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    The Reclining Lady


    By Harriet Fitzherbert




    




    I stood alone in the scullery amidst the squalor and gazed across the stable yard towards the loose boxes where Aunt Maggie had kept her old cob, Joxer. The stable door swinging in the wind took me back to 2003.




    It had been an idyllic summer and I was in love for the very first time. The object of my affection was Michael. Together we spent the long, languid days roaming the fields and country lanes talking about life; exercising Joxer on the hillside gallop; sharing our dreams as we stood on the riverbank trying to entice reluctant fish to take our bait just like I was trying to encourage Michael to take me.




    I was spending my holidays with Aunt Maggie in the West Country before starting art college in September. Michael was a local boy who had gained a place at Bristol University, but for the summer he was helping Maggie feed and exercise Joxer.




    I was 18 and, unlike many of my friends, still a virgin. From the time we spent together I could tell that Michael had never been intimate with a girl. He was a tall, skinny, gentle boy with fair hair turning to blond, who acted mature and free-spirited but struggled to communicate his feelings, his innocence, and his anxieties.




    I stumbled from day to day wishing that some force would physically draw us together and when it became apparent that was not going to happen I was unsure how to precipitate it. The sap was rising in my blossoming body and I wanted him to make love to me before we went our separate ways. On a number of occasions I tried to steer the discussion towards sex but met with no success as he always blushed and changed the subject – though I could not help but notice that when I mentioned such things there was an ever-growing bulge in his trousers.




    Every night I touched myself in forbidden places and pondered how I could seduce him. The sexual tension between us at times was so intense that it seemed to pervade the air like an expensive French perfume. My heart and mind told me it was what we both wanted but I feared rejection so I never plucked up the courage to make the first move.




    As the long summer days passed and autumn beckoned I caught Michael staring at me more and more when he thought I was not looking. I sensed that the mutual desire between us was becoming as unbearable for him as it was for me.




    So, the day before I was due to depart for college, when Michael crept up behind me in the stable and placed his hands on the cheeks of my bottom I stopped grooming Joxer and stood statue-like, anticipating what might be about to come. I was rewarded with the feather-light touch of his lips on the back of my neck as he teased me with soft, moist kisses. Time stood still as his hands stroked my buttocks; my legs grew weak and I felt the muscles tighten deep in my belly.




    I stood quite still with my back turned to him and held my breath. Encouraged that his advances had not been rebuffed, Michael moved closer and cupped my tingling breasts, clumsily caressing my nipples with his fingers through my flimsy cotton dress. His erection pressed against my bum cheeks, I turned around and kissed him on the lips, pressing my tongue deep into his mouth. Our tongues danced together, flicking and licking passionately until he started to tremble.




    I was surprised by my own boldness when, with my fingers, I started to trace the outline of his engorged cock through his cream corduroy trousers which seemed to increase his arousal. I sensed his mounting urgency, led him to a nearby bed of straw and laid him on his back. I knelt down in front of him, unzipped his fly and released his long, slender cock. My hand encircled its base as I ran the tip of my tongue slowly up and down the length of his virginal phallus until his groaning intensified.




    I pulled my dress over my head and stepped out of my knickers. His eyes never left my body. I straddled him, and once more took his swollen shaft in my hand to guide it past my silken lips into my now very wet and wanting pussy. Lying on top of his milky-white skin, inhaling the clean aroma of carbolic soap, I moved with increasing pace up and down his long, thin shaft, leaning forward to tempt him with my breasts. To my delight he responded by taking one of my nipples into his mouth and urged me on with his hands clasping my arse.




    I closed my eyes to fully enjoy the moment and in my head said a prayer to God to make it last – but I sensed very quickly that God was not listening.




    Beneath me Michael’s body grew tense and started to shudder. With the inexperience of a young lover he moaned and released fountain-like inside me, down my thighs and onto the straw. I lay still, not knowing what to do or say.




    ‘Sorry, Rachel,’ he whispered.




    ‘It’s OK, don’t worry.’ We said nothing more.




    I never saw Michael again, but the memory of that beautiful, gentle boy lying naked in the golden fresh straw with the smell of sex and horse flesh permeating the air is an abiding memory and an exciting cocktail that can still arouse me and set my juices flowing.




    





    My daydream was interrupted by the arrival of the local estate agent calling “Hello!” from the open front door. 




    ‘Hi, I’m in here.’




    He found me in the scullery; a small portly man in a three-piece suit, with a great welcome for himself. 




    He introduced himself as Charles Nicholls and explained that he had been instructed by Aunt Maggie’s solicitor to prepare a valuation of the house and contents for probate and sale. I listened carefully and, having done my own market research, was pleased with his valuation of the house but his estimate of £5000 for the contents seemed very low and I politely said so.
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