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Introduction

In his intriguing book Sex And The British: A Twentieth Century History [Michael Joseph, 1993], Paul Ferris wryly noted that high society was never much of a target for high-minded reformers in Edwardian Britain. ‘Discreet liaisons were rarely punctured by publicity, apart from a trickle of disclosures, usually via divorce cases. Privilege encouraged sexual licence, if the privileged were that way inclined . . . the country house circuit encouraged liaisons [where] adultery was the approved activity: sex before marriage, though commonplace among the poor, was an abomination unless it was sex with a prostitute, which was generally all right.’

‘In England as in France,’ ruefully wrote the popular romantic novelist Elinor Glyn, ‘in the society set every married woman was considered fair game, the assumption being that if the husband did not look after her that was his fault.’

Not that these double standards in any way hindered the determination of the so-called aristocracy to warn the masses against the temptations of the Sins of the Flesh. In all societies the ruling elite has always wanted to keep control of social and political thought for their own protection and also for the ‘benefit’ of the masses who were believed to be too ignorant, susceptible and stupid to form any such ideas of their own. And around a hundred years ago, as Paul Ferris comments: ‘Morality suited the rulers’ taste for discipline and order, as well as enhancing their sense of Imperial apartness from a world full of loose-living foreigners.’

But despite frantic attempts by Church and State to batten the hatches, the growth of elementary universal literacy in Britain combined with the burgeoning popular press, cheap printing and the new media of photography and cinematography led to the first stirrings of the great rebellion out of which a new, more tolerant and understanding morality has emerged.

So more than ninety years after they were written, the memoirs of Rupert Mountjoy can be freely published even though his erotic anecdotes would not have shocked those educated upper crust Edwardians who inhabited Rupert’s world. The King himself enjoyed a robust sexual life and shared a keen interest in illicit saucy books such as The Pearl, The Jenny Everleigh Memoirs and Les Amours de Napoleon with his close friend and fellow man-about-town, Charles Carrington (later the 3rd Baron and Marquess of Lincolnshire). Incidentally, Carrington also arranged wild parties complete with chorus girls from the music halls for the Prince of Wales and other members of the notorious ‘Marlborough House’ set whom the Prince often referred to lightheartedly as his ‘wicked boys’.

By the time the Prince was crowned King, there was growing resistance to the guilt-ridden ideas of sexual repression, and unashamed libertines such as Rupert Mountjoy no longer had to travel to Paris to enjoy life in the fast lane – if indeed this was ever really necessary!

Rupert himself was only twenty-three years old when the events recounted in his journal took place. He was living a wonderfully unhurried life of luxury in London, through the courtesy of his Uncle Humphrey who had persuaded Rupert’s parents that having gained a law degree at Oxford [see The Intimate Memoirs Of An Edwardian Dandy Volume 2: An Oxford Scholar], their son would benefit from a year spent in Society.

In reality, as we can see from this unexpurgated selection from his diaries from 1906, this meant Rupert was able to enjoy a hedonistic if sybaritic existence, taking morning rides down Rotten Row, enjoying huge luncheons and lazy afternoons at one of his clubs and spending his evenings in pursuit of further pleasures from raffish establishments such as the Jim Jam Club in Great Windmill Street to formal Society balls to celebrate the ‘coming-out’ of such girls as Penelope Maltin, Lady Lucy Anglethorpe and the Honourable Juliet Crumberford, three madcap friends of Rupert and his fellow members of the Cremornite fraternity.

The Cremornites was ostensibly a gentlemen’s dining society, but in fact their headquarters in Green Street, Mayfair was a semi-secret haunt for a carefully selected number of upper class rakes who included the Anglo-French artist and writer Max Dalmaine, and two infamous, irrepressible ladies’ men, Sir Nicholas ‘Mad Nick’ Clee and Captain Alan Brooke of the Household Cavalry. Another regular habitué was one of the King’s financial advisors, Sir Ronnie Dunn, and Edward VII himself may well have enjoyed discreet romps at the Cremornite Club.

As social historian Dr Alexander Raspis observed in his foreword to The Intimate Memoirs Of An Edwardian Dandy Volume 3: Art For Art’s Sake: ‘The Cremornites left no stones unturned in their search for novel erotic entertainments. They threw themselves into London’s night-life, shedding the shackles of convention as easily as they pulled off the garters of the cheeky chorus girls who joined in the revels which took place behind closed doors but which were chronicled by Rupert in these uncensored, uninhibited memoirs.’

No man except a blockhead ever wrote except for money said the great Dr Johnson and in 1913 this maxim was taken to heart by Rupert Mountjoy when he was forced to quit London for Australia following a huge row with his father, Colonel Harold Elton Fortescue Mountjoy, which led to his monthly allowance being stopped. Subsequently Rupert lost all his remaining funds and more in a disastrous speculation involving the sale of three racehorses he had been asked to oversee by the Galician bon vivant, Count Gewirtz.

But before he left London he passed his diaries to The Cremomites’ legal advisor, Sir David Godfrey, and requested him ‘to make the best financial use possible of my scribblings’. Sir David was an adroit and diplomatic Society solicitor who used to claim that he had to keep his head full of secrets because he dared not keep a diary in case it fell into the wrong hands. However, he was also blessed with a boisterous sense of humour as well as a hearty sexual appetite and after Rupert was safely on the high seas bound for Sydney, the lawyer promptly sold the diaries for a handsome sum to The Cremornite Club itself for serialisation in The Cremorne Dining Society Journal, the group’s own salacious if strictly sub rosa magazine.

The wheel of fortune turned again for Rupert in Australia for, with a sizeable cheque smuggled to him by his mother plus the sum paid for his diaries, he quickly established a gentleman’s club called The Oddbods in the heart of the business centre of Sydney. Based on lines very similar to The Cremornites, the club soon prospered and after some wild escapades which Rupert documented in further diaries he sent to Sir David Godfrey, he fell in love with Nancy du Boute, the beautiful daughter of a wealthy landowner whom he married in November, 1915.

Whilst he kept in regular contact with his mother, who visited the Mountjoy family (Nancy produced twin boys and a girl within five years) in 1919, sadly Rupert was never reconciled with his father who had died some eighteen months before his mother’s journey to Sydney.

Nor did he ever make the journey back to England although, surprisingly, on the eve of his thirty-eighth birthday in 1921, Rupert decided to sell up and emigrate once more, this time to southern California, blaming the rapaciousness of the New South Wales police for demanding bigger and bigger rake-offs for turning a blind eye to goings-on at The Oddbods Club in Pitt Street.

Perhaps he was simply getting bored, and it appears that Nancy was equally eager to make the move, looking forward to rubbing shoulders with the world-famous film stars, and indeed the rich Mountjoys were generous hosts who mixed happily with the movie set. From reading between the lines in a letter sent in 1924 to his old chum, Frank Folkestone, it would seem that Rupert took more than a passing interest in the pretty young actresses whom he met at the homes of his new Hollywood chums. From his correspondence with Frank Folkestone we know that these included the director King Vidor and international stars such as Douglas Fairbanks, Mary Pickford, Buster Keaton and Gloria Swanson. He was prudent enough only to hint at any of his own extra-marital activities in further letters to Frank Folkestone (an old school chum who first appears in The Intimate Memoirs Of An Edwardian Dandy Volume 1: Youthful Scandals and plays a major role in many licentious escapades in this book) but says acidly of ‘the comedian S.L.’ (Stan Laurel?): ‘his big problem is simply that when his trousers are unbuttoned, his brains fall out.’

Interestingly enough Rupert did not invest any of his substantial capital in the booming movie industry. Instead he switched his attention to commercial property and his main source of income came from a series of extremely profitable deals in downtown Los Angeles. He was wealthy enough to ride out the Depression and together with Nancy lived to a comfortable and happy old age.

Rupert Mountjoy certainly took part in a wide number of sexual adventures and his graphic narrative rarely palls. The sheer energy and variety of the many encounters themselves ensure that the story never becomes exhausting, and Rupert writes with a jaunty joie de vivre often missing in paler Edwardian ‘horn’ books. These current selections form the first authorised publication of the Mountjoy memoirs since the demise of The Cremornite magazine in 1917, although a pirated edition of Rupert’s writing published by ‘The Society of Venus and Priapus’ briefly circulated in London after the Armistice in 1918. They are based on an almost complete set of The Cremorne Dining Society Journal discovered during the refurbishment of an old water mill on the River Windrush in Oxfordshire.

He writes with some style, keeping the simple story moving briskly as he recounts with candid pleasure the lusty delights afforded by his frisky young playmates. Not unnaturally, he was especially delighted by oral sex which was then regarded as an aberration and it is also worth noting that unlike many Edwardians he has no interest in flagellation, although he does record how at her own request he spanked the insouciant Lucy Anglethorpe’s bare bottom during an orgiastic dinner party in a private room at an ultra-fashionable London restaurant, and earlier (again with the willing girl’s encouragement) he tanned ‘the luscious backside’ of Mary, his insatiable young chambermaid whom we first met in his previous book of memoirs Art For Art’s Sake.

But Rupert never tried to harass or bully a girl into his bed. As he often makes plain, when a girl says ‘no’ she means ‘no’ and her wishes must always be respected, although his motto seemed to be that there was never any harm in trying!

This further selection from the Mountjoy memoirs undermines the secrecy and hypocrisy of the era, and lovers of gallant literature will thoroughly enjoy Rupert’s lively tale of sexual dalliances. There is much material here as well for the social historian who will find much of interest in this classic of early twentieth century erotic adventures, which illuminates previously hidden facets of Edwardian manners and mores.

Mark Matthews

Manchester

August, 2012


Those who can’t dance criticise the music.

Old Yiddish Proverb


CHAPTER ONE

A Saucy Saturday

‘GOOD MORNING, SIR,’ SAID MY new manservant as he put a cup of tea and a copy of The Daily Chronicle gently down on my bedside table.

‘Morning, Lawbress, what’s the weather doing today?’ I asked as he walked across to the window and drew back the curtains.

‘A perfect spring day, sir, bright clear sunshine with just a light breeze,’ he replied. ‘When would you like me to run your bath?’

‘In about five minutes, please,’ I said as I heaved myself up and took a refreshing sip of tea. I liked Lawbress, who had only been with me for about a month, if for no other reason that he insisted on making my morning tea himself and it was always just right – never too hot, never too sweet, never too much milk and never a drop spilled in the saucer.

I opened the newspaper and quickly scanned the news which was as gloomy as ever – abroad there was more trouble in the Balkans, and at home there was a very real threat of a strike by railway workers [nothing changes! – Editor]. Hastily I turned the pages to the arts section and read a glowing report by the drama critic of Man And Superman, a new play by George Bernard Shaw at the Court Theatre in Sloane Square. Being Saturday, there would be a matinée this afternoon and I toyed with the idea of going, but it was surely too pleasant a day to coop oneself up inside a small, dark auditorium.

On the other hand I had no arrangements planned until the evening when I was due to dine with my oldest chum, Frank Folkestone, at the Reform Club. I was still pondering whether or not to book a seat for the matinée as I sat in my bath, but finally I resolved to wait until the girl I was currently escorting around town, Penelope Maltin, returned to London early next week after spending a few days back home with her parents in South Devon, as like me she was very fond of the theatre and would want to see Shaw’s new play.

However, this decision now left me with the question of how best to while away the day. Frankly, I was at a loose end for my other regular girlfriend, Diana Wigmore, was in Paris continuing her art studies at the Sorbonne and I discovered after an hour on the telephone the previous evening that all my pals, both male and female, had already made their arrangements for today or were going out of town for the weekend.

Half an hour with Mary will set me up for the day, I muttered as I dried myself and slipped on a bath-robe. It was half past eight, just the time when Mary, perhaps the prettiest housemaid it has ever been my pleasure to fuck, would be in her own room up in the servants’ quarters making up her bed before coming down to make up mine.

Not even bothering to put on slippers, I went out onto the landing and quietly tip-toed up the stairs to the servants’ quarters. Mary’s door was slightly ajar but to my surprise I could hear what I was certain was a male voice coming from her bedroom. Without advertising my presence I stood at the door and peered through to see none other than Lawbress lying naked on Mary’s bed stroking the equally nude body of pretty little Mary, who was turning her back to him as she carefully placed her discarded chemise and knickers on a chair at the side of the bed.

Lawbress’s hands moved down from her shoulders and he pinched the lovely bum cheeks which were wriggling so invitingly in front of him.

‘Oooh, Martin Lawbress! You naughty man! How would you like it if I nipped your cock?’ squealed the luscious young girl in mock anger.

‘I would love it,’ he replied simply and Mary gave a throaty giggle as she twisted herself round to face him and wrapped her long fingers around his swelling shaft, sliding her fist up and down the warm, fleshy tube.

‘M’mm, that’s quite a thick tadger you have there,’ she said admiringly as his cock rose stiffly between his thighs. ‘But more important, do you really know how to give pleasure to your partner? I might only be eighteen but I don’t go for any of these thirty-second knee-tremblers against the wall.’

I could vouch for that [see An Edwardian Dandy 3: Art for Art’s Sake – Editor.] but Lawbress’s lips creased into a wolfish grin as he growled: ‘Nor do I, my girl, nor do I,’ as Mary fell back to lie beside him, arching her lithe body like a sleek kitten as my new servant scrambled to his knees, his prick now standing almost vertically upwards against his flat belly whilst he positioned himself between her legs.

No doubt Lawbress wanted to show her that even a mere valet could be a sophisticated and unhurried lover, for he began by kissing her calves and knees and then, as he reached Mary’s soft inner thighs, his hands found their way to her large, rounded breasts, tweaking her elongated strawberry nipples which seemed to grow before my eyes, stabbing at his palms as he fondled her delectable bare bosoms. She parted her legs to expose her fleecy dark thatch of pussey hair and her pouting pink cunney lips between which her excited little clitty was already jutting out like a miniature cock.

Mary pulled his head towards her breasts and he turned his lips from side to side, kissing each raised red tittie whilst his hand snaked down so that he could twirl his fingers inside the curly brush of dark hair which covered her mound.

‘Oh, Martin, that’s so nice,’ sighed Mary when he parted the rolled lips of her cunney and the lovely girl twisted with desire, rolling her soft white tummy against his throbbing tool as Lawbress now delicately stroked the edges of her crack with his fingers whilst he continued to suck on her erect, stalky nipples.

She threw back her head and moaned with unbridled lust as his fingertips lightly traced their way all along the moist slit of her cunney, flicking gently at the hard little clitty which was peeping out at the top. Then he buried his head between her thighs and I could hear him suck deeply on her open, wet crack. Mary squealed happily as he nuzzled his mouth against her pussey, now moving his arms round to grasp her rounded bum cheeks as he flashed his tongue in and out of her juicy honeypot.

‘A-h-r-e! A-h-r-e! Fuck me, Martin, fuck me, you randy devil!’ she cried out and he obeyed her command with commendable alacrity, heaving himself up before giving his stiff shaft a few preliminary rubs with his hand and thrusting the uncapped mushroom knob straight between her yielding love lips, and Mary gurgled with delight as he propelled in inch after inch until their pubic hairs were matted together. He pulled back slowly and then drove down quickly, pushing the powerful length of his pulsing prick fully inside her clinging love sheath, repeating this movement again and again as she urged him on, closing her feet together at the small of his back to cram every last morsel of cock inside her soaking cunt.

Such passionate fucking brought matters to a swift conclusion and with a hoarse cry of ‘I’m coming, I’m coming!’, Lawbress’s bottom jerked up and down frantically and then, after one final plunge, he spurted his sticky white foam inside her willing love channel.

‘What a wonderful fuck!’ he gasped as he rolled off her trembling body. ‘Your wicked little pussey has milked my cock of every last drop of jism. I can usually stay stiff for another fuck after my first spend, but not after such a draining tussle as that. I must have pumped a pint of spunk inside you – but you didn’t come. No, don’t deny it, I know you didn’t so lie back and let me finish you off.’

Mary protested that it didn’t matter and that, anyway, she had to finish her work, but Lawbress was insistent. ‘Another five minutes, that’s all I ask,’ he pleaded with her. ‘Anyway, my dear, from what you tell me, the Master is an extremely kind and understanding young gentleman who wouldn’t want to deny you the pleasure of a spend.’

I grinned as I heard myself being complimented in this fashion, and I shifted my weight against the wall as I watched my valet’s gallant attempt to give Mary her due.

He moved Mary round so that she was facing me, sitting with her legs dangling apart over the side, and then sank to his knees in front of her, gazing at her pink pussey lips which were slightly covered by a coating of his frothy seed.

‘Oh, Mary, I must pay my homage to your lovely cunt,’ breathed Lawbress and he buried his face between her lissome thighs, kissing her open pussey, sliding his tongue along her cunney lips. She shuddered as he began to lick her juicy love channel, slurping up the aromatic mixture of their love juices, and very soon she began to twist and writhe until he took his head away and substituted the fingers of his right hand, rubbing and nipping her clitty with his thumb and forefinger whilst with the other hand he massaged the hard, rubbery nipples of her jiggling breasts.

‘Aaah! Aaaah! More, more, more, rub harder please!’ she cried out as her gyrations increased, and she writhed in the most delicious agonies until with a high-pitched little shriek she achieved her climax and she clamped her thighs together, imprisoning his hand whilst he continued to diddle her pussey until the force of her spend slowly subsided.

Lawbress stood up and Mary looked mischievously at the partially uncapped purple knob of his prick which stood in a heavy, semi-erect state in front of her. She leaned forward and, laying his twitching tool in her hand, she licked her lips and said: ‘It didn’t take long for that thick cock of yours to regain all its strength. I’m so late now that if Mr Mountjoy complains to Mrs Harrow, I may as well be hanged for a sheep as a lamb. So would you like me to suck you off, Martin?’

‘What do you think?’ he replied as they changed places, and he sat on the bed whilst she went down on her knees between his legs and, without further ado, enclosed her generous red lips around his helmet, working on the ultra-sensitive crown with the tip of her tongue. She eased her lips, taking in a little of his shaft whilst her hands busily circled round his balls, caressing the pink, wrinkled sack as she started to bob her head up and down. And now his hands shot out to the back of her head, pushing her further forward as she sucked more of his mighty cock inside her mouth.

As I well knew, Mary enjoyed sucking off her lovers as much as they adored having her palate their pricks, and it was obvious how she loved to gobble the lucky Lawbress’s pulsating pole. My own tool was now rock-hard and automatically I began to slide my hand up and down my swollen shaft as I watched this erotic spectacle. The seed came shooting out of my cock at about the same time as Lawbress thrust his hips forward and ejaculated a copious emission of jism into her mouth. Mary tried in vain to gulp down his love cream, but some of the sticky essence dripped from her lips onto the carpet as at the same time I looked down and saw with horror that my own spunky fountain had also left a wet patch on the carpet.

Heaven knows how either my servants or myself would be able to explain away these stains to Mrs Harrow, the stern housekeeper I had inherited from my landlord, Colonel Wright, from whom I was renting the house for twelve months whilst he was away in India in the capacity of Deputy Chairman of the Royal Commission on Native Education.

However, I had to choke back my laughter when I heard Lawbress echo my worries. ‘Damn it, Mary, Mrs Harrow will go mad if she sees those damp marks on your carpet,’ he said anxiously, but Mary was able to put his mind at ease. ‘No need for concern, Martin,’ she said soothingly. ‘I always keep a bottle of Professor O’Neill’s Magic Elixir in my bottom drawer. It’s a marvellous cough medicine but it’s even more effective as a stain remover. Colonel Wright brought it back after a week in the country with Sir Terence Jackson in Northamptonshire, and I used it to clean the Colonel’s jodhpurs which had been dragged along the grass.’

‘That’s a relief, though 1 think it would be wise to clean the carpet as soon as possible,’ he advised as he idly fondled the girl’s delicious bum cheeks. ‘After all, it would hardly do for Mr Mountjoy to become involved in any way.’

Well, from an early age I have always possessed a sense of the dramatic – at the tender age of seven I startled a family tea party by breathlessly announcing how our butler, Mr Goldhill, and a kitchen maid were playing a wrestling game in the servants’ hall without the benefit of their clothes. Incidentally, Mr Goldhill obtained sweet revenge some five years later by solemnly informing my father that I could be found behind the greenhouse showing off a certain portion of my anatomy to the gardener’s daughter! But since then our old retainer and I have been the best of friends and he regularly sends me valuable inside information obtained from his brother Percy who works for the well-known racehorse owner, Sir Beresford Tagholm.

So it was with a great theatrical sweep that I thrust open the door and declaimed to the startled pair: ‘And just what, pray, would it not do for me to become involved in?’

Mary gave a little scream and Lawbress clapped his hand over his mouth whilst with as much severity as I could muster I continued: ‘Well then, Mary, have you any explanation to give me? I hardly need any clarification about the situation which finds you and Lawbress in a state of undress.’

Poor Lawbress, who had only been in my service for some four weeks, really believed that I was genuinely angry for he clasped his hands together and pleaded for forgiveness.

‘Sir, I give you my word that this will not happen again if you would be generous enough to forget what you have seen and heard this morning,’ he begged, but Mary was made of sterner stuff, perhaps because she knew me far better than my new manservant, and she had correctly guessed that the tableau vivant I had witnessed had merely whetted my appetite and there was a simple way in which I could easily be mollified.

‘Martin, pick up your stuff and leave me to explain things to Mr Rupert,’ she said to the crestfallen valet who, after seeing me nod my approval, swiftly gathered up his clothes and slunk quietly out, closing the door softly behind him.

Mary waited until we heard the sound of his footsteps fade as he made his way downstairs before turning to me and saying: ‘You’re not really cross with me, are you, Mr Rupert? I mean, you don’t expect me to keep myself only for you, do you? After all, you only fuck me two or three times a week and quite often you’ve spent long weekends out of town.’

She pointed to a shelf and went on: ‘I do use that nice dildo you gave me for my birthday but it doesn’t completely satisfy.’

‘No, I don’t suppose it would,’ I agreed as I looked thoughtfully at the willow pattern, painted stoneware ladies’ comforter which I had purchased for Mary from Mr Campbell’s Manufactory in Tottenham Court Road. It was part of an attractive matching set – soap dish, ewer, chamber pot and dildo – which had been publicised in the back pages of my favourite sub rosa magazine, The Oyster, and when I saw the advertisement it occurred to me that it would make a splendidly appropriate gift for this ever-randy chamber-maid, especially with the addition of two golden sovereigns inside the soap dish! And after presenting it to her, the insatiable young filly showed her appreciation in the best possible manner and we spent the following night fucking and sucking well into the early hours until the time when, after my seventh or eighth spend, my balls began to ache and I was forced to cancel all my engagements for the following morning.

‘Still, it was naughty of you to let yourself be fucked when you should have been carrying out your household duties,’ I added, shrugging off my robe before sitting on Mary’s bed. ‘Don’t you think you deserve to be punished for your bad behaviour?’

The stunning lass did not reply, but instead she gave me an impish glance before taking a step forward and wriggling her beautiful breasts just inches away from my face. Rightly, I took her silence as concurrence and she let herself be stretched across my knees with no word of protest. I could hardly refrain from gloating over the tight little bum cheeks which were exposed to my lascivious gaze. I stroked her bare, cool buttocks and she turned her head and said with a cheeky grin: ‘Go on, Master Rupert, give me a nice little spanking – not too hard, though.’

I was not unwilling to oblige her and I began gently to smack Mary’s firm-fleshed backside, till a pink blush showed on her superbly rounded cheeks.

Then I paused and she murmured: ‘Oooh, I liked that! My bum’s really tingling. Don’t stop, Master Rupert, do carry on.’

Nothing loath I started to slap her beautiful bottom lightly but with an increasing rapidity until her jiggling bum cheeks changed colour from white to pink and my cock was rock-hard as she winced and wiggled as I continued the spanking.

‘Ouch! Ouch! That’s enough, quite enough! Now would you like to finish me off?’ she asked, but I was not too keen to plunge my prick into her pussey which must have still been awash with Lawbress’s jism, so I said to her sternly: ‘No, I’m sorry, Mary, but you will have to wait till tomorrow morning for a taste of my tadger.’

Her pretty face fell for a moment but then she wriggled off me and said cunningly: ‘Oh, don’t be so unkind, sir. At least let me suck you off whilst I play with myself,’ knowing full well that like the vast majority of red-blooded gentlemen, I could not resist such a sensuous invitation.

I pretended to weigh the matter for a moment and then said grudgingly: ‘Very well then,’ and immediately she went down on her knees and grasped my achingly stiff penis in her hands. She gave a quick little moistening lick to my wide purple helmet and proceeded to suck in at least four inches of my twitching tool into her throat.

Mary was a superb fellatrice, and I was soon in the very seventh heaven of delight as her moist mouth worked up and down my pulsating prick, her roguish tongue licking and lapping at my swollen shaft. I had closed my eyes for a while but when I opened them I saw that whilst she was palating my prick, one of her hands was busy frigging her own pussey and I could see her fingers dipping in and out between her cunney lips.

Meanwhile, with her other hand she circled the base of my rigid rod with her long fingers as she pumped her head up and down, keeping her lips taut, kissing and sucking until suddenly she momentarily pulled her face away. A small amount of pre-cum juice had already oozed out of the tiny ‘eye’ of my knob and she swirled her tongue around the sticky blob and lapped up this love liquid before again jamming her lips over my cock and sucking with renewed vigour on her fleshy lollipop.

One of her hands now softly squeezed my balls and the other slid up and down my shaft which instantly brought the sperm shooting out of my cock, and with a heartfelt cry I jetted my gushy foam down her throat which she gulped down with undisguised relish. She sucked and swallowed my spunky libation until my cock finally stopped throbbing and started to shrink back to its normal size.

‘Are you sure you don’t want to wait and fuck me in five minutes when you’ve recovered?’ she asked sweetly, and I must confess that I was sorely tempted by this offer.

However, I knew it would be weakness to go back on my word and so I shook my head and, picking up my robe, replied: ‘Well, I won’t say that wouldn’t be nice, but we had better go downstairs before Mrs Harrow or anyone else comes looking for us.’

Ten minutes later over a relatively light breakfast of porridge, two boiled eggs, toast and a cup of the excellent tea Colonel Wright had kindly shipped to me directly from the Brahmaputra valley of Assam, my thoughts were still being exercised as to how I should fill the empty hours till eight o’clock when I would dine with Frank Folkestone. Perhaps I would go and see Man and Superman after all, I decided when my footman came into the dining room with the morning post.

‘Thank you, Edwards,’ I said as I took up the sheaf of letters from the proferred silver salver, and it crossed my mind as to whether he knew that Mary was now sharing her favours not only with himself (for he had been fucking her since well before Colonel Wright left for India) and me, but also with Lawbress.
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