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Of course, after this there was no difficulty in arranging for a
comfortable meeting in London. Indeed, it was resolved that they should
lodge in the same house and have contiguous apartments. On their
arrival in town they put up at one of those large lodging houses in
Norfolk Street, Strand, and were fortunate in finding the first-floor
bedrooms vacant. The house was a double one, or rather two houses
opening into each other. The doctor’s bedroom was in the front, and a
former door of communication with the back room was locked on one side
and bolted on the other. Mrs. Dale took the back room, from whence
opened a small room with a bed in it, where Harry was lodged. The
doctor had thus easy access when the lady chose to withdraw the bolt on
her side. After consultation it was thought more advisable that she
should go into the doctor’s room, so that Harry might not by any
possibility, hear any love exclamations that might happen to escape
them in the excess of their amorous amusements. Of course, the doctor,
who knew all about Harry’s great desire to fuck his mother, and that he
meant to do so by one way or another in London, communicated his
intention of having Mrs. Dale into sleep with him that night, and,
therefore, begged Harry to defer his attempt until after the first
night, and then the doctor would aid him in his efforts.

The wily doctor fully intended, after Harry had perfectly succeeded, to
become the future companion of their incestuous intercourse. Harry’s
bedroom door had one of those old-fashioned brass locks that were
screwed onto the inside of the door, with a brass covering for the bolt
at the side—not morticed as is now usual. Mrs. Dale locked her son in
after he retired to bed. Harry noticed the circumstance and smiled to
think how easily he could foil her but as he had promised the doctor to
make no attempt on his mother that night, he went to bed and slept
soundly. Next day he provided himself with a turn-screw and a small
phial of sweet oil. When mamma was busy at cards, he slipped upstairs
and easily unscrewed the brass receiver of the bolt, he oiled the
screws and worked them in and out until they went freely and then
screwed the covering on again, and felt secure of entering mamma’s room
whenever he pleased. It had been combined between the doctor and him
that by means of gamahuching and frigging, mamma should be put into a
state of great excitement without allowing her to be satisfied, so that
her passions might be in favour of being fucked, no matter by what
prick. For this purpose the doctor was to keep her with him till dawn.
At night Harry watched through the key hole, and when he saw his mother
pass into the doctor’s room, he at once unscrewed the covering, shot
back the bolt, and screwed the cover on again. He was thus all ready
for any event, and if his mother was astonished at his entrance, he
could say he found the door open, and she must have forgotten to lock
it. Thus prepared he went to bed and slept soundly. He was awake before
seven o’clock, and gently opening the door a little, he could see by
the opposite open door, and the light in the doctor’s room, that mamma
had not yet left him. He drew on his woollen socks, and sitting where
the light flashed through the key hole, awaited his mamma’s return,
which occurred very shortly after. The shutting off the light by
closing the door of communication told him that she had returned to her
own room. He heard her sit down on the pot, and the force of the flow
of water proved how healthy she was. He heard her rustle into bed. Then
throwing off his dressing-gown and socks he opened the door and
approached his mother’s bed. Being awake, she instantly saw him in the
half-daylight that came from the unshuttered window.

“Harry! What on earth brings you here, and how did you open the door?”

“I heard you moving, dear mamma, I could not sleep for the cold. I got
up and tried the door, it was not locked, you must have omitted to turn
the bolt, but I should have rapped and called to you, if it had not
been open. I want you to let me get warm in your nice warm bed, and you
will cuddle your poor Harry—will you not, dear mamma?”

“If you will be quiet, and speak lower, for the doctor may hear you,
you may come in, and if you turn your back, I will warm you.”

Harry lost no time in lying down by her side, and being really very
cold, and even shivering, he was glad enough to do as she bid him, and
turn his back, and cuddle his bottom into his mother’s belly. She said—

“Poor boy, he is indeed cold, now go to sleep in mamma’s arms.”

Of course, he had no such intentions. Speedily getting warm, he turned
his face to mamma, and whispered, in the same tone she used—

“Oh, how I love my beautiful mamma.”

Pressing his belly against hers, and letting her feel his prick
standing against her mons Veneris.

“Harry! What do you mean by embracing me in that way—don’t you know I
am your mother, sir?”

He had seized with one hand her beautiful firm bubbies, and was
evidently in full amorous excitement, as she could feel by the stiff
pego pushing against her mount of Venus.

“My darling mamma, if you knew how much I love you and how I have
longed to embrace your beautiful body.”

“Go along, you impudent boy, do you not know it would be sinful to
indulge in such sentiments with your mother—leave me directly.”

“Oh, no, mamma, I can’t, indeed, my own mamma. I mean to possess you,
what harm can there be in returning to whence I came.”

Here he transferred his hand from her bubby to her splendid mons
Veneris, and showed what his words meant. She pretended to be very
angry, and endeavoured to push him away, but he held her round the
waist with his other arm too well.

“Desist this instant, or I shall cry out.”

She really appeared very angry but, nevertheless, did not excite a
whisper during all the colloquy before or after. Harry now thought of
his best argument.

“Why do you attempt to repulse me in this way, dear mamma? Why should
you not let me enjoy your person as much as you like Charlie to do it?”

She gave a start at this home thrust.

“What do you say, you naughty boy? and where did you hear such a
falsehood as that? Is that one of your friend Charlie’s inventions,
after all the kindness I have shown him?”

“My darling mamma, Charlie never opened his lips to me on the subject.
I speak from what I saw with my own eyes.”


“What do you mean? Tell me directly.”

“Well, my loved mamma, do you remember the first Saturday night that
Charlie and I slept at home: after retiring to my room, I was obliged
to go downstairs to the water closet, where I went in my stockings, and
without a light, not to disturb you. I was coming up again, when a
sudden flash of light shone out in the upper passage. Mounting the
stairs, and when my head was on a level with the upper floor, I saw you
going towards Charlie’s room. I went into my own, but left the door
open to see when you would return; finding you did not come back, I
crept softly along the passage, until I came to the turning that led to
Charlie’s room. The light shone through the key hole. I quietly
approached. You know the bed exactly faces the door—and there, my
darling mamma, I saw you initiate Charlie into what was to him a
previously unknown pleasure. Oh! my beloved mother, the sight of your
naked charms, of the delicious way in which you were giving him his
first lesson in love, maddened me with desire. I was almost tempted to
come in upon you and violate you, if you would not consent. It was in
that state I remembered that Ellen was asleep in your bed. I ran there,
and throwing off the little I had on, I lay down beside her, and began
feeling her private parts. She awoke and said—

“‘Dear aunt, do you wish me to do the same to you?’

“Her hand passed down to my erect member, she gave a cry of
astonishment. I whispered it was only me.

“‘Oh! you must leave me directly. Aunt can only have gone to the water
closet, and will be back directly.’

“She was not to be pacified until I convinced her that there was no
chance of your speedy return, so I was obliged to bring her along to
Charles’s door; we saw you quite naked, rising and falling on the
enormous weapon that Charles has. I never before saw it erect and could
scarcely believe my eyes; nor was it less wonderful the way in which
you so charmingly took it in. It greatly excited Ellen, as well as me.
We returned to your room—the fire still burned. I laid her down on the
rug before it, and took her maidenhead. She had seen how Charlie’s
monstrous affair went easily into you, and felt how much less mine was,
so she never dreamt of it hurting her, and she let me get fairly within
the lips; then, while making her spend, I suddenly thrust it through
all impediments, and the affair was done; she gave a scream, as it hurt
her, but I had shut the door and none of you heard it. I let her sleep
after this, and did not do it again till morning. The next night we
again watched your delicious proceeding. Ellen was less sore, and we
repeated your example several times. She continues to this day to
wonder at the enormous size of Charlie’s tool, and is surprised at your
taking it in so easily. But, oh, my mother, how my passions have been
excited by your glorious charms. What is Ellen compared with you? She
did very well to relieve my agony of desire to possess you, when I knew
you were better occupied, and that I could not do so—but that is all.
It is you, and you alone, my beloved mother, whom I adore, and I wildly
long to possess this dear and magnificent cunt beneath my hand.” Mrs.
Dale was perfectly flabbergasted at this recital. “You abominable boy,
how dared you to follow me, and be a spy upon your mother, and to make
it known to Ellen, too; doubtless you have been boasting of it, and
telling others.”

“No, indeed, mamma, Ellen and I were on oath that we would never reveal
to any mortal the delicious sight we had seen—so you see, darling
mamma, that you can fully trust your own boy. Oh, do let me do it; feel
how my poor thing throbs.”

Here I must give you Harry’s own account of what took place.

“I took her hand with very little resistance, and I could feel her
fingers gently clasped my prick, before she withdrew her hand.

“But no—it cannot be—it would be incest.”

“She twisted her body round, so that her magnificent bottom came
against my belly. As she turned, I slipped my hand down, and laid hold
of her shift, so that in turning, it left her bottom bare, and sticking
out against me. I lost not an instant, and before she had quite settled
down, I brought my stiff-standing pego against her delicious cunt from
behind, and as it was reeking from her previous spendings produced by
the rector’s gamahuching, I plunged it at one shove as far as her
buttocks against my belly would allow, at the same time dropping my
hand from her waist to her cunt, so that when she sprang forward, as if
to turn me out, I met her clitoris, it was quite stiff, showing her to
be really in a state of amorous excitement. This attack on the clitoris
made her as quickly move back, which double movement thoroughly
engulphed me. I lost no time in proceeding to the most active movements
in and out. This was too much for her, she could not resist entering
into the encounter with all the force of her passions, and we ran a
very rapid course, ending in the most ecstatic delight, and with sighs
of joy we lay clasped together in all the delicious after-languor. I
could feel by her exquisite internal pressures that her lust was not
yet alleviated, and this nerved me to fresh efforts. After a feigned
resistance, dear mamma passed her hand behind her, and putting it on my
buttocks, assisted in sending me further in at each home thrust. We
were longer this bout, and enjoyed it more. After the usual indulgence
in the after-joy, she turned, and embracing me tenderly said—

“‘Oh, my dear child, this is very wrong, but very delicious. You must
be very discreet, my dear Harry, for if it were known it would disgrace
us both for ever.’

“‘My sweet mamma, do not fear; have you ever seen anything like
indiscretion in the last six weeks, although I was madly longing for
you? Oh, kiss me, my beloved mother.’

“The sweetest of kisses followed, our tongues met, her hand wandered;
already she found my pego standing.

“‘My darling, I must kiss it, it is so much more developed than I could
have expected, and as hard as iron.’

“‘Not as large as Charlie’s, mamma.’

“‘That is true, my dear; but it is the stiffness, and not the size,
that gives the real pleasure. Of course, when both are combined, as
with Charlie, they are irresistible.’

“Meanwhile I was feeling her cunt: her clitoris, which you know is
largely developed, stood stiff.

“‘Mamma, darling, what a size this is. Ellen told me you could put it
into her.’

“‘Oh! the bad girl, to tell tales out of school.’

“‘Never mind, mamma, I must suck it while you play with mine.’

“I turned on my back with my heels up—mamma lay down upon my belly
reversed. I sucked her clitty while frigging her cunt, and she sucked
my prick until we both spent, and each licked or sucked all the balmy
sperm that issued from the other. We continued our caresses until my
prick showed its readiness for another encounter. Mamma took me on her
belly this time, and as soon as I was engulphed, threw her legs over my
loins, and, by the most lascivious actions, contributed to our
enjoyment. Her glorious bottom heaved in unison with mine, our tongues
were interlaced, and at last with sweet murmurs of delight, we died
away in each other’s arms in the most luxurious ecstasy of thoroughly
gratified desire. We lay long insensible of all around, throbbing in
pressures of lascivious delight, which would have soon led to another
love bout, but that mamma whispered it would be imprudent to continue,
for the sun was up, and breakfast time had arrived. I withdrew from the
sweet cunt with great regret, and in slipping out of bed brought my
mouth down to it, and gave it a loving kiss and suck, played with the
magnificent covering of bushy ringlets, and then tore myself away with
difficulty. Thus ended my first possession of my adored and glorious
mother, which was followed by night upon night of the most lascivious
enjoyment. I returned to my room, and was dressed and downstairs before
her. The doctor took an opportunity to inform me that she had excused
herself from joining him the next night on the pretence of not feeling
well, but in reality it was to have me all to herself for the whole
night; and a most delicious night it was. She displayed and exercised
her libidinous passions to the utmost. Never before had I such a treat.
It was, perhaps, the closeness of the relationship that added to the
excitement, but it appeared to me that she beat even the doctor’s
splendid wife. Oh, she was so loving, too. The way she fondled me in
her arms and caressed me was irresistible. I can’t tell how often we
did it—we were at it all night. The next night, under pretence of
fearing to exhaust me, she forced me to retire to my room after two
fucks, and locked me in. I had previously been informed by the doctor
that he had bespoken her for that night, and he begged me to fuck her
first, that the pleasure of gamahuching her might be enhanced. I,
therefore, did not do more than make a feigned resistance to her when
she told me I must go to my own bed. She said she would let me have one
embrace before she rose in the morning but that one was converted into
two exquisite spends. The next night the doctor wished to repose, as he
purposed surprising me in the morning. I laid myself out for this, and
when mamma was asleep I rose as if to piddle. I unbolted the door and
shook up the doctor, and then returned to bed. I had agreed with him to
make more noise than usual in the final ecstasy; he was to wait long
enough to allow of the after-enjoyment, as if he was taking time to
clothe himself a little, and was then to come in with a light. My
mother still slept. It was about four o’clock in the morning. I began
feeling her glorious buttocks, and, sliding under the clothes, turned
her legs apart—she insensibly slipped upon her back, I took her
charming clitoris between my lips, and soon sucked it into stiffness.
The excitement awoke her—she had dreamed I was fucking her—and so was
hot and randy. She drew me upon her bosom, threw the clothes off, and
her glorious limbs clasped my loins—her two hands pressed on my
buttocks, as if to drive me further home, and we ran a most delicious
course, I feigned to be even still more excited than I really was, and
almost brayed at the ecstatic moment of ejection. Mamma herself was too
far gone in delight to notice the loudness of my braying. She lay
panting and throbbing on my prick, almost in a state of insensibility
to aught else beside. Her eyes were closed, so that she did not observe
the entrance of the light carried by the doctor. It was not until he
was standing by the bedside, and made an exclamation of surprise, that
she was aware of his presence.

“She gave a scream—though not very loud—and covered her eyes with her
hand. I scrambled off her. The doctor, with great politeness, begged
her pardon for his intrusion, but hearing what appeared to him an
unearthly noise, he had feared she was taken ill.

“Here the usual resource of woman—tears—fell plentifully from mamma.
The doctor most affectionately begged her to calm herself.


“‘My dear madam,’ said he. ‘I do not in any way blame you for this. I
am a man of the world, and I know that incest is practised to a far
greater extent than is at all imagined, and to prove that it in no way
offends me, I may at once tell you that it was my own mother who
initiated me into these delightful mysteries. I see that this dear boy
looks terribly frightened at my being a witness to the delight he must
have had; but to put him at his ease, we may as well inform him that
we, too, have indulged in that delicious game. I may add that this is
not the first time I have joined in orgies with more than one man or
woman, and nothing gives me more pleasure than to embrace one reeking
from the arms of another, especially if I have been a witness to the
previous encounter. See, my dear madam, how this dear instrument stands
stiff in proof of what I say, and to insure my silence dear Harry must
not object to my enjoying you after and before him.’

“So saying he dropt off his trousers and jumped into bed. He was met
with feeble remonstrances from my mother at doing it before her son:
but I assured her that I rather preferred to see her at work, as she
knew, than otherwise, especially as she evidently enjoyed it so much.
So the doctor forthwith mounted her. There could be no doubt that she
enjoyed it equally with him. My cock stood at the sight. I put it into
her hand, and she squeezed it lovingly—then stooping I sucked one
nipple, and you know how this excites her, and slipped a hand behind
the doctor, and after gently tickling his ballocks, acted postillion to
his bottom-hole. They ran a most exciting course and died away in
mutual raptures. No sooner did he turn off than I jumped up into his
place, and in one moment was up to the cods in that overflowing cunt.
Mamma feebly expostulated, but the doctor begged her to let him have
the pleasure of witnessing the vigour of the youth. I knew that in
heart mamma was delighted, for all women especially enjoy having a
fresh prick into them immediately after a previous one has been
withdrawn.”

This is quite true—witness my own dear Benson in our early days; her
greatest delight was to have me the instant B. retired, and she avowed
that nothing could give her greater pleasure. I knew a lady in
after-life whom I and three others used to have together, and no sooner
was one off than another was on and sometimes two at once. She used to
tell us how she deceived her husband. When at Florence she had eight
lovers, and she had had them all on the same night without any of them
knowing of the others. She managed it in this way. She made them
come—two at ten o’clock, two at half-past ten, two at eleven, and two
a half-past eleven. They were put in four different rooms with
convenient sofas. She ran to No. 1 in a merely loose robe, which was
instantly thrown off. She was a magnificently made creature, the sight
of whose charms would inflame anyone. She rapidly got two goes from
the first without withdrawing. Then saying that her husband would be
seeking her if she did not leave him, she rang for her German valet,
who used to fuck her himself, and who afterwards confirmed her story to
me, who showed my gentleman out of the room. Off she ran to No. 2, told
him she had only got away by letting her husband have a go, and that he
thought she had only gone to the water closet so he must do one good
and leave her. Of course the cunt full of fuck only excited him the
more, and he very soon racked off to her great satisfaction, and was
dismissed, leaving the rooms vacant for the two at eleven. As there was
not five minutes to spare she ran to No. 3, where another lover was
waiting. The same pretence was made as to the last, but as he was
largely hung, she got two coups from him and then packed him off, and
in the same way ran to the others, always with the same story, getting
two coups out of three running, who were the best fuckers, and waiting
with the last until he could do no more.

The same lady told me that once while living at Dieppe her husband ran
over to England for a few days. During his absence she had four young
men to supper every night, and made them all fuck her on the sofa
squabs laid on the floor, accommodating one in her bottom at the same
time. During the day her landlord, a married man, used to come in and
rack her off besides. At one time she was left alone at Mannheim, where
she made acquaintance with an officer, who introduced a second, and a
third, until she knew eight in all. She had the whole lot once to
supper, and they all fucked her three times each. She was a wonderfully
fine woman, and could take no end of fucking. Her father had initiated
her at twelve years of age. She was of Greek origin, and actually was
hairy and menstruated at that early age. But all women are rakes in
their hearts, and numbers never encumber them.

During Harry’s encounter with his mother, the doctor stood beside them,
and handled Harry’s ballocks and acted postillion to him. Mamma took to
it most kindly. The sight again inflamed the doctor, the incestuous
idea enhancing the excitement. As Harry withdrew, he begged Mrs. Dale
to get on her hands and knees, to let him put it in from behind. He
would rather have gone in behind but did not think she was as yet quite
prepared to allow that. He only said that the movement below his eyes
of such a fine bottom as hers added to the excitement. He further
proposed that she should kneel over Harry’s body reversed, so that she
might gamahuche him, and he frig her beautiful clitoris.

“You mean to kill me between you,” she said, but all the same complied.
She sucked Harry’s prick and he spent in her mouth, which she swallowed
with great gusto, spending herself at the same moment in advance of the
doctor. Harry kept frigging her clitoris with one hand, while the other
was frigging the doctor’s bottom-hole. It was a long bout, she made
Harry spend twice in her mouth, while she spent thrice to the doctor’s
once, all dying away together in the final fuck. They lay long lost to
everything, and when they recovered, they separated and retired to
their own rooms.

The ice being thus broken, the remaining days were passed in the most
refined lasciviousness. The doctor had his way with her bottom, and
asked her leave to have Harry’s after Harry had had his mother’s
bottom-hole, while the doctor was fucking her, and had fucked the
doctor upon another occasion, the doctor crying out—“Hi, hi, hi!” as
if it hurt him, and he was losing his maidenhead. He professed immense
satisfaction, when she let him have Harry, declaring that he could not
tell whether having her both ways, having Harry, or being had himself,
was the greatest pleasure. Mamma declared that to have both apertures
filled at the same moment was the most delicious. It was then the
doctor said he would try. So fucking mamma in a kneeling position he
presented his great backside to Harry and was well fucked. It was after
this complete initiation that they returned home, and after such
proceedings, the transition to a general entry into our orgies was
easily arranged. As they were to arrive to a late dinner, it was
resolved that Mrs. Dale should stay the night, and we would see what
that would bring forth. They arrived accordingly. Mrs. Dale went to
Ellen’s room, taking Ellen with her to help her at her toilet. Here
ensued an explanation between them. Mrs. Dale felt that there must be
an explicit avowal on both sides. She admitted to Ellen that Harry had
come to her bed, and only succeeded in his horrible purpose by telling
her how he and Ellen had seen her operations with Charlie, and had
followed her example.

“And now, my dear Ellen, as there must be no secrets between us, tell
me if you and Charlie have got together.”

“Well, yes, we have. You know I had seen how immense he was, and yet
with what pleasure you took him in. So curiosity made me give way one
day that we were in the summer house, and he slept with me afterwards.”

“Does the doctor’s wife suspect?”

“Oh, yes, she knows all about it. I forgot to bolt the door one night;
in the morning Charlie made too much noise. She came in, merely in her
chemise, ran up and pulled him off me, without imagining she ran any
risk herself. Charlie seized her in his arms, and swore he would do as
much to her, to prevent her telling. She was horrified, and fled to her
own room, but had not time to shut him out; he forced the door open,
she ran to her bed, intending to ring for the servant, he caught her as
she had one knee up on the bed, and was into her from behind before she
could accomplish her purpose. She cried out to me, to come and pull him
away. I went, but told her Charlie was right, as it would prevent her
splitting upon us. I rather think that Charlie’s large proportions gave
her much pleasure, for she soon ceased to struggle, indeed she had her
back to him, and his strong arms round her waist prevented her using
her hands. She cried much afterwards, and talked about the greatness of
the crime. She had then got into bed. Charlie followed, to coax and
console her, and, of course, got into her again. I thought she enjoyed
the second, for her bottom heaved to meet him. She afterwards accused
him of the crime of seducing a young lady, her guest, but I stopped
that, by avowing that my cousin had had me previously. Then she accused
me of seducing Charlie, and here, I must implore your pardon, for I let
out inadvertently that you had initiated him, for I had seen you having
him.”

“Oh, you bad girl, how could you be so cruel and imprudent?”

“Well, dear aunt, there is no great harm done. Charlie’s aunt was soon
quite appeased and regularly joined us after this. She is as fond, if
not fonder, of gamahuching me as you used to be; she has grown greedy
for Charlie’s immense cock, envies your having had the first of him,
and says that if she had known of his wonderful proportions, she could
not have resisted initiating him herself. She hopes that, through my
means, she will become more intimate with you. I have told her of your
beautiful clitoris. She dotes on the gamahuche, and vows that she will
never be happy till she has done it to you.”

This explanation was a great relief to the widow, who knew she was all
right with the doctor, and now foresaw that it would be all right with
his wife also and they would have complete freedom to indulge in the
wildest lubricity. So having dressed, they descended to dinner. The
doctor had explained all their London doings to his wife, so that after
dinner the three ladies exchanged confidence. Aunt was so eager to see
and suck Mrs. Dale’s large clitoris that they adjourned to aunt’s
bedroom, where the doctor discovered them in the midst of their
operations. Mrs. Dale was stretched on her back, with extended
thighs—aunt, with her head pressed by Mrs. Dale’s hands down on her
cunt, was sucking at the splendid clitoris, and working some fingers in
and out her cunt. They were too intent on their pleasure to notice his
entrance. Aunt’s petticoats were above her hips, as she knelt. The old
boy’s cock stood, he advanced, knelt down, got between her legs, and
fucked her as she was, begging her to continue her lascivious
operations on Mrs. Dale. When he had finished, he congratulated both
ladies on the intimate friendship established between them, said it was
the best wish of his heart. He assured Mrs. Dale that his wife was the
best woman in the world, and never grudged him a little variety.

“So I have acknowledged my infidelity with you, and it appears my
nephew has been taking my place, in my absence. She tells me you
instructed Charlie, and that he is monstrous when in erection, as big
again as me, or as a certain Grenadier Captain, once a favourite of my
wife’s. I am curious to see it. She tells me also that he has been
sleeping with your charming niece Ellen, who, I must confess, has
raised in me a great desire to possess her. Now, my dear madam, if you
will consent to invite Charlie to sleep with you and Ellen, I could
come in, after you have each had a turn or two out of Charlie, and take
Ellen, while you would have Charlie all to yourself. My wife won’t
object, and I hope you will give your consent.”

“Well, my dear doctor, after what has occurred between us, I can refuse
you nothing, but I think dear Harry should have some comfort. I
suppose, my dear madam, that the doctor has told you of my son
surprising and violating me. Your husband reconciled me to his
caresses, and I can assure you that without the enormous size of
Charlie, he has a charming way that may please any woman. From what the
doctor says, you are free from prejudices, why should you be left out
in the cold, while we are all enjoying ourselves, why should you not go
to his bedroom, and see what he is made of. I, his mother, can strongly
recommend him to your favour.”

So it was arranged.

During the evening, Mrs. Dale whispered to me to come to them after the
domestics had gone to bed. I went and fucked them both three times,
twice in front and once behind, the one who was being fucked always
gamahuching the other. When I began to tail off, Mrs. Dale arose,
unbolted the door of communication with uncle’s room, and invited him
to Ellen’s arms, who was very glad to have a little further experience
of another man’s prick. Uncle gallantly gamahuched her before fucking
her, then begged to see my wonderful prick, pretended to be perfectly
astonished at its monstrous dimensions, and wondered how Ellen’s little
cunt could ever have taken it in. It was a tight fit certainly, but the
dear creature liked it none the worse for that. Before fucking Ellen,
he begged Mrs. Dale to let him guide my large prick into her. After
enjoying our first movements, and being excited into sufficient
consistency, he proceeded to fuck dear Ellen; even he had some
difficulty in entering, notwithstanding the libations I had previously
poured into her, but being once fairly hilted, he declared it was one
of the tightest little cunts it had ever been his good fortune to fuck.
After this, we proceeded each our way, and with a longer interval,
brought matters to the exquisite conclusion, panting and throbbing for
some time afterwards.

The doctor now retired, and we arranged ourselves for repose. We were
awakened in the morning by the entrance of aunt and Harry. He flew to
his mamma’s arms, who lay down on Ellen to gamahuche her while Harry
was fucking her. Aunt and I coupled in the old-fashioned way. Uncle
entered while we were in full operation, and seeing the tempting
backside of Harry, scrambled up behind and fucked his bottom. After we
had done, aunt pretended to be shocked at his attack on a boy’s
bottom—a woman’s was a different thing.

“Well, then, my dear, get upon Charlie the next time, and I shall fuck
your truly magnificent bottom.”

And he drew Mrs. Dale’s attention to the glorious proportions, not only
of aunt’s bottom, but of her body, and all her limbs.

“Oh, it is indeed glorious,” said she. “I must, my dear madam,
gamahuche you. I have not forgotten the exquisite pleasure you gave me
in that way.”

“Willingly,” cried my aunt, “provided you give me your clitoris to
occupy me.”

“Certainly, that will suit me admirably; but you must lie upon me, that
I may have the pleasure of gazing on that magnificent bottom, and
caressing the immense rotundities of your buttocks.”

Oh, it was a glorious sight to see these two wanton lascivious women in
the full enjoyment of each other. It set us all on fire, and the moment
they had done I slaked the fire within me in the capacious but tight
cunt of my aunt, while uncle fucked her bottom-hole. Mrs. Dale lay
under Ellen, while Harry fucked Ellen from behind, and Ellen gamahuched
her aunt, who herself guided her son’s prick into Ellen’s cunt, and
tickled her clitoris, at the same time acting postillion to her son’s
bottom-hole.

Oh! it was a splendid bout—we were all so excited and it was also the
first meeting of us all in one orgie. We all died away in a perfect
heaven of ecstasy, and lay long in the after-enjoyment. Our previous
night’s work made this the last for the time, and we all separated to
seek some welcome repose before breakfast time.

Mrs. Dale remained our visitor for three days, during which we met in
the doctor’s bedroom every night, and renewed our delicious orgies.
Mrs. Dale carried off her son and niece, and I promised to come over to
her cottage on the following Saturday, when Harry and I took turn and
turn about with the two dear creatures, sometimes fucking one between
us two at once. When the school resumed its work, Mrs. Dale and Ellen
always dined at the rectory on Sunday and slept there, when we made a
general orgie in the old style.

This continued until our midsummer holidays, when I was to leave the
rectory for King’s College. Mrs. Dale’s and Ellen’s pregnancies, daily
becoming nearer to the period of parturition, were getting more
difficult to conceal. We had long discussions with uncle as to what was
best to be done. It was at last arranged that they should leave the
cottage as if for a tour on the continent, but in reality should only
go to Paris, and take apartments in the house of a good accoucheuse
in the environs, and remain quiet there till the period of delivery. It
was not necessary for them to go before we broke up, and the doctor and
Harry and I could accompany them, and after I had seen my guardian on
my return to London, I had no doubt of getting his leave, and the
necessary means to visit the continent up to the middle of October,
when the classes would begin. It all fell out as arranged. Nothing of
the pregnancy was visible, thanks to the full robes worn.

We accomplished our journey, found a capital accoucheuse in a
beautiful neighbourhood, with a large garden. Harry, uncle, and aunt
remained with them, while I returned to London. I saw my guardian, who,
after putting me through an examination, expressed himself much pleased
with my progress, said the visit to the continent would expand my mind,
and that he would furnish me with the means. He recommended that I
should visit my mother first for a fortnight, and announced that at
about the end of that time the girls would come up to London to enter a
first-rate finishing school. He further told me he had proposed to and
had been accepted by Miss Frankland, and they were to be married at the
same time; my sisters were to be bridesmaids, and I could be present at
the marriage before going abroad. All this being arranged, I ran down
home. My mother was delighted to see me, and thought me grown and much
improved. It is needless to say how glad my sisters and Miss Frankland
were to see me. They had had no fucking except by tongue or dildo, so
you may imagine the fury with which they set upon me the first two or
three nights. We resumed all our lascivious operations of former days.
My sisters had developed into splendid women, the youngest still the
most libidinous. Dear Miss Frankland, on my congratulating her on her
intended marriage, lovingly told me that it was the prospect of being
near me that had reconciled her to it. We spent a most delicious
fortnight, which passed like a day.

I found an opportunity of fucking my old governess, Mrs. Vincent that
was. My son was a fine little fellow, toddling about and talking
already. His mother loved me as much as ever, and was become a finer
developed woman, more amorous and lecherous than she used to be. She
said no one could be kinder or more loving than her husband, and she
had never been unfaithful to him but with me, whom, as her own
formation, she must always love, and would never refuse me anything I
asked when it could be safely done. At the sole opportunity I had I
fucked her three times without drawing, and finished with a
bottom-fuck. I may here mention that a little girl followed for nine
months from that period, which she always assured me was mine.

My mother, the girls, and Miss Frankland all came up with me to London.
The marriage went off with eclat. My guardian made very handsome
presents to my sisters, and gave me a gold watch, chain, and seals,
together with a handsome cheque for my travelling expenses. He and his
bride, whom I fucked just before she went to church, departed for
Scotland, to return by the English lakes, for their honeymoon trip. A
few days afterwards, having had two or three nights excellent fucking
with my sisters, mamma and I conducted them to their school, and left
them with tearful adieux. My mother was to remain in town for a week
until uncle and aunt’s return, when she intended to accompany her
sister to the rectory and remain there until I returned from the
continent. I was quickly again in Paris. We took rooms near the two
darlings, where uncle and aunt remained for the week they had yet to
stay. We took mamma and Ellen several times to the play, and they slept
with us every night. Uncle and aunt left at the end of the week, but we
kept on the apartments for the dear women to come to us, fucking them
as much as we could. It seemed as if their pregnancy stimulated their
lubricity, for we could hardly satisfy them. We had at least always to
take them on hands and knees, although neither of them ever showed much
in front—their babes lying just between—but, by Jove, their hips
expanded splendidly. Dear mamma measured a yard across, and her
backside projected almost as much as my aunt’s. She loved to be fucked
in her bottom-hole to the last. We actually had them both up to the
night before the day they were each confined. Nothing could be more
favourable than their time. As I formerly stated, each had a little
daughter.

On the ninth day afterwards they were both able to rise, but as it
would have been very prejudicial to renew our intercourse before
another three weeks had elapsed, Harry and I went off for a walking
excursion in Switzerland, which we traversed in all directions, with
continual delight at the glorious scenery. We did not touch a single
woman. When very sharp set we fucked each other, but very little even
of that, so that we renovated our constitutions and returned in robust
health, ready to do justice to the charms of the two darlings, who had
impatiently awaited our arrival.

It is needless to repeat the description of the delicious fucking with
which they welcomed us. They appeared more lovely than ever, especially
Ellen, who had developed into womanhood. We made arrangements to leave
the two darling children in the hands of a healthy wet nurse, and set
out on an expedition down the Loire to Tours, Bordeaux, and the
Pyrenees, returned at the end of September by Montpellier, Nismes,
Avignon, and Lyons.

The two babes were in excellent health. Arrangements were made for
their remaining with their foster mother for a year, and we all
returned to London together.

We had three nights’ delicious fucking before they returned to the
country, and promises were made that they would come to town from time
to time to renew our orgies. My mother and aunt came up to see me
settled in my lodgings, which were taken in Norfolk Street, and I was
entered at King’s College.

I passed a delicious night with aunt before she left; and ran down with
my mother to see her safe home. On my return I found my guardian had
returned. I called to pay my respects to his wife. I found her alone,
and we managed her first piece of adultery, which, as you may suppose,
was not the last. But as this third volume is already a long one, I
shall here close it.

The fourth will introduce us to London, and renew the delicious
intercourse with Mrs. Benson, as well as with my guardian’s wife, and
our dear friend MacCallum, as well as many other friends.

END OF VOLUME III.



















VOLUME IV.

CONTENTS

Jane—Ann—Mrs. Nichols—The Benson, the Egerton, and the Count—Ann,
the Nichols, and MacCallum—Aunt, Uncle, Harry, the Frankland and the
De Grandvits—Carl—The Count—The Frankland

I concluded my last volume by saying that I had taken lodgings in
Norfolk Street, Strand, for the convenience of being near King’s
College. It was at the house of a Mrs. Nichols, tall, powerfully built,
masculine, but a kind and motherly looking widow of fifty-two—an
attentive and bustling landlady, looking herself to the better cooking,
and having a plain cook, who was also a general servant, to help her
downstairs, and two nieces to do the waiting and attendance on her
lodgers upstairs. The younger was there alone when I entered the
lodgings; her elder sister had had what they called a “misfortune,” and
was then in the country until she could be unburthened of it. She was
expected back in about six weeks. Meanwhile, as the winter was not the
season, I was the only lodger, and the younger had only me to attend
to; her name was Jane; she was but a little thing, but very well made,
good bubbies and bottom, which I soon discovered were firm and hard,
projecting fully on both sides. She was fairly good looking, but with a
singular innocent manner of freedom about her that made me imagine she
had as yet had no chance of a “misfortune.” In a week we became
intimate, and after often praising her pretty face and figure, I
snatched a kiss now and then, which at first she resented with an
attractive yet innocent sort of sauciness. It was in her struggles on
these occasions that I became aware of the firm and hard bosom and
bottom.

Up to this time my flirtations were without ulterior object, but the
reality of the attractions of these hidden charms raised my lustful
passions. I gradually increased my flatteries and caresses, squeezed
her bubbies, when I sometimes drew her on my knee and was kissing her,
and as at first she resisted my drawing her to my knee, I took occasion
to lay hold of her buttocks, which I found more developed than I could
have supposed. Gradually her resistance to these little liberties
ceased and she would quietly sit on my knee and return the kiss I gave.
Her dress was a little open in front, so from feeling her bubbies
outside, I gradually got to feeling their naked beauties inside. I now
thought I could attempt greater familiarities, so one day when seated
on my knee with one arm round her waist, I pressed her to my lips, and
while so engaged, whipt my free arm up her petticoats, and before she
had become aware of the movement, had got my hand upon her mount, a
very nicely haired one. She started up to a standing position, but as I
held her close clasped round the waist she could not get away, and her
new position enabled me the easier to get my hand between her thighs
and thus to feel her charming pouting little cunt. I began attempting
to frig her clitoris, but stooping she drew her cunt away, and looking
at me with a droll innocent expression of alarm, and with a perfect
unconsciousness of the import of her words, cried,—“Oh! take care
what you are at. You don’t know how a lodger this last summer suffered
for seizing me in that way and hurting me very much. I screamed out,
aunt came up, and, do you know, he had £50 to pay for his impudence.”

I could not but smile at the extraordinary innocence of the girl.

“But I do not hurt you, dear Jane,” said I, “and don’t mean to do so.”

“That was what he said, but he went on in a most horrible way, and not
only hurt me very much, but made me bleed.”

“It would not be with his hand, you see I only gently press this soft
hairy little thing. I am sure that don’t hurt you.”

“Oh, no! if that was all I should not mind it, it was when he pushed me
on the sofa, and pressed upon me, that he hurt me terribly, and you
must take care what you are about, or you, too, will have to pay £50.”

There was a curious air of innocence in all this; it was evident to me
the fellow had got into her, and broken her hymen with violence, and
then her screams had prevented his finishing his work. Her manner
convinced me that she was really not aware of the consequences, or
rather had not as yet really had her sexual passions aroused.

“Well, my dear Jane, I neither intend to hurt you or make myself liable
to pay £50, but you will not refuse me the pleasure of feeling this
nice little hairy nest, you see how gentle I am.”

“Well, if you will do me no more hurt than that I shan’t refuse you,
because you are a nice kind young gentleman, and very different from
the other rough fellow, who never chattered with me and made me laugh
as you do—but you must not push your fingers up there, it was
something he pushed up there that hurt me so.”

I withdrew my finger, and as, at my request, she had opened her thighs
a little, I felt and caressed her very nice little cunt, and with a
finger pressed externally above her clitoris, I could see that she
flushed and shivered on feeling me there. However, I did no more than
gently press and feel all her hairy mount and fat pouting cunt; she
said I must let her go, or her aunt would be coming up.

The first step was now gained. Gradually I progressed further and
further; felt her charming bare arse as she stood before me, got her to
let me see the beautiful curls she had got on her cunt, then came to
kissing it, until at last she opened her thighs and let me tongue it,
to her most exquisite delight. I made her spend for the first time in
her life, and soon she came to me for it. I had gradually introduced a
finger up her cunt while licking her clitoris and exciting her so much
that she was unconscious of my doing it; then two fingers, and after
she had spent deliriously, I made them perform an imitation of a throb,
which made her jump and ask what I was doing. I asked if she did not
feel that my fingers were inside of her sweet Fanny.

“You don’t say so. It was there I was so hurt.”

“But I do not hurt you, dear Jane?”

“Oh, dear no, it makes me feel queer, but it is very nice.”

“Well, now you know that I have two fingers inside, I will use my
tongue again against your charming little clitoris, and work the
fingers in and out.”

I did so, and she soon spent in an agony of delight, pressing my head
down hard on her cunt, and crying—“Oh! oh! it is too great a
pleasure!” and then died off, half insensible. Another time I repeated
this she told me not to forget to use my fingers. Having made her spend
twice I took her on my knee, and told her that I possessed an
instrument that would give her far more pleasure than tongue or finger.

“Indeed?” said she, “where is it? I should so like to see it.”

“You won’t tell.”

“Oh, no!”

So pulling out my stiff-standing prick, she stared in amazement. She
had really never seen a prick, although it was evidently a prick that
had deflowered her, for with my fingers I had explored her cunt, and
found no hymen there. I put her hand upon it, she involuntarily grasped
it firmly.

“This enormous thing could never get into my body, look, it is thicker
than all your fingers put together, and only two fingers feel so tight.”

“Yes, darling, but this dear little thing stretches, and was made to
receive this big thing.”

I was exciting her clitoris with my finger, she grew evidently
lasciviously inclined, so saying, “Just let me try, and if it hurts you
I will stop; you know I am always gentle with you.”

“So you are, my dear fellow, but take care not to hurt me.” She lay
down on the bed, as I desired, with feet up and knees laid open. I spat
on my prick, and wetted the knob and upper shaft well, then bringing it
to her cunt, well moistened by my saliva in gamahuching her, I held
open the lips with the fingers of my left hand, and half buried its
knob before getting to the real entrance.

“Don’t flinch, dearest, I shall not hurt.” And I got it well over the
knob, and buried it one inch further.

“Stop!” she cried, “it seems as if it would burst me open, it so
stretches me.”

“But it does not hurt you, dearest?” I had immediately stopped before
asking the question.

“No not exactly, but I feel as if something was in my throat.”

“Rest a little, and that will go off.” I slipped a finger down on her
clitoris, and as I frigged it she grew more and more excited, giving
delicious cunt pressures on my prick, it gradually made its way by the
gentle pushing I continued to make without other movements. It was more
than half in when she spent, this not only lubricated the interior, but
the inner muscles relaxing, a gentle shove forward housed it to the
hilt, and then I lay quiet until she recovered from the half fainting
state her last discharge had produced; soon the increased pressures of
the inner folds showed that her passions were awakening afresh. She
opened her eyes and, looking lovingly, said I had given her great
pleasure, but she felt as if something enormous was stretching her
inside to the utmost. Had I got it all in?

“Yes, dearest, and now it will be able to give you greater pleasure
than before.” I began a slow withdrawal and return, frigging her
clitoris at the same time, for I was standing between her legs. She
soon grew wild with excitement, nature prompting her, her arse rose and
fell almost as well as if she was mistress of the art. The novel
combination of prick and finger quickly brought on the ecstatic crisis.
I, too, was wild with lust, and we spent together, ending in an
annihilation of all our senses by the extreme ecstasy of the final
overpowering crisis. We lay panting for some time in all the
after-joys. Dear Jane begged me to give her some water, as she felt
quite faint. I withdrew, still almost in a standing state, got her some
water, helped her up, seated her on the sofa and kissed her lovingly as
I thanked her for the exquisite joy she had given me. She threw her
arms round my neck, and with tears in her eyes told me I had taught her
the joys of heaven, and she should always love me, and I must always
love her, for now she could not live without me. I kissed and dried her
eyes, and told her we should in future enjoy it even more when she got
accustomed to it.

“Let me see the dear thing that gave me such pleasure.”

I pulled it out, but it was no longer at the stand; and this surprised
her. I explained the necessity of its being so, but said she would
quickly see it rise and swell to the former size if she continued to
handle it so nicely. It rose almost before I could say as much. She
fondled it, and even stooped and kissed its ruby head. We should
quickly have got to another bout of fucking if the ringing of the call
bell had not brought us to a sense of its imprudence; so after
arranging her hair and dress, she hastily descended with some of the
breakfast things.

Of course, so good a beginning led to constant renewals and Jane
quickly became extremely amorous, and under my instruction a first-rate
fucker.

As all my dear friends were not in London, I was fortunate in having
such a bonne bouche to comfort me. My sisters passed every Sunday
with me, and both got some good fucking out of me in every way, without
raising any suspicions in the house.

A month after I had taken up my residence at Mrs. Nichols’s, Jane’s
sister arrived. She was a much finer woman than Jane, broad shouldered,
wide-spread bosom, which, in after-days, I found had not suffered by
her “misfortune,” but then she had not suckled it. Her hips were widely
projected, and she was grand and magnificent in her arse. Naturally of
a very hot temperament, when once she had tasted the magnificent weapon
I was possessed of, she grew most lasciviously lustful, and was one of
the best fuckers I ever met with. Her power of nip almost equalled by
beloved aunt’s. Jane was fair, Ann was dark, with black locks and black
hairy cunt—a very long cunt, with a small tight hole in it, and above
it a wide-spread projecting mount, splendidly furnished with hair. Her
clitoris was hard and thick, but with little projection. She also
became madly fond of arse-fucking, and particularly liked me to spend
therein. This was partly to prevent any consequences leading to a
second “misfortune.”

On her first arrival Jane was much afraid she would discover our
connection and we took every precaution, although I, in my heart,
wished this might occur, for as she occasionally waited on me, I grew
lecherous upon one whose charms, even covered, excited me greatly. I
always flattered and praised her magnificence of figure whenever she
came alone to me, but as Jane generally was running in and out, I did
not attempt further action. One morning I overheard Mrs. Nichols tell
Jane to put on her bonnet and go to Oxford Street on some errand; I
knew thus that Ann would attend on me, and there would be no chance of
interruption from Jane, so I determined to come at once to the point.
We had become on friendly, chatty terms, and when she had laid
breakfast I asked her to help me on with my coat, which done, I thanked
her and with one arm round her waist drew her to me and kissed her.
“Hallo!” said she, “that is something new,” but did not attempt to
withdraw, so giving her another kiss, I told her what a glorious woman
she was, and how she excited me—just see. I held one of her hands, and
before she was aware, placed it on my huge prick, that bulged out of my
trousers as if it would burst its way through.

She could not help squeezing it, while she cried—“Goodness, gracious!
what an enormous thing you have got!”

Her face flushed, her eyes sparkled with the fire of lust that stirred
her whole soul. She tried to grasp it.

“Stop,” said I, “and I will put it in its natural state into your hand.”

So pulling it out, she seized it at once, and most lasciviously gazed
upon it, pressing it gently. She evidently was growing lewder and
lewder, so I at once proposed to fuck her, and thinking it best to be
frank, and put her at her ease, I told her that I knew she had had a
“misfortune,” but if she would let me fuck her I should be on honour to
withdraw before spending, and thus avoid all chance of putting her
belly up.

She had become so randy that she felt, as she afterwards told me, she
could not refuse so splendid a prick of a size she had often dreamt of,
and longed for.

“Can I trust you?” said she.

“Safely, my dear.”

“Then you may have me—let me embrace that dear object.”

Stooping, she kissed it most voluptuously, shivering at the same time
in the ecstasy of a spend produced by the mere sight and touch. She
gave one or two “oh’s,” and drawing me to the bed by my prick, threw
herself back, pulling her petticoats up at the same time. Then I beheld
her splendid cunt in all its magnificence of size and hairiness. I sank
on my knees and glued my lips to the oozing entrance, for she was one
who spent most profusely, her cunt had the true delicious odour, and
her spunk was thick and glutinous for a woman.

I tongued her clitoris, driving her voluptuously wild. So she cried—

“Oh! do put that glorious prick into me, but remember your promise.”

I brought it up to that wide-spread, large-lipped, and immense cunt. I
fully expected that big as I was I should slip in over head and
shoulders with the greatest ease. So you may imagine my surprise to
find the tightest and smallest of entrances to the inner vagina I
almost ever met with, it was really with greater difficulty I effected
an entrance than I had with her little sister, whose cunt presented no
such voluptuous grandeur. It was as tight a fit as Ellen’s was to me on
our first coition. Tight as it was, it gave her nothing but the most
exquisite pleasure, she was thoroughly up to her work, and was really
one of the most voluptuous and lascivious fuckers I have ever met with,
excellent as my experience has been. I made her, with fucking and
frigging, spend six times before I suddenly withdrew my prick, and
pressing its shaft against her wet lips, and my own belly, spent
deliciously outside. Shortly after it rose again, and this time after
making her spend as often as before, for she was most voluptuously
lustful, when I withdrew, she suddenly got from under me, and seizing
its shaft with one hand, stooped and took its knob between her lips,
and quickly made me pour a flood of sperm into her mouth, which she
eagerly swallowed and sucked on to my great delight.

We should have had a third bout but for the necessity of her going down
to her aunt.

I breakfasted, then rang to take away. Again we had a delicious fuck,
and a third when she came to make the bed and empty the slops. This
third time I begged her to kneel on the sofa, and let me see her
gloriously grand arse, and when I had to retire I would show her a way
that would continue both our pleasure. So after fucking her from
behind, and making her spend far oftener than me, I withdrew, and
pushing it up between the lips over the clitoris, with my hand round
her waist, I pressed it tightly against her cunt and clitoris, and
continued to wriggle my arse, made her spend again as I poured a flood
all up over her belly. She declared it was almost as good as if inside.

After this very shortly I proposed to push its nose into her
bottom-hole, and just spend within.

With reluctance at first, it ended in her not only liking the point
there, but deliciously enjoying my whole prick within, and eventually
it was always the receptacle of a first discharge induced by fucking,
and a second fuck completely carried on in that more secret altar of
lust. She became a first-rate enculeuse.

It soon happened that both sisters knew of the other enjoying me, and
it ended in their slipping down from their attic, where both slept in
the same bed, to my room, and we had most delicious fucking and double
gamahuching.

Ann was by far the finest and the most lascivious fuck, but little Jane
had a certain charm of youth and also of freshness, which got her a
fair share of my favours.

We carried this on for several weeks until use made us careless and
noisy.

The aunt, when no lodgers occupied the room, slept overhead, and,
probably being sleepless one morning, when it was early daylight, heard
our voices, came down and surprised me in the very act of fucking Ann
and gamahuching Jane, who stood above her and presented her cunt to my
lecherous tongue. A loud exclamation from their aunt roused us up at
once.

“Get to bed, you dreadful hussies.”

They fled without a moment’s hesitation.

Mrs. Nichols then began to remonstrate with me on the infamy of my
conduct. I approached the door apparently to get my shirt, for I was
stark naked, but in fact to shut and lock my door, and then to turn on
Mrs. Nichols, who apparently had quite forgotten she had only her short
shift on, which not only allowed the full display of very fine, firm,
and ample bubbies, but not falling below the middle of her thighs,
showed remarkably well made legs and small knees, with the swelling of
immense thighs just indicated.

My stiff-standing prick in full vigour, and if anything, still more
stimulated by the unexpected beauties shown by Mrs. Nichols, I turned
upon her and seizing her round the waist from behind, pushed her
forward, and before she could recover herself I had hauled up her
“cutty sark,” seen a most magnificent arse, and into her cunt—not
without somewhat painful violence, before she could recover from the
surprise of the attack.

She screamed out murder, but there was no one who could hear but the
girls, and they knew better than to interrupt me. I kept fucking away
in spite of cries, and passing an arm round her body, with my finger I
got to her clitoris, which sprang out into considerable proportions. My
big prick and the frigging of her clitoris produced their natural
result. In spite of herself she grew full of lust. I felt her cunt
pressures, and knew how her passions were rising. Speedily, in place of
resisting, she began to cry, “Oh, oh,” and breathe hard, and then most
gloriously wriggled her splendid arse, and as I spent she too was taken
in the delicious ecstasy of the final crisis. She lay throbbing on my
delighted prick until it stood as stiff as before. I began a slow
movement, she made no resistance, except crying out, “Oh! dear, oh!
dear,” as if in spite of regrets, she could not help enjoying it;
indeed, at last she said—

“Oh! what a man you are, Mr. Roberts; it is very wrong of you to do
this, but I cannot resist enjoying it myself. It is years since I did
such a thing, but as you have done it, it makes me wish you should do
it again. Let us change position.”

“Very well, but you must throw off this tiresome chemise, or I won’t
withdraw.”

As her lust was so excited, she made no objection, so withdrawing we
stood up; she drew her shift over her head, and displayed a far more
splendid form, with an exquisitely fair and dimpled skin, than I could
have thought possible.

“My dear Mrs. Nichols, what a fine perfect form you have got, let me
embrace you in my arms.”

She was nothing loath, flattered by my praise. She laid hold of my cock
with one hand, and closely clasped me with the other arm, while I threw
an arm and hand round on her truly magnificent arse, and with my other
hand pressed on a wonderful pair of bubbies as hard and firm as any
maid of eighteen. Our mouths met in a loving kiss, our tongues
exchanged endearments. She said—

“You have made me very wicked, let me have this enormous and dear
fellow again.”

I said I must first gaze on all her beauties, especially on her
gorgeous and enormous bottom. She turned herself round in every way,
delighted to find that I so ardently admired her.

She then lay down on her back, and spread wide her legs, and called to
me to mount and put it in.

“First I must kiss this beautiful cunt, and suck this superb clitoris.”

Her mount was covered with closely curled brown silky locks; her cunt
was large with grand thick lips and well-haired sides. Her clitoris
stood out quite three inches, red and stiff. I took it in my mouth,
sucked it, and frigged her cunt with two fingers, which went in with
the greatest ease, but were nipped tightly the moment the entrance was
gained, and I frigged and sucked until she spent madly with absolute
screams of delight. I continued to suck and excite her, which quickly
made her cry out—

“Oh, darling boy, come and shove your glorious prick into my longing
cunt.”

I sprang up and buried him until our two hairs were crushed between us.
She held me tight for a minute without moving, then went off like a
wild Bacchante, and uttered voluptuous bawdy expressions.

“Shove your delicious prick further and harder. Oh, you are killing me
with delight.”

She was a perfect mistress of the art, gave me exquisite pleasure, and,
I may add, proved afterwards a woman of infinite variety, and became
one of my most devoted admirers. Our intrigue continued for years,
while her age, as is the case with good wine, only appeared to improve
her. Her husband was not a bad fucker, but having only a small prick,
had never stimulated her lust as my big splitter had done.

We had on this first occasion three other good fucks, which she seemed
to enjoy more and more.

As I had previously fucked the girls pretty well, my prick at last
refused to rise and perform. We had to stop fucking, but I gamahuched
her once more after again posing her, and admiring her really
wonderfully well made and well-preserved body. She had a good suck at
my cock, without bringing him up again.

At last we separated, but not before she made a promise that she would
sleep with me that night, and a glorious night we had. I had the more
difficult task of reconciling her to my having her nieces. I used to
have them one night, and sleep with her the next.

Ann, as I have said, was one of the lewdest and most lascivious women I
had ever known. I had told them of the beauty of their aunt’s whole
person, and of her wonderful clitoris, and how she liked me to
gamahuche it. This awakened the tribadic passions of Ann to gamahuche
her aunt.

I, at last, persuaded her to let
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