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​ Dedicated to
all the brave spankers and spankees out there who have dared to
follow their fetish dreams. Have fun!


Prologue

​ Room 132, he
had said. Go past reception and turn right down the corridor. I
arrived at the door and took a minute to compose myself before
knocking.

The door opened and a very tall,
well-dressed man in his early sixties stood back, smiling and
holding the door open for me.

'I'm hoping it's you,' he said.

'And I'm hoping it's you,' I said, smiling
back.

I walked into the room, feeling a growing
sense of excitement. How hard would the spanking be this time? When
would we start? How naked would I be? What position would he put me
in? What implements would he use?

I sat on the bed, he on the chair opposite
me. After some small chit-chat, he suddenly said 'I'm going to
spank you now - come here,' and he beckoned to me. 'You were 45
minutes late last time and I never punished you for it. Stand
there.' He pointed to the floor just by his left leg.

I walked over to him and he pulled me over
his knee and started caressing my bottom over my yellow dress. He
gave me a few initial firm slaps to warm up my bottom and his hand.
Then he pulled up my dress, then my petticoat, and then he started
feeling my buttocks over my yellow knickers. He pulled down my
knickers to my knees, paused a moment to look at my reddening
bottom, as if surveying his handiwork, and started spanking me
again, harder this time.

It was an engineered excuse to discipline
me; I had been late the previous time. Of course in most social
circles an apology would have been accepted. When you’re a spankee,
however, it doesn’t quite work like that.

After about five minutes' continuous
spanking he suddenly stopped. 'Right,’ he said. ‘Shall we go and
have a drink, or would you like something to eat?'

I found this interaction rather strange,
being as yet unaccustomed to the spankee’s life. Some of the
spankers would even ask me mid-spanking, 'How are you, by the way?'
They would come out of spanker-spankee mode for a few minutes, and
then just as suddenly tell me, 'You're a naughty girl, and you
deserve a good thrashing,’ and then their 'normal' personality
would be gone, to be replaced by the not-so-nice, dominant spanker
personality.

I didn't expect guys to be nice to me, of
course. I assumed they would treat me like a prostitute and look
down on me, bully me or patronise me. In fact, apart from one man,
the first as it happens, all the 30 or so spankers I've met so far
have been friendly, polite and gentlemanly. Quite a few have wanted
to date me. I have been totally naked with some, bent over chairs
and beds, red bottom raised, my lips on display, but I've had
nothing but humour, respect, friendship, and gratitude for having
such a nice, spankable bottom. Some have admired me for daring to
enter the world of spanking so late; I was 57.

We went down into the lounge at Heathrow
Airport, where we had arranged to meet as a midway point between
our two homes. As I sat down, I could feel, with some satisfaction
that my bottom was smarting slightly. We chatted like old friends
about our families, work and our previous spanking experiences.

I looked around the lounge at other
customers, wondering if they could tell we were a spankee and her
client. I was wearing a knee-length yellow summer dress, under a
coat; not a bra and thong with a label saying 'Spank me,’ but I
still felt the thrill of slight guilt and deception.

After one gin and tonic for myself and a
half of lager for him, which I paid for, to his great surprise (he
told me most spankees expect their spankers to pay for all
expenses), he suggested continuing the session.

As soon as we were in the room again, he
pushed me over the bed, raised my dress, pulled my knickers down
again, and standing beside the bed, spanked me hard for about 10
minutes. Then he sat down on the chair and ordered me to change
into my short silk nightie and place myself on all fours on the
bed. Then he got up and came round the bed and stood beside me. He
caressed me between my legs for a few minutes under the nightie.
Then he pulled the nightie up to expose my bottom and asked me if I
was OK.

'Sure,’ I answered, waiting expectantly for
the oncoming punishment. With that, he took off his belt and
proceeded to thrash me about 20 times across my bare buttocks.


 


​ CHAPTER ONE

Secure Beginnings

I was brought up, by well-off, white
upper-middle-class parents, to be a nice young lady. For the first
eighteen years of my life, I lived in a fairly large four-bedroomed
detached house with a big, sloping garden, surrounded by other
large (some very large) houses with even bigger gardens, at the top
of a quiet hill on the edge of a quiet country town. I was educated
from the age of seven to eighteen in a ‘High School for Girls’
grammar school. I was obedient and repressed and I wanted above all
to be accepted by friends, and to do well in school and sports. I
didn’t want to be captain at anything, or be put in any position of
responsibility. I was once made form vice-captain and, although
secretly proud, I was constantly fearful of having to speak in
front of the class or tell any of my classmates what to do. Luckily
I never had to.

I don’t remember ever feeling worried that I
wouldn’t make the grade in school, either on a popularity front or
on an academic level. I was good enough at all subjects to pass the
exams if I worked hard. I wasn’t a brilliant pupil, just a fairly
intelligent, hard-working pupil who wanted to pass everything, be
accepted, not stand out but be quietly admired by people. I was
fairly quiet in class. It took some courage to put up my hand to
ask or answer questions. I wanted to be successful at everything I
did.

When I was four I came back from
kindergarten with a small marked test. The teacher had written on
it ‘Very Good’.

‘Well done!’ my mother said in
encouragement, perplexed at my scowling face.

‘I don’t want ‘Very Good’ - I want
‘Excellent’,’ I proclaimed. ‘Excellent’ was the top mark.

School in general though was a relatively
easy experience for me. Because I had been there from the age of
seven I already had my established circle of five friends, and the
all-important best friend, Helen. At the age of eleven we were
joined by many other girls from other primary schools who had
passed the eleven-plus exam and managed free places to our school.
With the arrogance of youth, it never occurred to me to try and
make friends with them. I never thought about it from their point
of view, nor did the teachers point this out to us. It must have
been very scary at the age of eleven to join a posh, rather
grand-looking ‘big school’, leaving all your friends in the primary
school behind.

However, one of them, Cara, did become the
sixth member of our group within a few weeks. Not because we
thought it would be kind of us - she just seemed to fit in well,
and made the third set of ‘best friends’. She was intelligent,
funny, friendly, sporty and very soon became my second best friend.
After a year or two we even decided to promote each other to best
friend, as I had started to have less and less in common with my
other best friend. I even had the audacity and the dreadful
unkindness to go and tell my original best friend that I’d decided
to take Cara in her place. I shudder to think of that today. How
cruel and hurtful. And Helen had no choice but to remain in our
group, even after that happened. You can’t just join another group
of girls. They would almost certainly shun you. And about this
time, I had another offer of a best friend from a girl outside the
group.

In the end I spent time outside school and
summers with all three of them, as well as two of the other girls
in the group. I thought this was normal. People often liked me and
wanted to be in my company. Little did I know that sometimes
friends are hard to find, and you can be left to your own devices
for days or even weeks at a time. My world back then was a very
safe middle-class life. I never heard my parents argue (apart from
the odd slight disagreement) and it didn’t enter my head that my
life at the top of the hill would ever need to end. Helen’s parents
divorced when she was about thirteen. We didn’t really talk about
it, as it was all rather taboo back then. But that was her, not me.
That wouldn’t happen to me.

My mother was a pretty, petite, cheerful,
sociable, gregarious, God-fearing lady who doted on her husband and
three daughters. She believed a wife should obey her husband that
he was the head of the household and his opinion should be
respected, even when she disagreed with him. She even arranged the
milk bottles in the fridge according to the motto ‘Take the bottles
from the right, because George is always right’, which she would
say to us if we tried taking unopened milk bottles from the middle
or left of the line of bottles. I found this incredible, I have to
say, since I didn’t agree at all with the principle that my father
was always correct.

Family life was all both my parents had ever
wanted. Their system worked. Mum did the cooking, cleaning, washing
and ironing and looked after the needs of three growing girls. Dad
went out to work in his office about a mile away, where he was
director of his own building contracting firm. He worked 48 weeks
of the year, from 9-5 pm Monday to Friday and from 9 am to 1 pm on
Saturdays. He would walk back home most lunchtimes, and Mum would
have prepared a lunch for him. He would then walk back to the
office. On Saturday afternoons, when Mum took us riding, Dad would
play tennis at the local tennis club.

On Sundays, we were made to go to church. I
hated going to church. It was all a waste of time in my opinion,
even as a fairly young girl. I found people too sycophantic towards
the pompous (in my view) vicar, and I would wonder exactly who all
the prayers and hymns were aimed at. That is still my view today. I
was brought up a Protestant Christian to believe in God, Jesus
Christ, the nativity story and the crucifixion, although I found it
all a bit far-fetched and unlikely. How did Mary come to be
pregnant if she was a virgin? Didn’t Joseph mind? Why was Mary a
virgin if she was married? Didn’t that annul the marriage? If God
were that powerful, why didn’t he just manifest himself? Why was it
God’s will to let children die? Assuming he was a good god, and
wouldn’t have wanted that to happen, the fact that he didn’t do
anything to stop it must have meant that he had no power to stop
it. So what was ever the point of praying to him, I wondered? How
did we know he was male? Wasn’t it all a story invented by men
years ago to subjugate the local population, especially the
women?

On Sunday afternoons, if I wasn’t doing
homework, we would be made to go on a walk in the area near our
home. I never enjoyed these walks, and to this day still don’t
enjoy going on long walks.

Which is a shame, because on the dating
sites which I have tried for a couple of years now many people say
walking is one of their main interests.

My parents never made any reference to what
they hoped would be our futures, apart from my mother sometimes
saying she hoped she would have many grandchildren. I took it as
read that I would provide her with some of those grandchildren. I
grew up with the same simple ambition - to get married and be a
stay-at home mum of two children. That was it. I never wanted to go
out to work or have a career. Not for one single day. And that
seemingly simple goal has never changed, throughout my life.


 


​ CHAPTER TWO

Sexual awakening

Not that everything was rosy and straightforward
during my educational years. My older sister, Grace, born two and a
half years before me, was quite happy having her parents’ adoring
attention – and then I came along. I was a lovely baby, with
ash-blond hair and grey-blue eyes. It started a life-long difficult
relationship between my sister and me which continues to this day.
As I grew up I just seemed to be better than her at everything,
which was admittedly unfair and nobody’s fault. I was much prettier
– being blonde probably helped. I had more friends at school. I was
better at sports and music. I got better grades. I had a tall,
dark, good-looking boyfriend for three years, from the age of
fifteen. In her first eighteen years, she had only one boyfriend,
who lasted two weeks.

As the oldest of three, Grace thought she
had the right to boss people around and let them know her opinion
about everything they said, did, wore, thought and stood for. It
might well be a symptom of being the oldest. Second children are
often more competitive, since they have to compete with the older
child for their parents’ attention. Grace definitely bullied me
with words, and I assume much of it was out of jealousy. She would
make some cutting remark about what I looked like, or my clothes,
or what I said. I would always try and fight back, but it did
affect me. When we were in the same room, I felt she was watching
and judging me, ready with some damning verdict of my
behaviour.

Nowadays we’ve reached a truce. I, along
with the rest of our family, often tease her for overly ‘helpful’
comments, and she is able to laugh at herself and her wish to give
often unsolicited advice, which she knows now people take with a
pinch of salt.

I was also being bullied by a girl who lived
down the road from us. Amanda was only a year older, but she
constantly put me down as we played together. Many times I would
march home to Mum declaring that I would never speak to Amanda
again. Mum would say wisely ‘oh right,’ knowing full well that in a
few days Amanda would come knocking on the door, asking to play
again. Now, years later, Amanda is still trying to remain friends,
and I am doing my utmost to hint that I will no longer put up with
her.

She came once for a visit to my home, about
fifteen years ago, and I drove to the station to pick her up. I
pulled into my drive, with Amanda in the passenger seat, parking in
my normal spot next to the wall. Amanda opened the passenger door
and by mistake banged it against the wall with enough force to
damage the paint. I unwittingly took a sharp breath in, and before
I could stop myself said ‘ooh, careful’. She was furious. ‘You’ll
never make a good mother,’ she snarled. And to my utter amazement,
she grabbed the door and banged it against the wall again, with the
same amount of force. I guess she hadn’t liked the criticism.
Anyone else in the world might have apologised and offered to pay
for the damage. I chose not to say anything, as I was still tied
down by the fact that she could just turn up at the family home at
any moment. But I didn’t forget it.

The final straw came about two years ago.
She had been trying to come and stay for about three years. I had
been ‘busy’, but she wore me down by saying ‘When are you available
this year?’ and I gave in. I suggested a date, but said I didn’t
have much money so couldn’t afford to do much. She said she would
pay for everything.

She came up and we drove to the nearest
birds of prey centre, a common interest of ours. At the entrance
she decided to go to the ladies’, so to save time, since we wanted
to see the next public display of the birds of prey and time was
getting on, I decided to go in and get two tickets, thinking that
she would probably insist on paying me back. I was going to let her
pay me back, but wouldn’t have minded if she hadn’t offered.

I came back out with the two tickets and met
her coming back from the ladies. ‘I got the tickets to save time,’
I said in explanation, when I saw her questioning face.

She was enraged. ‘You’re such a silly girl!’
she spat. ‘I told you I was going to pay for everything.’ That was
it, as far as I was concerned. That was about three years ago.
She’s rung up a few times to ask when I’m available in the year,
but I’m not having any of it. When she turns up at our family home
for the occasional social visit I am polite, but not enthusiastic.
Basically, life’s too short. I’m 59 now. I could be diagnosed with
a terminal illness next week and have only months to live.
Carpe diem.

And then there was my father. He didn’t
possess my mother’s sunny disposition. He was very quiet, reserved
and conservative – a quintessentially upper class, English
gentleman - and although he tried hard to be a good father, he
didn’t really know how to treat three girls. If we ever found
ourselves alone in the same room as him, we would strike up an
awkward conversation, in which he wouldn’t listen to our point of
view. After a short while, one or other of us would make up some
excuse and leave the room. On the rare occasions when I decided to
tell him about something that had just happened to me, he would
feel he had to give advice about it, so I tended to avoid telling
him anything, for fear of getting his seeming disapproval and more
advice. I told him once that I didn’t do very well in a Geography
test, and he just said ‘You probably didn’t listen’. I was crushed.
Later I realised he was trying to tell me I was intelligent enough
to have done better in the test, if only I had tried. He was a man
of extremely high integrity, honest to the letter. We knew that if
he praised us, he meant every word. He didn’t agree with giving
children false praise – or letting them win at games like ‘snakes
and ladders’ if the dice dictated otherwise, unlike Mum who would
conveniently forget to go up the ladders sometimes, especially when
we were very young, or ill.

Bullying or disapproval can have an
unforeseen and paradoxical effect on the person being bullied. I
found that I wanted to have Dad’s approval more than Mum’s. Mum’s
was freely given. Dad’s was hard to come by, so it was all the more
treasured when it was bestowed. Likewise, I secretly cherished
Grace’s very rare compliments, even though my younger sister was
far more forgiving, and more amenable to my ideas and activities.
It left me with a character trait that I try and fight - too often
trying to please all the people all the time.

Dad never hit us, was never drunk, was
always home by supper time, and always generously provided for us.
He was also a talented musician and sportsman, but remained very
understated. He played club-level tennis, county-level badminton
and could play almost any tune (with both hands) on the piano by
ear – he couldn’t read a single note of music.

Mum used to tell us that he was very proud
of us, and loved us dearly, knowing that it would have been far too
embarrassing for him to say so himself. He simply hadn’t been
brought up to show his feelings, or be physically demonstrative. We
loved him back in our own way, knowing he utterly adored our
mother, and realising he was doing the very best he could for her
and us. When we said goodnight, it was an awkward peck on both
cheeks. He almost never lost his temper, and never swore in front
of us. I remember him raising his voice to me about three times in
my whole life. But unfortunately, instead of being alarmed by it,
because of its rarity, I was actually annoyed by it. As a rather
self-righteous teenager I found I didn’t take him seriously as a
parent. He was too distant, socially awkward and patronising
towards me for me to want to accept discipline from him.

Of course I never let these feelings be
known, and complied with his and my mother’s discipline and rules
if they felt the need to enforce them on me, which was very rare.
Normally if any of us girls said anything approaching rudeness or
impertinence, Mum and Dad would only have to say a quiet ‘Steady!’
and we would know we had gone too far.

When Grace was six and I was four, she
decided it would be a good idea to start hitting me with a metal
clothes hanger, so I picked up one and started hitting her back.
Mum heard the commotion, marched into the bedroom and put Grace
over her knee for a spanking. I had to watch, knowing that the same
fate awaited me. And it duly came, while I protested my innocence.
I was outraged at the miscarriage of justice. It was
self-defence!

That was the only spanking I received from
either of my parents. When I was about eight Mum slapped my hand
for being cheeky, and another time she gave me one slap on the
bottom for the same reason. At school there was no corporal
punishment whatsoever, so physical discipline really played no part
in my young life.

* * *

Looking back now, I wish it had been a bit
more free and easy at home. I wish my parents had been able to
discuss things more openly with us, especially sex. Once, when I
was eleven, I had a strange sickness that would mean I would take
to my bed for days. I only felt OK if I was prostrate. My mother
arranged a doctor’s appointment for me, and for some reason I went
alone to it. The doctor did a test and asked for a urine sample.
When the results came through a few minutes later, he declared
‘Well you’re not pregnant, anyway!’

I was secretly annoyed that my mother hadn’t
told me she had arranged a pregnancy test for me. I thought she
should have let me in on the reason I was going to the doctor’s. I
felt it was secretive and going behind my back not to tell me. She
was obviously too embarrassed to tell me why and how I might have
got pregnant. Yes, it was sensible to have the test, but it was the
first time I was aware of her deceiving me. I never told her I knew
it was a pregnancy test. She must have found out the results
straight from the doctor, who was probably not supposed to have
told me what the test was for.

Sex remained a taboo subject in our house.
When I was twelve, Mum gave us all a little leaflet called ‘Where
do babies come from?’ I was in my bedroom when she knocked on the
door. She looked extremely embarrassed as she handed me the
leaflet. ‘You might like to read this,’ she said quietly, and left
quickly. I started reading the very short leaflet, and was
disgusted at what I found out. It said a man and a woman have to
lie very close to each other, and often they are completely naked.
I remember thinking ‘Well I’m never going to do that with a
man’.

Mum knocked on the door about 20 minutes
later. ‘Was that all right?’ she asked tentatively.

‘Yes thanks. I knew it all anyway,’ I
lied.

I bet she didn’t believe me for a moment,
but the whole idea of sex was just so awkward in our family that I
wanted to drop the subject.

Another time, I was reading the Bible for a
school essay when I came across the word ‘circumcision’. I opened
my bedroom door and went to the top of the banisters. I could hear
Mum moving around in the kitchen downstairs.

‘Mum’ I yelled, ‘what does ‘circumcision’
mean?’

There was a silence, and then I heard Mum
walking quickly through the hall and up the stairs towards me. She
ushered me into my bedroom and, looking very embarrassed, proceeded
to describe a penis to me, showing me how the foreskin is peeled
back and snipped for health reasons. It made me feel rather stupid
for not knowing, yelling it all over the house and causing her such
embarrassment. But why should I feel embarrassed for asking a
normal question about a man’s anatomy?

My own ventures into sexual discovery
started with a rope.

Amanda and I would play in another
neighbour’s garden, where there was a thick rope tied to a tree,
originally for swinging on. We discovered the most delicious
feeling would spread from our groins if we climbed the rope and
hung on for a few minutes, clenching it with our upper thighs. We
called it the ‘botty feeling’, never having heard of an orgasm at
the age of 11. We never equated it to sex or men.

When I was sixteen, I had been out with my
boyfriend, Alan, in his car. He drove me back to the house and
parked on the drive, where we proceeded to have a snog in the
passenger seat. His hands went very quickly down to lift up my
blouse and find my breasts. We had split up for six months because
I hadn’t wanted sex, but he had missed me despite the lack of sex,
and asked to get back together. He said he wanted to marry me one
day, and that perhaps we could experiment gradually with sex,
without having penetration, since I was only sixteen. I agreed to
this. So that night in the car, breasts were the only thing on the
agenda.

After a few minutes, I suddenly became aware
that my bare tummy was being lit up by a strange light coming from
outside the car. I looked up to see my mother leaning out through
the dining room window and shining a torch through the car window
in order to see the antics of her wayward middle daughter.

I gasped. Alan was horrified and immediately
withdrew his hand. I rearranged my clothes, got out of the car and
prepared to face my mother’s reprimand. As soon as I was inside the
door she said ‘I suppose you’ve been there for 30 minutes’. I
replied that it was a few minutes. That’s all that was said, and we
went to bed in stony, awkward silence. I didn’t look at her for
three days.

Eventually she brought it up in a very vague
and roundabout way, though it was soon ‘forgotten’ in that life
resumed as before. But I didn’t want to ever talk about that side
of my life to her. My generation had such different attitudes from
hers. This was the early 1970s. The Beatles and free love had
changed society forever, and the older post-war generation of
parents were finding it hard to keep up and accept it. It seemed so
unfair. She should have been glad that I wasn’t gay (since life is
harder for gay people, I believe), that I had a very nice
boyfriend, and that I was doing what normal teenagers do, rather
than being a recluse, with no confidence with the opposite sex. We
could have laughed about it and had some mother-daughter bonding
time. Instead, she made me feel guilty and slutty for a perfectly
normal, healthy activity that wasn’t harming anyone.

As a Christian, she believed sex should only
take place within a loving marriage. She wanted to stop me becoming
a slut, or getting pregnant too early. Understandable, but executed
in the wrong way, in my opinion. Most teenagers are going to have
sex. Their parents might as well embrace it, let them get on with
it, and make sure they take precautions. To treat it as a
disgusting, dirty activity is to drive it into secrecy.

And that’s exactly what happened. I never
told her anything about what Alan and I got up to. We had
penetrative sex two weeks before my seventeenth birthday, as I
didn’t want to be ‘sixteen and never been fucked’.

It was at a party of a friend of Alan’s. We
sneaked upstairs and used his bedroom without asking, specifically
to lose our virginities together. I was amazed at the size of an
erect penis, never having seen one before, and wondered how on
earth all that was going to get inside me. It took several attempts
and was quite painful, and I left a lot of blood all over the
sheets. We didn’t clear it up, own up or apologize. About 40 years
later, I happened to meet the same guy at a mutual friend’s dinner
party, and was able to apologize for my wayward behaviour. He was
generous enough to accept my apology, and even chuckled at the
memory.

Sometimes we used condoms and sometimes we
didn’t, which was crazy and irresponsible, but I never became
pregnant by him.

I wish there had been more male figures in
my life. I was extremely shy of men and didn’t know how to talk to
them, or behave with them. I had only sisters at home, with a
distant and undemonstrative father, only girls as friends and
neighbours and there were only girls at school. I grew up in a
female world which didn’t prepare me for men’s sometimes
unthinking, focused, ambitious, uncompromising attitudes. Nowadays,
I love and like many men. I understand where they are coming from,
and I have many men friends. They are often much more
straightforward than women, don’t hold grudges, and are therefore
much easier to work with. But if you are not used to their ways, it
can be hard at first to adapt to them.

So despite my young world being a bit staid
and repressed, all in all it was a wonderful, privileged, innocent
childhood. I came through with flying colours, head held high, with
realistic expectations that life would continue on its designated
path of finding happiness in the shape of marriage and two
children.

But sometimes, often in fact, we take things
for granted. I was about to be shocked at what life would throw at
me.


 


​ CHAPTER THREE

Fun and games with men

After ‘O’ levels (GCSE equivalent) and ‘A’ levels, I
didn’t know what I wanted to do. I had split up with my boyfriend
of three years by then. He was a lovely chap, but unfortunately
familiarity breeds contempt, and he had just started to irritate me
to the point where I didn’t want to see him any more. He was
heartbroken when I told him, but within three years he was married
to someone else.

Years later I wondered if I had made the
right decision, and just out of curiosity I got back in touch with
him. We met up and had a brief affair, but very soon he began to
annoy me again, so yup, at the tender age of eighteen I had made
the right decision.

The only real agenda for me was to meet
someone else and get married. That was basically the only thing I
was interested in. I didn’t want to go to university; I was sick of
academic life and exams.

I decided to take a six-month secretarial
course at the local college. Not that I wanted to be a secretary,
but I thought it might be a useful back-up when I had my children
and needed a part-time job. It consisted of shorthand and
touch-typing. After the novelty of shorthand had worn off within
the first week or so, I grew to hate it. The only way to learn
shorthand on that course was to practise, practise, practise the
same few paragraphs time and again, until you knew the symbols
inside out. It was utterly, mind-bogglingly boring, and I became
quite depressed during the six months, wondering how I was going to
get through another day. It was a sharp contrast to having to use
my brain for ‘A’ levels.

It never occurred to me to give it up. It
wasn’t in my mind-set to abandon anything I had started, even if I
thought it wasn’t right for me. I had to see it through. I had to
do my best. I had to pass the exams. I had to be successful.

I liked the typing. I remember the teacher
playing some musical notes to which we would have to strike certain
keys with certain fingers. ‘L, L, L’ - change of note - ‘S, S, S’ -
making us use the ring fingers on either hand. I became quite
proficient at it, I thought. I passed Stage I. Then we all went
onto Stage II, but only certain people were allowed to take the
exam – I was one.

Finally the day of the results came through.
‘You’ve all passed except Anna Skye,’ announced the teacher to the
whole class, with astonishing insensitivity. I was so embarrassed,
and so annoyed at her. That was probably the first public failure
of my life. Everyone else was better than me. And everyone knew it.
Or so it seemed to me, as soon as I heard the ‘awful’ news. I had
forgotten that most people in the class had not been put forward to
take the exam in the first place.

I somehow managed to move on from this
‘dreadful’ setback, and went on to take and pass Stages II and III
of RSA Typing. I will always be glad I learnt to touch-type. I
ended up being able to type at 55 words a minute, a decidedly
acceptable speed. I’ve used it for many different situations and
jobs, all my life. If you can’t type fast nowadays, you often risk
annoying people, rightly or wrongly, for example on chat lines like
Skype, or emails.

During the six months of the course, my
father made one of his rare appearances in my bedroom. He asked me
gently if I had considered going to university the following year.
He knew I was struggling with the course. To begin with I said no,
as I didn’t see the point. I was thinking privately that I would
soon be meeting the man who would become my husband. He would have
a good job, and I would have children and stay at home. But
ring-proffering, solvent gentlemen weren’t exactly queueing at the
front door, flowers in hand. So I agreed, thinking it would delay
the decision of what to do as a career, if my knight-in-shining
armour hadn’t had the good character to show himself by then.

I applied to a university to do French and
Italian. It was close to my family home, and had good sports
facilities. My ‘A’ levels had been French, German and Latin, with
two B grades and a C, fairly average today, but a satisfactory
standard back then. I got an interview and was accepted straight
away. Most of the candidates had yet to take their ‘A’ levels.

The secretarial course ended in March 1974,
and I was going to university the following October. What should I
do until then? I needed some stimulation. I know, I thought – I’ll
go and work on a kibbutz in Israel!

I remember asking my father if I could have
the £86 airfare. With typical generosity, he agreed straight away,
and everything was fixed in two months. I asked the organizing
agency to station me in a kibbutz near a national border, for the
buzz, and that’s precisely where I ended up - five hundred yards
from the Lebanese border in northern Israel. This would be
dangerous and exciting, and to my eighteen-year-old mind just what
I needed after six months of shorthand drudgery.

On the day I was to travel, much to my
annoyance, my mother accompanied me on the train to the airport in
London. I felt that this was my new adventure and wanted to be
alone from the beginning. I would soon have to make my way in a
strange country for goodness sake, so I thought I could manage a
train journey to London. She left me at last to go through security
- alone at last, probably for the first time in my life, apart from
attending three university interviews by myself.

When I started going through security, a
security man stopped me and asked me to open my case. He started
rifling through my things and came across my wellingtons. He looked
inside them, saw that they were full of tampons, lifted them to
chest height above the table, and turned both upside down. Out fell
all the tampons all over the table, some falling on the floor.

I went crimson. He just said ‘Don’t get
embarrassed, love,’ which of course made it worse. He helped me put
them all back, and waved me on. I made a mental note: when someone
gets embarrassed in front of you, don’t tell them not to be
embarrassed. It draws attention to it.

* * *

The five months in Kibbutz Shav Lod in the
Golan Heights, so close to war-torn Lebanon, was a slight culture
shock to a naive, inexperienced English girl, but human beings are
nothing if not adaptable. I picked pears for six weeks, six days a
week, six hours a day. I learned to use a crane that would crank me
up to 20 feet or so to get to the highest pears. I worked in the
dining room, doing the washing up alone for 80 people at a time; in
the laundry, where I learned to fold clothes; in the gardens, where
I learned to grow a lawn, using grass seedlings, and dig a hole
with a pickaxe when it was 110 degrees Fahrenheit; and in an apple
factory for three weeks, getting up at 4 am. We would work until 8
am, when we would stop for breakfast in the huge communal dining
room, and go back to work until 11 am. Then we were free for the
day.

Most of us chose to go back to sleep for a
few hours, and then the fun started. A 25-metre swimming pool was
available for everyone to use, and most afternoons the volunteers
would spend hours swimming, diving, flirting and sunbathing. On my
kibbutz there were about 30 volunteers, mostly of college age, from
all round the world. We were sharing very basic concrete
accommodation, where boys and girls were in the same room, and we
got to know each other very quickly. In the evenings, we would walk
through the kibbutz in groups and have dinner together in the
communal dining room. After dinner they would clear the tables, and
once a week Israeli dancing would be taught, or a film would be
shown on a huge makeshift screen.

After that, the water fights would start. We
would end up completely drenched, and helpless with laughter. It
was the first time I had interacted with men on a regular basis,
and I had them round me throughout the day. They seemed to like me.
I was really quite cute then; five foot three, eight stone, blond
hair naturally bleached by the Israeli sun. I was athletic, and
becoming increasingly flirtatious.

After we all went our separate ways, I kept
in touch with several of them for a year or so. Admittedly I had
had a boyfriend for three years, but that was just one guy, and I
had got used to him. I never got used to being out with his friends
in a group. Israel afforded me the first opportunity to live, play
and work with the alien male species, not as one of their
girlfriends but as an equal. And I loved it.

There was a good-looking volunteer there
called Jim. I discovered he was British and about to go to the same
university as myself in the autumn. My husband-finding antennae
shot up, and I immediately went on flirt-alert. Sadly, it was
obvious that he wasn’t interested, so I quickly gave up.

There was also a shortish guy called Mark
from Belfast there. I didn’t really have that much interest in him
as a potential boyfriend, but I enjoyed flirting with him in the
swimming pool. Gradually though I started finding him attractive,
and our flirting became more serious. Nothing happened in Israel,
but it was obvious that something could or would do in the future,
if we chose.

We took each other’s home addresses. Email
was unknown back then, and we didn’t possess mobiles. How much
easier dating is nowadays with these technical advances.

After four months at my northern kibbutz, I
decided to go travelling by myself. It was easy back then, as
soldiers regularly hitch-hiked everywhere. I would see a group of
soldiers, or just one by himself, on the side of the road, pointing
to the road (the sign for hitching), and stand beside them. Good
god, I wouldn’t dream of doing that now. What was I thinking? But
nothing ever serious happened to me while hitching.

I even got into Palestinians’ cars by
myself, if there were no soldiers around. One Palestinian guy
indicated what he wanted to do to me by putting his finger through
a circle made from his first finger and thumb on his other hand and
thrusting it in and out. I got the picture, and declined politely.
He accepted this, and we carried on with our journey.

Another encounter, with a Palestinian hotel
manager in Jerusalem, didn’t turn out quite as I had planned. He
started showing me the room and then suddenly he came over to me
and stuck his hand down the front of my trousers. I moved back
immediately and he stopped, but it was a wake-up call. Arabs see
women differently, especially European women travelling by
themselves. I couldn’t blame him for his actions. It was just a
cultural difference. But I didn’t take the room.

When you travel by yourself, you tend to
meet more people more easily. I teamed up with quite a few European
men who were also travelling alone round Israel. It made me feel
safer being seen with a white man. Israeli lorry drivers also gave
me a few lifts. They were charming and fun, and never tried
anything, just grateful for the company.

I spent one night trying to sleep with my
head jammed up against the windscreen of a moving lorry and my body
on the passenger seat. Needless to say, I hardly slept. But the
lorry driver kept on driving through the night, and never touched
me.

I talked to quite a few of the Israelis on
my kibbutz about the political situation. None of them could see a
solution to the area’s problem, and most hated the Palestinians. I
saw many Palestinians on my travels and most seem to have the
poorer jobs such as sheep herders, manual labourers or waiters in
run-down cafés or hotels. But I didn’t get embroiled in political
discussions. I was nineteen, out to find a husband and increasingly
to have fun, before having to knuckle down and study again.

* * *

I went to university at the age of nineteen,
in 1974. It was nothing like doing ‘A’ levels. I had very few
lectures a week, and not much homework. The sports were all free
and on my doorstep, so I spent many hours in the sports hall,
trying as many sports as possible. I was even nominated as
Sportswoman of the Year. Back then the university was only ten
years old, and was very much a technical institution, attracting
largely young men. Only about 10% of the students were women, so I
was in with a good chance of finding a man, I thought.

I saw Jim in the corridors sometimes, but he
just said hello and obviously didn’t want to chat. I was still in
touch with Mark from Belfast, whom I had met on the kibbutz. We
were writing roughly one letter a week to each other by this time.
He had started to hint at coming over to see me, and I was hinting
back at him along the same lines.

I was already into my second term by the
time he eventually came over. Our letters had become more and more
explicit about the idea of meeting up and seeing what transpired. I
had decided I was in love with him. We had had great fun in Israel
together, so why not in normal life?

Beware the holiday romances that turn sour
as soon as normal life resumes. We met up a couple of times and had
been home twice to meet my parents before he finally popped the
question in a college disco. I declared to my family that we were
engaged. My mother’s reaction was ‘No you’re not!’ My father just
said ‘Well, he’ll have to speak up,’ since Mark did have a very
soft Irish voice. Grace just asked why I was doing this.

I then went to meet his family, and it was
just embarrassing. They were working-class Catholics from Belfast
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