which was translated from the German by Count Gewirtz himself – sold 69,000 copies in America and Great Britain in the first year of publication.

 Many of the British books were distributed though the Cremornite fraternity. Ostensibly a dining club, the Cremornites were in reality a coterie of raffish wealthy men-about-town who held semi-secret wild parties usually in their well-appointed country houses. This group included the Prince of Wales’ close friend the financier and philanthropist Lord Ronald Dunn of Stamford Bridge, the Honourable Harold Elton and though not a member himself, it is suspected that the Liberal politician David Lloyd George attended several of these Cremornite jamborees at the Count’s house in Green Street, Mayfair a year before he became Chancellor of the Exchequer.

 Since 1896 Johann had been a member of this exclusive club and he posted a luxurious leather bound copy of the book to his fellow Cremornite King Edward VII. The King, who enjoyed a robust sexual life, wrote an effusive letter of thanks in which he suggested that the Count should read an extract from his memoirs at his birthday party the following month in Green Street, Mayfair ‘when I hope to be present!’

 In all probability this book was destroyed along with the King’s considerable library of illicit literature after his death in May, 1910.

 Modern feminists may well hold up their hands in horror at the way our hero jumps from bed to bed but in his defence, the reader should note that throughout his long life [he died at the ripe old age of ninety-four in 1963] the Count never forced his attentions on an unwilling partner.

 Indeed, Johann Gewirtz was in many ways a staunch supporter of women’s rights. In Beginner’s Luck he champions the Suffragette movement and in 1906 he sent a cheque for £100 to Sylvia Pankhurst who wrote an fulsome letter of thanks to ‘Dear Johnny’ for his generous donation.

 Perhaps the Count’s philosophy can best be summed up here in Wild Abandon in which he muses that ‘there are many worse ideals than ‘live and let live’ and I have never seen any reason whatsoever why the State should have any power to interfere what takes place in private between consenting adults.’

 On a broader plane, we associate the Victorian and Edwardian eras with a smug, often aggressive Puritanism which valued ‘purity’ to the point of fetish so that this ribald account of young Johann’s sexual escapades may well shock even the modern reader by its graphic, explicit prose.

 But these racy and entertaining erotic high-jinks confirm the contemporary view that whilst a gospel of sexual abstinence may have been preached, it was by no means universally practised. Behind the iron-clad façade of respectability, the majority of moralists were always on the losing side against the minority of sensualists who propagated the message that sexuality was a natural emotion that within reasonable parameters should not be denied.

 As the social historian Maureen Muswell-Hill remarks in her seminal study of Victorian erotica His Mighty Engine [University of Lancashire Press, 1969] ‘There was a substantial underground demand for erotic literature which led to a spirited resistance to the prevailing ethic. For every grave warning against masturbation, petting and intercourse, these sub rosa books retorted that copulation was a hugely enjoyable activity. And in an age when sexuality was deliberately withheld from the general public, these publications served a genuine purpose by their fierce questioning of previously accepted taboos.’

 The robust vitality of the Count’s lusty prose has lost none of its sparkle across the years and there remains a spicy voluptuous in his narrative which still retains the power to shock. This is bawdy writing at its best and all lovers of gallant literature will enjoy this lively tale which offers an unconventional insight into the manners and mores of a vanished world.

Professor John Green

Smithbrooke Academy of Social Sciences

Florida

USA

October, 2012


It might well be said of me that I have merely made up a
bunch of other men’s flowers, and provided nothing of my
own but the string to tie them together.

Michel de Montaigne

[1533–1592]


CHAPTER ONE

Vienna

I suppose it was inevitable that my father would eventually find out about how I bedded the beautiful sixteen-year-old Wanda Dienst on my visit to the family estates in Pinczow. Not that Wanda would ever have peached on me, but details of our secret tryst were inadvertently revealed to him when I carelessly left a page of an uninhibited letter from her as a bookmark in a volume I had borrowed from the library.

On reflection, I dare say that the discovery of Wanda’s billet doux discomfited my father almost as much as it embarrassed me. Certainly he appeared ill at ease after he called me into his study for a man-to-man talk. After much clutching at his lapels and marching and counter-marching across the room, he announced that in September I would not return to the Viennese high school I had attended for the previous three years. Instead, I would travel to England and study for twelve months at the Harcourt Academy for the Sons of Gentlefolk.

‘Of course, you will come home for the Christmas and Easter holidays,’ my father added hastily as he clapped me on the shoulder and went on: ‘Johann, please do not think of this as a punishment for what happened in Pinczow. I have spoken to you several times of the necessity for you to speak perfect English because it is the language not only of the huge British Empire but also of the United States which in your lifetime will become the most powerful country in the world.

‘As for your escapade with Wanda, I shall say no more except that, whilst I cannot condone an affair between you and the daughter of one of my most loyal and trustworthy tenants, I can well remember how urgent a young man’s needs are at your age. Nevertheless, it would be best for the pair of you if this relationship was terminated as soon as possible and so I am ordering you to cease all correspondence with Wanda.

‘I assure you, my boy, that I would say the same if her family were our social equals. However, the simple fact of the matter is that you are both far too young for a long-term passionate romance. It will only lead to one of you being deeply hurt.’

‘But Wanda will be deeply hurt if I don’t write to her any more,’ I objected, although in truth I could see the reasoning behind my father’s words. He nodded thoughtfully and replied: ‘Yes, it would be most impolite to break off all contact so suddenly. Very well, Johann, you may write Wanda a final letter of farewell informing her that you will soon be leaving the country. Yet although she will no longer hear from you, if in the future she finds herself in need of a friend, she should contact your father who will not turn her away.’

This generous pledge cleared any remaining worries from my mind and the very next afternoon I composed what would be my last epistle to Wanda and posted it myself in the pillar-box on the corner of our street. As I was walking back to the house, I spied Natasha, a dark-eyed gypsy girl whom I had first fucked during the previous glorious summer of 1884 [see ‘Erotic Memoirs I’ for full details of how Natasha seduced Johann five weeks before his sixteenth birthday – Editor] and who had been a regular visitor to my bed since joining our household staff.

Natasha had seen me post my letter and correctly guessed the name on the envelope. Funnily enough, she also warned me of the perils of continuing an involvement with the lovely Wanda, which I thought a little rich because the two girls had engaged in some lusty lesbian love-play whilst Natasha and I were staying in Pinczow.

‘Well, you will be pleased to know that I shall not be writing to Wanda again,’ I commented somewhat sullenly and then I began to tell her of the conversation with my father.

When Natasha heard that I was being sent to a school in England, she grinned: ‘You had better behave yourself there, mein leibling, the discipline is very strict in English schools and if you are naughty the teachers will make your bottom smart.’

However, this observation caused a deep frown to form on my brow because whipping had been abolished in our Austrian schools many years ago and neither of my parents had ever laid a finger upon me even during my earliest years. Natasha saw that she had worried me by her light-hearted remark and the sensual girl immediately tried to cheer me up by saying that she was certain that my father would never send me to a school where such brutal punishments were allowed.

Then she leaned forward and murmured: ‘Johann, would you like to fuck me? I have an hour off before supper. If you’re going to go to England, I want to milk your cock dry before you leave Vienna.’

My eyes lit up and any concern about life at Harcourt Academy was banished from my mind when Natasha kissed me quickly on the lips and whispered: ‘Come up to my room in ten minutes. I’ll be waiting for you.’

‘I’ll be there,’ I promised. Walking slowly to my room I thanked my lucky stars that Mama was taking tea with her cronies at Frau Gottfried’s home that afternoon or she might have called me into the drawing room to practise my English (my mother was a natural linguist speaking English, German and French besides her native Dutch), a chore upon which she planned we would spend an hour every day until the time came for me to depart.

I whipped off all my clothes and, dressed only in my new Paisley [a soft, fine wool fabric traditionally printed with an intricate pattern of small curving shapes – Editor] dressing gown with its cool quilted silk lining which my mother had purchased for me during my parents’ recent trip to Edinburgh, I quietly padded up the stairs to Natasha’s small room at the top of the house.

‘Come in, Johann,’ she called out gaily after I had given our secret signal of five short sharp knocks on her door. To my delight I saw that her clothes were sprawled out over a chair and she was waiting for me under the eiderdown.

‘You’re forty seconds late, you naughty boy,’ said Natasha accusingly as I whipped off my dressing gown and turned to hang it on a hook on her wall.

‘Please accept my humble apology,’ I smiled as I turned back to face her, licking my lips as the gorgeous girl flung aside the eiderdown. As ever, my cock swiftly swelled up to an erection at the sight of her naked body.

‘Only if you pay a forfeit,’ Natasha muttered as she smoothed her hands over her pert jutting breasts and tweaked her nut-brown nipples until they stood out like hard little corks. Then the nubile young vixen ran her fingers through the mass of glossy black curls at the base of her belly and parted her pouting cunney lips to give me a glimpse of the red chink of her love channel.

Without any further preliminaries, I threw myself down beside the delicious creature and we rolled around from side to side on her bed, our lips glued together in a passionate kiss and our tongues lashing away inside each other’s mouths as we hugged each other in a voluptuous frenzy.

Natasha panted: ‘Oooh, I feel so horny today. Why don’t you lick my cunt whilst I suck your cock before you fuck me?’

‘What a splendid idea,’ I agreed, and the audacious gypsy girl slithered belly down across me until my prick was brushing her cheek and my own lips were just inches away from her succulent hairy quim. I inhaled the fragrant aroma of her pussy and an excited little gasp escaped from my throat as Natasha began to lick the sensitive underside of my shaft.

Now it was my turn to pleasure my partner and she squealed with pleasure when I kissed her creamy crack. My tongue snaked slowly along the full length of Natasha’s love channel, taking on a life of its own when I slipped the tip between her cunney lips which opened in welcome as it bored deep inside her juicy cunt. I found her clitty and ran my tongue up and down the fleshy button, teasing the plump unsheathed base, which sent tremors of sheer ecstasy racing through her body.

‘Ooooh, that’s lovely, Johann, don’t stop,’ she groaned before closing her lips around the bulbous knob of my raging stiffie. It was my turn to shiver all over as her tongue flicked over my bell-end, down the shaft and over my balls before reversing the route back to the mushroom helmet. Her moist mouth worked its way over every inch of my rock-hard rammer, her hand grasping the base as she pumped her head up and down, keeping her lips taut, kissing and sucking my quivering cock as she ground her sopping snatch against my face.

Our tempos matched each other with increasing speed as I worked my tongue all around her erect clitty until my jaw was fairly aching and Natasha was the first to come, moaning with joy as she flooded my mouth with her liquid spendings. My own orgasm followed seconds later as Natasha gobbled furiously on my throbbing tool, taking almost all my shaft deep down into her throat. Her tongue slid juicily up and down my cock until I let out a low growl and shot a stream of sticky spunk into her mouth, a liquid load which she gulped down with undisguised relish. Natasha gave a final swirl of her tongue over my knob before rolling off me.

Then we sat up and tasted ourselves as we exchanged a long, lingering kiss. Whilst I was fortunate to be instructed at an early age in what the Yankees call ‘muff-diving’ – [Johann’s first sexual experiences are graphically detailed in ‘Erotic Memoirs I’ – Editor] – even now I am still amazed at how certain of my English friends are still ignorant of this sensual love play. Certainly, it is true that like certain piquant foods, the unique flavour of a ripe young pussy is an acquired taste. Nevertheless, I would strongly urge all who wish to pleasure their girl friends to learn the ancient art of cunnilingus. As I remarked to my old friend Sir Ronald Dunn only last week, I have yet to meet a man who does not enjoy having his cock sucked. And so should not a gentleman play the game and return the compliment to his bed-mate? The art of tonguing out a pussy is in its infancy in Great Britain which perhaps is the reason why so many English girls appear to fall so rapidly into the beds of the French and Italians who practise this sensual craft almost as a matter of course.

Be that as it may, having her pussy sucked made Natasha feel so raunchy that she slicked her hand up and down my veiny truncheon. The soft touch of her fingers immediately made my todger thicken up again. She squeezed my shaft and muttered: ‘Oh, Johann, please fuck me! I can’t wait to feel your lovely thick prick inside my quim!’

Well, it might have been only five minutes since the hot-blooded girl had sucked me off, but at the age of sixteen I was at the peak of my prowess and could spend six or seven times a night without too much difficulty. So when Natasha released my cock and lay back on the bed, it was standing stiffly up against my belly as I knelt in front of her and looked down upon the proud, rounded curves of her breasts and their elongated, outward-pointing nipples. Then my eyes travelled downwards to the dark curly muff between her milky white thighs which were spread wide to reveal every exquisite fold of her delicious cunt.

‘God! You really are the most divinely beautiful girl,’ I murmured admiringly. Natasha acknowledged the tribute with a voluptuous smile whilst she grasped my rigid rod to feed it to her wet, willing cunney, guiding my knob between her pouting pussy lips. Slowly, thrillingly, I inched my cock forward and her sensual snatch sucked in my throbbing tool until my shaft was fully embedded inside her. I fucked her slowly at first, taking my time as the muscles of Natasha’s love funnel clutched sweetly around my prick whilst I hovered above her, supporting myself on my hands and knees.

Then I crashed down on top of her and our bodies thrashed back and forth in a frenzy of lascivious lust. With increasing speed I pistoned my prick in and out of her juicy cunt as together we rode the wind. Natasha clamped her legs around my waist, gasping with passion as I pumped away and her hips writhed and twisted in time with my urgent thrusts to maximize her pleasure.

What a wonderful fuck that was! The gypsy girl’s cunt had been so well-oiled by her previous come that I was able to slide my cock up to the hilt inside her clinging love funnel which readily absorbed every inch of my shaft, her cunney muscles rippling over my cock as her body exploded into a series of tiny spends.

All my senses were now in thrall to her passionate pussy as I pounded my proud prick in and out of her sticky honeypot. Natasha bucked and twisted on every forward stroke, tossing her head from side to side and biting her lower lip – for she was worried that letting out her emotions in an ardent scream might be heard by someone downstairs.

‘Yes! Yes! Yes! I’m coming, Johann! Fill me up with your sticky spunk!’ hissed Natasha. I was able to oblige her almost immediately for my own orgasm was fast upon me. There was time only to thrust my cock into her delicious quim one more time before I shot wad after wad of creamy sperm deep inside her. Whilst my jism splashed against the walls of her cunney, Natasha’s fingernails clawed my back as the pair of us spent simultaneously. Our young bodies slapped together as she met my violent thrusts with equally convulsive jerks of her own. We threshed around wildly until the flow of our love juices finally slowed to a trickle and my shrunken shaft slid out from between her puffy pussy lips.

Now whilst I was at the peak of my youthful vigour, at this time I was almost insensible from the effects of this lusty exercise. I flopped down beside Natasha, fairly gasping for breath whilst I struggled to regain my composure. She looked at me anxiously and placed her head on my chest, listening with some concern to the thumping beats of my heart as she said: ‘Oh darling, are you all right? I hope you haven’t overexerted yourself.’

‘No, just give me some time to recover and I’ll ream out your squishy little snatch again,’ I muttered as I ran my fingers through her glossy black hair. But Natasha smiled and replied: ‘Another time, my dear. I have to get dressed soon for Herr Baum wants Elena and me to give the silver service a polish before we lay the table tonight.’

‘Why are we using the silver service?’ I asked. Natasha waggled her finger at me in mock reproach. ‘You naughty boy, have you forgotten that the Schnitzlers are dining with your parents this evening?’

I clicked my fingers in annoyance. ‘Damn! That means I won’t be able to go out later tonight. Bernard and Ernst were coming round and we were going to take some girls from the Kaiser Albert gymnasium [secondary school – Editor] to the cabaret at the Café Helmut on Lempertstrasse. I’ll telephone Ernst and tell him that they shouldn’t bother calling for me this evening. My father would be furious if I tried to sneak out after dinner.

‘Still, thanks for reminding me about the Schnitzlers,’ I added as I hauled myself up and swung my legs over the side of the bed. ‘You’re right, of course, I’d best be on my way before my mother comes looking for me to see if I had remembered about tonight.’

‘Never mind, Johann,’ said Natasha consolingly. ‘I know that Fräulein Giselle Schnitzler will be coming with her parents and I heard your mother tell Herr Baum that they are also bringing along a girl named Trudi Wegener, a niece of Doctor Schnitzler who arrived back in Vienna only last week after spending three months in London. So she should be able to tell you something about what it’s like living over there.’

This was much better news because whilst I found the Schnitzlers (who were amongst my parents’ closest friends) rather tiresome company, I had lusted after Giselle for some time. She was an extremely pretty girl who was only a few months younger than me and sensual images of her firm, well-rounded curves had often occupied my mind during my nightly love-making sessions with the Widow Thumb and her four naughty daughters!

However, the fact of the matter was that we had done nothing more than exchange a chaste kiss at the end of Giselle’s sixteenth birthday party – although I had thought that her voluptuous lips had brushed against my own for just a little longer than was really necessary. Ever an optimist, I wondered whether this was a signal that she might be prepared to go further if we ever found ourselves alone together.

Naturally I did not mention any of this to Natasha whilst I hurriedly slipped on my clothes and, despite the fact that I had to cancel my arrangement with my friends, I had regained much of my good humour by the time that the Schnitzlers were due to arrive.

As things turned out I was not to be disappointed – for when Giselle arrived with her parents, not only did she give me an even longer kiss than at her birthday party, but she lightly stroked my hand with her fingertips. This caused an initial stirring in my groin whilst she introduced me to her cousin Trudi, an equally attractive girl with a pretty hint of pink in her face which was enhanced by the fine lines of her cheekbones.

‘Johann, Mama tells me that you are soon leaving us to study in an English school for a year,’ said Giselle. ‘Well, you must listen carefully to what Trudi has to say about the British.

‘They certainly seem to have some very strange customs,’ she added as she let go my hand. When I turned to give a polite little bow to the beautiful blonde-haired Trudi, I tried with little success to stop my shaft swelling up uncomfortably inside my rather tight-fitting trousers as we walked through the hall towards the drawing room.

Naturally, the girls were properly dressed for a dinner party, yet I could sense that in both such propriety was barely maintained. Here a tendril of lustrous shiny hair had charmingly escaped its coiffure and there a button on a bodice would be but half done up. In my mind’s eye I could imagine their lush bosoms springing free of their imprisonment and their perky nipples rising eagerly to my tongue.

So suffused was I by the sensual beauty of these two young vixens that I had to summon up all my mental strength to carry on a conversation without letting my mind and my eyes stray to their physical charms. Frankly, I can hardly recall of what we conversed for, whenever a mouth was open to utter some observation or admit some morsel of food, I would see the even white teeth and full red lips I could think only how delicious it would be to have those lips closed around the straining purple helmet of my pulsing prick.

But I do remember that towards the end of the meal (at which I was sitting between the two girls), Doctor Schnitzler and my father were engaged in an animated discussion about the musical abilities of an eleven-year-old Russian prodigy who a few nights before had apparently given an outstanding performance of Mendelssohn’s Violin Concerto at the Opera House.

‘We ought to teach children to read and write music at school instead of torturing them with algebra and trigonometry,’ declared Doctor Schnitzler. ‘Music is indeed a kind of arithmetic but with an emotional colouring. Many children are born musicians whilst very few are born mathematicians.’

He looked across at his niece and said: ‘Would you agree with me, Trudi?’

The pretty blonde girl laughed and answered: ‘Very much so, Uncle Ludwig. I’ve always found mathematics horrid but I’ve loved music since I was very small. How about you Johann? I understand from Giselle that you compose as well as playing the cello.’

As she asked the question she lightly squeezed my thigh under the table and my face reddened as I mumbled that whilst I enjoyed playing the cello, my attempts at composition were such poor stuff that I had burned most of the manuscripts.

My mother had been engaged in an intra-female sotto voce conversation with Frau Schnitzler but she caught my final words and unintentionally embarrassed me further by tut-tutting: ‘Oh really, dear, how tiresome of you! Does this mean there are no copies left of those sweet little tunes you wrote for Lottie von Bredorbock?’

‘I’m afraid so,’ I replied through clenched teeth as my mother blithely continued: ‘When Johann was thirteen years old he was madly in love with Lottie von Bredorbock, a beautiful fifteen-year-old girl who used to live round the corner in Hubnerstrasse and he used to leave little sheets of music in an envelope outside the von Bredorbocks’ front door weighted with a flower, with a note to say that every morning her pretty little feet must tread a little piece of his music before they kissed the earth.’

‘Oh, how sweet! And was Lottie captivated by your attentions?’ cried Trudi and I gave a rueful grin as I answered: ‘Not exactly, although this homage earned me a kiss and a hug which made my head swim although it was a very innocent embrace. But her father happened to see us and he threatened to box my ears if I ever dared show my face around his house again.’

‘Ah, what a sad little story! Still, I hope you can remember some of these musical billets-doux,’ she smiled whilst her hand swiftly stole across my crotch to squeeze the throbbing bulge between my legs before returning to its resting place on my upper thigh.

‘Yes, I would also love to hear them,’ exclaimed Giselle and I was put on the spot when my mother said to me: ‘Well now, I’m sure you can remember one or two of your compositions, Johann. Why don’t you take Giselle and Trudi to the music room and play some of your music for them?’

I could hardly refuse so we rose from the table and I escorted the girls out into the hall. Whilst we climbed the stairs to the mezzanine floor I said: ‘Honestly, you won’t want to hear the compositions of an infatuated thirteen-year-old boy. If you must listen to me play, I can struggle through some lovely unaccompanied cello pieces by Bach.’

‘Oh no, we would prefer to hear your own music,’ they chorused as I opened the door of the small music room and, trying to blind them with superior knowledge of the subject, I shrugged: ‘If you insist but, believe me, they consist only of conventional harpings on the fundamental chord, the dominant and the sub-dominant, a few modulations and by way of highlight a whole series of diminished sevenths.’

Alas, this strategy backfired upon me for I was unaware that the girls possessed an equal if not superior knowledge of the art of writing music. Two delicious dimples formed on Trudi’s cheeks as she laughed: ‘Never mind, Johann, how could any of us compose without that time-honoured device which can hide a lack of musical imagination like a well-padded dress can conceal a girl’s true figure?’

‘Yes, indeed,’ I muttered, giving the blonde temptress a glassy smile. Then, as I bent down to pick up my cello, Giselle said mischievously: ‘Never mind that, Johann, Trudi and I are far more interested in the instrument between your legs.’

This bold remark so shocked me that I straightened up sharply and knocked over a small side table which caused the full cup of coffee which Trudi had placed upon it to flood down into my lap.

‘Oh dear, coffee stains are so difficult to remove,’ observed Giselle with some concern. ‘Trudi, dab Johann’s trousers with a cloth.’

‘With pleasure,’ giggled Trudi and, wetting her lace handkerchief with her tongue, she dabbed it down upon my swollen crotch whilst with her other hand she rubbed her palm against the underside of my throbbing tool. I let out a little yowl of surprised delight as she winked at me and said: ‘Johann, would you prefer my cousin to take you in hand?’

‘No, no,’ I gasped, closing my legs to trap her hand between my thighs. She chuckled: ‘Johann, I’m truly sorry, we are being most unfair by teasing you in this way. Have no fear, though. Giselle and I are both dying for a good fuck.’

‘Unfortunately, that will have to wait till later,’ Giselle added quickly. ‘The others might well troop up here soon. Nevertheless, I think we’ve enough time to make you comfortable.’

With this she helped Trudi unbutton my trousers. Their playful hands reached inside my drawers to bring out my thick stiffie and Trudi held my cock whilst Giselle fondled my balls. Then their two pretty faces lowered themselves in unison and two little pink tongues shot out to lick my cock, one from the right side, one from the left. Their questing lips met on my knob and their tongues jostled as they washed over my helmet until the hot spunk burst out in a tidal flow. They eagerly gulped down my come as I spent in a shuddering ecstasy of relief.

With my spunk still sticky on her lips, Giselle kissed me open-mouthed and whispered: ‘There, that was worth waiting for, wasn’t it?’

‘Oh yes,’ I said hoarsely whilst Giselle stuffed my cock back inside my trousers and Trudi began buttoning up my flies. ‘I’ve never been sucked off by two girls at the same time before.’

‘Well, I’m glad you enjoyed it, although there’s nothing to beat a really good fuck,’ declared Trudi.

Giselle laughed: ‘You must excuse my cousin, Johann, she only lost her cherry six weeks ago in England and now she’s making up for lost time! Trudi, whilst we wait for our parents, why don’t you tell Johann how that charming young Welshman, what was his name now, Alun Owen, poked you after Viscountess Rossendale’s Ball to celebrate the twenty-first birthday of her eldest son, Lord Philip Pelham.’

[Lord Philip Pelham was to become one of the leading members of the notorious South Hampstead set and his name appears in several underground magazines around the turn of the century, notably The Oyster and The Intimate Diaries of Rosie d’Argosse, all of which are published as New English Library paperback books – Editor]

Trudi looked at me questioningly. I nodded my head and said: ‘I’d love to hear the story – and with any luck my parents and the Schnitzlers will settle down in the drawing room for a game of whist. Then you’ll be able to compare the experience with what I have in mind for you and Giselle upstairs in my bedroom.’

‘I’ll look forward to that,’ grinned Trudi as she plumped herself into an armchair. Giselle and I sat on the floor at her feet as she began: ‘As you know, for the last three months I have been living in London with my friend Jennifer Maerdy-Park and her family. Jennifer was presented at Court this year and was reckoned to be the prettiest debutante of the year. Her photograph has appeared in many illustrated English magazines and young men from all the best families have been falling over themselves to try and effect an introduction.

‘Jennifer and I are good friends and she always made sure that my name was also on the card when invitations to parties and dances came flooding through the letter box. Anyhow, we were both looking forward to attending this particular party at the Savoy Hotel. It was a very grand affair indeed but there were quite a number of young people because Phil Pelham is one of the most popular young gentlemen in London Society.

‘Be that as it may, Alun Owen had been introduced to me at some other function. He is a good-looking, slightly thickset young man with friendly dark eyes who kissed my hand and said in German: “How delightful to see you again, Fräulein Wegener. I hope you will do me the honour of dancing with me after dinner.”

‘“It will be my pleasure,” I replied as I scanned my dance card. “But please speak to me in English, remember, I’m here to learn the language.”

‘“No, you are here to stun all the young men with your beauty,” said Alun with a roguish smile. I should mention that he is a renowned amateur ornithologist who has been commissioned to write a book for young people about the habits of popular British birds which is why I answered: “Now, now, Mr Owen, is there not an apposite metaphor in English about people who are able to charm the birds off the trees?”

‘To cut short the story, it turned out that we were placed next to each other at dinner. I cut everyone but Lord Philip Pelham himself out of my dance card and spent the rest of the evening in Alun’s company. Whilst I was dancing with Philip Alun went out of the ballroom and when he returned he whispered to me that he had booked a room for the night.

‘“Much easier to stay here tonight rather than go back home and risk catching a chill in the cool night air,” he explained carelessly. I gravely nodded my agreement although I knew full well that he lived in a furnished apartment in Nottingham Place, Marylebone – and I did not demur when he guided me towards the door of the ballroom and suggested that I might like to walk up to the first floor and see his room.

‘“All right, but before we leave I must have a word with my friend,” I said. He waited whilst I found Jennifer and informed her that I was with Alun and would come home by myself in a taxi. “There’s no need to rush back, Trudi. Mama and Papa won’t be home till noon tomorrow,” she murmured. When I asked if she minded my staying out she shook her head: “Gosh, no! Actually you’ll be doing me a favour as Sir Jerry Fenner has asked to escort me home and I might well ask him to stay the night. I’ve heard it on very good authority that he has a ten-inch cock and I was thinking that I would like to discover the truth of this rumour for myself. But I thought you were still virgo intacta?”

‘“Technically speaking, I suppose I am, but not for much longer if I decide to let Alun Owen have his way with me,” I replied – and that indeed was exactly what happened. Alun was well prepared for there was a bottle of champagne resting in an ice-bucket waiting for us in his room. He opened it and we sat on his bed and talked quietly. After about ten minutes I found myself sitting on his lap with my head resting lightly on his shoulder. We began to kiss and cuddle and, almost before I knew what was happening, I felt a sudden tingle of sensual excitement rush through me when the handsome young boy released the clasp at the back of my dress and deftly unhooked the top four buttons.

‘Now we kissed again. This time Alun sank his tongue into my mouth whilst he slipped the straps of my dress off my shoulders and pulled the front of the gown down so that my bare breasts were exposed. He cupped them in his hands, caressing them so sweetly that waves of desire raced through my body when he tweaked my nipples between his fingers. Then he took my hand and moved it to the front of his lap. I felt Alun’s thick tool which was straining against the smooth mohair cloth.

‘Everything was happening so fast that I didn’t even consider trying to resist these advances. I just sat cuddling him, soaking up the wonderful sensations of his kisses. He pulled up my dress and his hand soon slid under the hem, moving slowly up my thigh, but when I felt his palm pressing against my pussy I hesitated and pulled out of our kiss.

‘“It’s all right, Trudi,” said Alun softly. “Don’t worry, we’ll travel down this road only as far as you wish to go and I promise that I’ll stop at any time you want.”

‘However, I decided that I wanted him to fuck me. When I whispered as much to Alun he wrapped his arms around me and murmured: “Trudi, are you sure? Before we reach the point of no return, are you certain that you want to continue?”

‘“Quite certain,” I said firmly and to prove it I swiftly ripped open the buttons of his fly. Out sprang Alun’s erect cock, quivering like an arrow. I bent down and planted a warm wet kiss on the smooth purple knob before straightening up. Our lips fused together in a fiercely passionate kiss.

‘He need have had no fear that I might hold back for I was now willing him to do anything he wanted with me. A tiny whisper of arousal escaped from my throat. My entire body began to tremble as Alun cupped my breasts in his hands, tracing circles around my erect nipples with his fingertips before he lowered his head and took one of my pertly upstanding red nipples into his mouth. The wet friction of his tongue made it tingle with delight as he sucked it firmly and deeply between his lips.

‘In no time at all he had completely undressed me and I lay naked upon his bed except for my stockings which were held up by two frilly pink garters. I was so profoundly excited that I could scarcely breathe as Alun passed a hand over my fluffy blonde muff which he kissed passionately. Then he looked up at me and with sparkling eyes he exclaimed: “Ah, what a glorious golden-haired quim you have, Trudi! I must pay homage to it before I fuck you!”

‘He tore off his clothes and knelt between my legs. My pussy vibrated with pleasure when Alun rubbed the ball of his thumb against my clitty. Then he dipped his head down upon my flaxen bush and I clutched lovingly at his head, moaning my delight when he pressed his lips down upon my moistened notch. Then he ran his forefinger up and down the wet love slit before kissing and sucking my pussy with an unrestrained intensity. I pushed my mound up against his face, wrapping my thighs around his neck as I urged him to finish me off.

‘Now this was not the first time I had allowed a boy to play with my pussy in this way. I was loath to believe that anything could match the soixante-neuf I had enjoyed with Dieter Grossman just before I left for England, but, perhaps because he was more experienced than young Dieter, Alun’s palating of my pussy was even more enjoyable.

‘“Ohhhh! Ohhhh! Ohhhh!” I panted when he licked harder and harder on my clitty. I felt his fingers prising open my pussy lips. He sank first one and then two fingers inside my sopping snatch, making me gasp with joy as he eased them deeper inside me. My cunney was now on fire for his wicked tongue and clever fingers were thrilling me like I had never been thrilled before. Alun must have guessed that I was on the verge of a spend because he twiddled his fingers faster and faster in and out of my cunt. As I felt myself coming I writhed wildly on the bed, clutching at his shiny dark hair with one hand whilst I frantically rubbed my titties with the other.

‘“Y-e-s-s-s-s!” I screamed and I flooded his face with love juice as I achieved a wonderful come. But even this wrenching climax did not slake my desire to be fucked. When the delicious climax finally subsided, I looked up eagerly at Alun who had now scrambled up on his knees. My eyes fastened upon his huge erect boner which was standing up proudly between his muscular thighs. Without a word I reached out and grasped this huge fleshy tube which throbbed as I stroked my fingers up and down along its pulsing blue-veined length.

‘Then I let go of Alun’s colossal cock and lay back, parting my legs to await the arrival of this thick prick. Alun took hold of his chopper and guided the wide knob between my pussy lips. I took a deep breath, fully expecting some discomfort. But my cunt had been stretched by his fingering and it was so wet that he entered me with ease, his cock sliding deep inside my clingy love channel as my body arched up to welcome him.

‘At first he fucked me with slow, gentle thrusts and I gloried in the exquisite sensations as I felt Alun’s powerful prick push in and withdraw, push in and withdraw, gliding smoothly in and out of my squishy cunney like a well-oiled machine.

‘However, he soon worked up to a faster pace, burying himself inside me with quicker, stronger jabs which fairly mashed my clitty against his cock, sending out electric shocks of sheer ecstasy throughout my entire body in a series of sensual explosions. Alun held me close to him as he lay still, with his palpitating prick embedded in the tight velvet warmth of my honeypot and a smile on his face whilst I lay there gasping for breath until the spasms died away.

‘“Shall I come?” he asked. I nodded an affirmation whilst he began to slew his cock back and forth at lightning speed, penetrating the furthest recesses of my cunt. Alun managed to keep up this wonderful motion for about thirty seconds whilst a savage flame of sweet fire pulsed through me as a delicious orgasm swept over every fibre of my body. Then, with a guttural cry, he creamed my cunny with a boiling torrent of hot sticky jism as he shuddered his way to his own spend.

‘He rolled over to my side and cradled me in his arms, but when I looked down and saw that Alun’s beefy shaft was still semi-erect, I wriggled out of the embrace and slid down the bed until my face was level with his lovely cock. My mouth was drawn to it as if by an invisible magnet. I wet my lips and closed them over the smooth dome of his helmet. His cock tasted quite delicious, with a salty masculine tang which really excited me. I continued to wash my tongue over Alun’s knob, easing my lips forward to take in the top of his shaft. By now his cock was fully erect and he pulled my head towards him so that I could bob my head up and down his straining shaft. I moved my hands down to cup his dangling balls. I massaged them gently, lifting and separating each one before curling my fingers around his tool and rubbing them up and down in a sliding action whilst I slicked my tongue along the sensitive underside of his prick. This drove Alun into a real frenzy.

‘His body jerked like a marionette and then suddenly went rigid as, with a loud groan, he squirted a jet of sticky jism into my mouth. I swallowed his milky libation and once we had recovered, we finished the champagne and spent the rest of the night fucking and sucking each other almost until the first rays of morning sunlight lit up our room.’

Trudi paused and passed her tongue sensually over her top lip. ‘Goodness me, just talking about Alun Owen is making my knickers damp!’ she remarked brightly. ‘I’m in urgent need of a juicy thick prick to slide into my pussy. Johann, I do hope you’ll be able to oblige me on that score.’

‘I assure you that there is nothing that would give me more pleasure,’ I said with heartfelt sincerity, for my cock had swollen up at the very beginning of Trudi’s erotic narrative and was now aching for release.

But as I finished speaking there was a knock on the door and Baum, our butler, came in with the extremely irritating news that, instead of playing cards, my parents and the Schnitzlers had requested that I bring my cello to the drawing room and entertain them with a recital.

There was no way I could refuse to accede to this demand, so with a heavy sigh I thanked Baum for the message and after he closed the door behind him I said to the girls: ‘I suppose there’s no chance of either of you staying overnight is there?’

‘No, we’ll just have to postpone our fuck,’ answered Giselle gloomily. So, much to my annoyance, I was unable to consummate my relationship with Giselle and Trudi that evening. In an unhappy frame of mind, I went to bed alone. I was to be further disappointed because Natasha had retired early with a headache and I could find no consolation in her arms.

Nevertheless, I slept well and when woken by the shrill bell of my alarm clock at half past eight, I leaped out of bed to welcome the rays of bright sunshine which were shining through my bedroom curtains. As usual I had woken up with a tremendous erection and my prick was standing up stiffly against my stomach as I pulled off my night-shirt. I padded across to the window where I pulled back the curtains, quite forgetting that my naked charms would be exposed to anyone who might be outside in the garden. As luck would have it, our buxom young kitchen-maid Nina was standing by the clothes-line just underneath my window.

I moved hastily away from the window and my cheeks flushed as red as beetroot when I heard a squawk of laughter from Nina who was clearly amused by this regrettable incident. Well, at least she didn’t scream with fright, I thought to myself as I ran my bath. So this accidental exposure of my cock was unlikely to lead to a repetition of the unfortunate experience of my older brother Bertolt who, after an evening’s drinking with his student friends from the University, foolishly unbuttoned his trousers and relieved himself against a lamppost in Neumanstrasse.

Unfortunately for my brother, he was spotted by a passing policeman and poor Bertolt spent an uncomfortable hour and a half at the Polizeiwache until the arrival of my father who slipped a silver ten schillings coin into the hand of the duty sergeant to drop the charge of being drunk and indecent against him.
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