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​ A Most Potent List

 


by

 


Rebecca Milton


 


My father made sure I was far more educated
than any other woman in the county. This included women my own age
and those who were much, much older. He instilled in me a curiosity
about all manner of life. He built in me an appetite for
literature, art, dance and the theater. He filled me with a strong
working understanding of politics, business and philosophy. He gave
me a clear understanding of class and situation. He carved in me an
awareness of the need to be kind and caring to all God’ creatures.
When he died, the last thing he left me was... incredibly
wealthy.

My mother left me with grace, beauty, a keen
understanding of a woman’s place in the world, the guile and wit to
circumvent that place while bruising no one. When she died, she
left me with a deep understanding of the power of love and a yet
untapped passion for sex.

My parents loved each other to the very end.
I don’t say this with the usual kind of blind romanticism usually
found in girls my age. I state it as a fact. They loved each other
until the end. I say this because they died together, their hearts
giving out due to exhaustion, in the middle of coitus. I found them
that morning, my father’s rigor mortis stiffened penis still deep
inside my mother. Both of them with the most serene, pleasurable
expressions on their faces.

When I walked into their bed chamber that
morning; my parents, unlike most couples of our class, still shared
a bed every night. I was surprised they were still in bed,
apparently asleep. When I spoke to them they did not respond, nor
did they react when I shook them. I knew then that they were dead.
I was shocked and grieved.

When I made closer examination and realized
that they had died in coitus, I was thrilled and I laughed for
quite some time. I laughed and smiled all during the church
service, through the funeral and, I was only momentarily sad when
they put the coffins in the earth and I realized that they were
separate. Unable, I thought, to be locked in passion again. Yet,
when the good minister Talbot spoke of how they would live in
heaven as they had lived on earth, together and free, I laughed
again. I imagined mother, her skirts up, bent over, grasping the
bars of the pearly gates while my father stood behind her, grasping
her bottom and plowing her muff with his engorged penis.

“When your father takes me from behind,” my
mother was fond of telling me, “I often fear the level of pleasure
will be just too much and I will die.” She would then pause, sip
her tea and look dreamily into the distance. “Oh, but what a way to
go,” she would say and we would laugh and laugh.

 


***

 


I was 18 when my parents humped their way off
this mortal coil. A beautiful, intelligent and remarkably wealthy
woman. My Uncle Nestor claimed I was vulnerable and needed a
guiding hand. Nestor was my father’s younger and only sibling. He
was smart, wealthy, good in business, a pillar of the community
however, he was a crashingly dull prude. When I told him how my
parents has passed into the great beyond... He fainted. When I saw
him before the funeral he handed me a piece of rolled up
parchment.

“What is this, my Dear Uncle,” I said, he
gestured for me to unroll it and read it. He placed a scented
handkerchief over his nose and mouth while I did. On the parchment
was written, in his precise hand, a list of over six hundred words.
Male and female body parts. Sexual positions and bawdy words. The
list was enormous and quite stunning in it’s scope. I had no idea
what it had meant or why he had given it to me. I suddenly wondered
if my bachelor Uncle was trying to... woo me.

“Uncle,” I said, “is this a list of
suggestions? Is this a list of things that you feel you and I
should do together?” He spun on me and his jaw dropped in
horror.

“I’m not adverse to the idea,” I said,
understanding now that wooing was not the case and deciding to
tease him a little, “but, you’ll have to be patient with me and
explain what some of these things are.” He gasped and pressed his
handkerchief harder to his face. “...for instance,” I continued, “
you’ll have to tell me what a blow...” - he fainted dead away. He
was revived by Doctor Clemens and the funeral went on. Later, back
at the house the mourners and friends had gathered as they usually
did after a funeral. At one point in the evening, Uncle Nestor
cornered me in the library.

“The list,” he whispered, “dear niece, is a
list of words you must never, ever utter in my presence. Indeed,”
he continued, “I would think it best that a person of your age,
being a member of the tender sex, not even think about any
of the words on that list.” He nodded. “For your own good.” He was
a dear man and I loved him very much. I knew he was only looking
our for my best interests. I had teased him enough.

“You are very wise, dear Uncle,” I said, “I
will familiarize myself with the list so that I may avoid any
mistake of accidentally shocking you and then I will lock it away
in a trunk and never look on it again.” His face lit up with
gratitude and he gave me a warm, if not slightly chased,
embrace.

As the evening wound down, guests began to
leave, heading for their own homes. The servants straightened the
manor and cleared away all remnants of the party. I went upstairs
and sat on the edge of my parents bed. I missed them a great deal
and I felt quite alone still, I could not be sad. I knew that a
love as strong as theirs would transcend death and last for all
eternity. I wondered if I would ever find such a love.

 


***

 


The days rolled by and I kept my father’s
investments thriving. His business partners eventually softened to
the idea of a woman having a voice and they grew to trust and
respect me. I was fine. I didn’t find myself being taken advantage
of as Uncle Nestor had warned. I conducted business, ran the manor,
paid the bills and lived a very quiet, simple life. Uncle Nestor
came once or twice a week to check on me, have dinner and lecture
me about the duties of a wealthy woman.

A few Sundays I allowed him to drag me to
church and stood by him as he belted out hymns with much gusto and
many missed notes. On those Sunday outings he often was rather
“surprised” when we met up with a fine, young, single man at
church. He would introduce me and, after the service, would
encourage the young man to walk me home. His match making attempts
were as subtle as his shrieking tenor voice, but, I appreciated his
efforts.

“My old aching legs,” he would say, “I would
be greatly in your debt young sir, if you’d accompany my niece back
to her splendid, but lonely manor.” The men he happened upon and
set on me were always very kind, very polite but, as frightfully
dull as dear Uncle Nestor.

To amuse myself on these walks I would often
pepper the conversations with words from the forbidden list that I
promised my dear Uncle never to glance at but, that I actually
studied and memorized every night. I truly did not know what half
the words on the list meant. I would judge their severity by the
amount of stuttering they would cause in my companions.

When the poor lad who was chosen to walk me
home heard a particularly interesting word and passed out, I would
put a small check mark by that word on the list when I got home. So
it went. Uncle Nestor taking care of me, setting me up with men of
good marriageable stock and me shocking them to tears or leaving
them passed out in the brambles and thickets that lined our path on
the walk home from church.

As for the list, it became my constant
obsession. I read it over at night in my chamber after Maggie, my
hand maid, had undressed me and tucked me into bed. I would pull
the list from a small locked box in my night table, light a candle
and read it over. The words I did know, such as the male and female
body parts, I quickly memorized and cast aside. But other words,
phrases, fascinated me and filled me with wonder.

What, for instance, was “cunnilingus”? How
did one get a “blow job” and what were the working conditions?
These were the times when I missed my mother most. She was always
willing to speak honestly about sex with me, but, I had never been
that curious. I certainly had never had such a tantalizing list
before and now, it was too late.

There was no one I trusted enough to let my
hair down and get a little naughty with. I had to keep an air of
composure up around the servants and Uncle Nestor was no good to
me. Often times, in the summer, if he caught a direct glimpse of a
woman’s bosom, he would turn pale and fall into the nearest body of
water. The list caused me to burn with a desire to know, to
understand. Sadly, I had no teacher.

 


***

 


The winter was quiet and nice. Christmas time
I spent with Nestor and various cousins twice, sometimes three
times removed. The boys were all very much like Nestor, blushing
and coughing if I came too close. Covering their laps with blankets
and unable to stand if I sat beside them and happened to touch them
in any way. The girls all seemed to have one foot in the nunnery
and one foot in the grave, I doubted if any of them had even seen
themselves naked. Which, to me, was a shame.

In my time alone I had discovered that I
looked very much forward to my evening bath. Candles burning, a hot
tub and me, alone with my thoughts and secret wonders. Before I
would bathe I had taken to standing in front of the glass and
looking at my body. My mother had always taught me that your body
was a gift and one shouldn’t be ashamed of it. I certainly wasn’t
ashamed of mine.

My breasts were rather large, round and very
buoyant. They stood perky and plump. My nipples seemed quite
lovely, pink and bursting like cherries. My hips were smooth and
not too wide. My bottom had a lovely curve to it, with just enough
flesh to make it like the paintings of angels I had often admired
in the museum.

All in all, I was quite pleased with my body
and I was certain I would be able to give pleasure to a man with
it. If only I knew what to do. One evening, during my bath, I ran
my fingers up my legs to the soft hair between them. I pushed my
fingers down into the soft, wet crevice and I found a burst of
pleasure. My index finger seemed to land on a button of sorts. A
small nob of soft flesh with a certain hardness underneath. I
stroked it with my finger and waves of pleasure shot through my
body.

At first I was scared, not knowing what was
happening. But, in my next bath, I took the stroking further. I
slipped two fingers inside of myself and with my other hand, I
played with my soft button. The result was stunning. I nearly
passed out from the pleasure. My breathing quickened, my head swam,
my eyes blurred and suddenly, I could feel the muscles inside my
woman's part squeezing and releasing in the most glorious manner. I
felt a thick wetness spill out of me and I was unable to control my
cries to God above. Certain, I was, that this feeling of ecstasy
was a miracle sent by his divine hand. After time, a warm,
satisfying sleep crept over me. I got out of the bath, wrapped
myself in thick towels and went to bed.

“Is all well, ma’am,” Maggie asked. “I
thought I heard you cry out.”

“I am quite fine, Maggie,” I said, my head
still swimming from the glorious feeling in the bath.

“Did... Did you have a nice bath, then” she
asked with a very strange smile on her face. I didn’t care, I was
so deeply relaxed and satisfied.

“As a matter of fact,” I said, “it was about
the best bath I have ever had.” She laughed and gave me a wink.

“Good for you, ma’am,” she said, “I’d say it
was about time you had a good bath.” She left me and a delicious
sleep overtook me.

 


***

 


For the nest few weeks I continued my
religious explorations in the bath. I was able to rub my button,
push my fingers inside and bring about the glorious ecstasy several
times in one bath. Always, Maggie would ask if I enjoyed myself.
Always, I did.

The days went like this for many months. I
conducted business, looked after the affairs of the manor, made
money, visited with Uncle Nestor, helped the poor, attended church
and, in the evening, I would take a bath. All was well, but the
list was still there, still unsolved. I began to think that what
was happening in the bath was somehow connected to many of the
words and phrases on the list. My curiosity burned.

One evening, after my bath, I was still very
restless. I could not sleep. The air was warm and the moon was
full. It bathed my room in a crystal blue light and refused to
allow me sleep. I rose, put on my robe and wandered down the
stairs. I was heading toward the kitchen, thinking perhaps a snack
would satisfy me, when I heard a very strange sound. Grunting and
moaning. It sounded like animals and it was coming from my late
father’s study. I quietly crept to the door and opened it ever so
slightly.

I was shocked by the sight. Maggie, her
skirts up around her neck, was on her back. Jack Lathem, the
country clerk, his pants around his ankles, seemed to be wrestling
her. I watched for a moment and realized they were engaged in
coitus. My mother and father both had spoken freely of this but, I
suddenly realized, I had never witnessed the act in full motion
before. I watched for a moment, feeling flushed and excited. I was
about to turn away, leave them to their private when an idea struck
me. I took a breath and I burst into the study.

“What on earth is going on here,” I shouted
at them, “ how dare you defile my dear, dead father’s sofa that
way.” Maggie shoved Mr. Lathem off of her and he tumbled to the
floor, grabbing at his trousers, doing his best to hide a very
large, very straight member. Maggie pulled her skirts down and
stood apologizing profusely.

“I am quite surprised by you, Maggie,” I
said, “kindly see Mr. Lathem out and come to my chamber.” She
curtsied and I went to my room. This was perfect, Maggie would be
just the teacher I needed. I went into my room unlocked the box,
withdrew the list and waited for Maggie to arrive. After some
moments I heard her clumping quickly up the stairs. She knocked on
my door, I told her to enter and she stood, hands behind her back,
head bowed, waiting, I would imagine, to be dismissed.

Maggie was a sweet girl. We had grown up
together. Her mother had been my mother’s hand maid and when
Maggie’s mother died in a terrible carriage accident, my father and
mother took her in and set her to work as my hand maid. We were
very close and, if it hadn’t been for the class difference, I
imagine we would have been the best of friends.

She was roughly my age, quite beautiful with
long red hair and a fine, curved figure. When we younger and would
walk to town together, the sons of farmers and workers, carpenters
and the like would often stop and say hello to her with a familiar
tone. To me they were respectful. To Maggie, they were
covetous.

“I am truly sorry for that,” she said, her
tone somber and frightened, “I can have my thing packed and be out
of here in the morning.” She looked at me and I stared at her with
my most stern countenance. She was visibly shaking. It felt cruel
and I could carry the charade no further.

“Oh stop,” I said to her, “I’m not mad and I
am certainly not going to dismiss you.”

“You’re not?” she asked truly surprised,
“what are you going to do?” Perhaps she expected I would have her
beaten or publicly shamed.

“I, dear Maggie,” I said, “am going to employ
you as a teacher.” She had no idea what I meant. I held out the
list for her to read. “Do you know what these things are?” She took
the list and slowly read it. I saw her blush and then, she started
to giggle almost uncontrollably.

“Yes, I do, ma'am,” she said, “fact is, most
of them I have done.”

“Perfect,” I cried and clapped.

“Do you want me to explain to you what they
mean?” she asked.

“Better than that,” I said, “I want you to
show me. With Mr. Lathem.”

 


***

 


So, my lessons began. I would chose one or
two things from the list, things that Maggie knew how to do, which,
apart from acts that required farm animals, she knew most of the
list. She would then bring Mr. Lathem into the study, I would hide
in the closet and I would watch her do the acts I had chosen.
Later, she would answer my questions, give me hints but, most of
all, she would tell me how it felt. At Maggie’s insistence, she
started with the simple things. The next night, she showed me
French kissing and how to give a hand job. I had many questions
about what to do with my tongue and what was the thick, white fluid
that shot out of Mr. Lathem's penis.

“Cum, dear,” she said, “when that shows up,
you know you’re doing things right.” Every few nights Mr. Lathem
would arrive and Maggie would go to work on him. I was anxious and
I wanted to learn as much as I could as fast as I could.

“Why can’t you bring Mr. Lathem every night?”
I had asked, growing tired of the times between my lessons.

“Because,” she said with a smile, “we don’t
want to kill Mr. Lathem now do we?” I thought of my dear parents
and what my mother had said to me.

“I don’t know,” I said, “seems like it would
be wonderful way to go.” Maggie burst out laughing.

 


***

 


The nights passed and I was checking all the
items off the list. So many things I had learned. Cunnilingus.

“When he licks me down there,” Maggie told
me, “I swear to heaven my head feels like it’s going to fall
off.”

She taught me a blow job and with the help of
various lengths of carrots, I was able to bypass my gag reflex.

“That’ll make you very popular,” she assured
me with a wink. On and on the months rolled and I became more
knowledgeable about the list. Some things didn’t appeal to me at
all.

“Well,” Maggie said after one session with
Mr. Lathem, “that’s anal sex. I’m not too fond of it, once in a
while is OK, the boys seem to like it so, I save it for special
days. You know, birthdays, Christmas, that sort of thing.”

“Right,” I said, “only take it in the bum on
special days.” We laughed ourselves silly. After many months and
many, many late night discussions, the list was complete. I had
placed a check mark beside all the terms I now had an understanding
of. We sat on the bed and looked the list over, Maggie was quite
proud and I was very thankful.

“You know,” she said, “it occurs to me that
your upstanding Uncle Nestor, is a bit of a pervert making this
kind of list.” This sent us into peels of laughter.

 


***

 


The next night Maggie came into my room after
I had gotten out of the bath. She told me that, even though
touching myself in the bath was wonderful and exciting, it was time
I let a man do it for me. She was right. All this watching and
learning had built up in me an incredible desire to touch a man and
feel what it was like to do some of the things on the list.

Over the next few weeks I kept my eyes open
for a candidate. I told Maggie if I had any ideas and she offered
advice. The ones I mentioned from church she said no to. I needed
someone with some experience she told me.

“Nothing’s worse than a boy who doesn’t know
what he’s doing,” she told me, “ lots of fumbling around, sometimes
if he doesn’t know the ropes, it can hurt and, you’re likely to end
up with a puddle of his juice in your hair.” I pointed out men we
saw when we walked to market. She said they were either not
attractive enough, not hung enough or far too indiscreet. I was
impatient but Maggie was determined to make my first time memorable
and wonderful.

 


***

 


The summer burned away, fall came and soon
the days were short and the nights were getting cold and long. I
had all but given up hope of finding someone to practice on.

“We’ll start again in the spring time,”
Maggie had said and I agreed. What did I know. I would study all
winter and perhaps, in spring, there would be new faces to try when
the weather was warmer. I didn’t like the idea but, I really had no
choice.

One night, late October, I was in my chamber
writing a letter when Maggie came rushing in.

“He’s here,” she said, barely containing her
giggling.

“Who’s here?” I asked. She gestured for me to
follow her and I did. Down the stairs to the front foyer. There
stood a tall, strikingly handsome young man. Hat in one hand, his
other hand behind his back, eyes looking over the paintings and the
sculpture in the room. I stood on the stairs, holding Maggie’s
hand, watching him for a moment. He was truly beautiful. Finally I
descended the stairs to meet him.

“Good evening,” I said and extended my hand,
“I am the mistress of this house.” He took my hand and looked into
my eyes, my stomach fluttered a little.

“I am Goodwin Martin,” he said, “I was a
close friend of your father, we did business together. I just
returned from the Americas and I heard that your father and mother
had passed away. I came directly here from the city to offer my
heartfelt condolences.”

I thanked him for his kindness and invited
him in for tea. He accepted and we sat in the drawing room while
Maggie arranged for tea and a light supper. He told me of his
travels, the Americas, of Indians and battles and storms at sea. It
was a thrilling tale and I felt myself completely taken in my
him.

“You have a most charming laugh,” he said to
me and I blushed. The hours tripped by and soon, with deep
apologies, he rose to leave. I asked where he would go and he told
me that he would stay at an inn for the night and move on to London
in the morning.

“Nonsense,” I said, “my father would be most
unhappy if I didn’t insist you stay here for the evening. There are
many rooms, all with warm fires and good beds.” He protested but I
would not hear of it and I sent Maggie off to ready a room for him.
He agreed and we sipped tea until his room was ready. I walked him
upstairs and made sure he had everything he needed, then wished him
a pleasant sleep. Maggie had set him up in my parent’s room. I
returned to my room and paced. Maggie came in.

“Well,” she said to, “what are you doing in
here, why aren’t you with him?”

I told her I didn’t know what to do, how to
start. I was suddenly very frightened. She understood. She dressed
me in my best night shirt and plumped my bosom up. She took my hand
and walked me down the hall. He had asked for paper and pen to
write a few letters and Maggie was carrying the items he
requested.

“You wait here,” she instructed me, “I’ll set
the cart in motion.” She knocked and entered the room. I heard
their muffled voices and, after a few minutes, Maggie came out. She
smiled at me and said, quite loud, “He will be happy to see you,
ma’am.” Then she slipped off down the hall. I took a breath and
opened the door. He stood and gave me a polite bow.

“Your maid said you wished to speak with me,”
he said, “anything you need, please just ask.” I froze, I didn’t
know what to say. I had brought the list with me and clutched it in
my hand behind my back. I trembled with fear and a deep, heated
anticipation. Would he refuse, I wondered. Would I even broach the
subject was a better question.

“I was... I was wondering if you’d be willing
to help me,” I said. He smiled and nodded, “I was
wondering...if...if you wouldn’t mind telling me a story or two
about my father.”

“Of course, I would be delighted.” He pulled
chairs up to the fire and we sat. He started talking about my
father and his wonderful business mind, his kind heart, his love of
meeting strangers in pubs. He told me how my father often spoke of
his wife, my mother and how deeply he loved her. I nodded and
smiled through all his discourse. He spoke enthusiastically of how
much my father had loved my mother. How she was the constant
subject of many of their more intimate conversations.

“Intimate?” I said.

“Uh... yes,” he said, shifting a little
uncomfortably, “ your mother and father had... well, they had quite
an appetite for each other, if you don’t mind my saying.”

“I don’t at all,” I told him, “they loved
each other very much and were very, very open about their physical
relationship. It was inspiring to me.” I looked him directly in the
eyes.

“Really,” he said, leaning forward a bit.

“Yes, their passion taught me a good deal
about love and what it takes to make a marriage last and be
successful.”

“Communication, prayer and ...” he started to
say and I cut him off.

“Good sex,” I said and held out the list.
“Tell me, Mr. Martin, are you familiar with any of the terms on
this list?” He reached out and took the parchment from my hand. He
opened it and looked it over. I waited. Frightened. Hoping that he
was more like my father and less like my Uncle Nester. I watched
his face closely. His eyes widened and then, his lips curled into a
sweet smile. He looked up at me.

“Why, yes, I am actually quite familiar with
many, many of the terms on this list.” He sat back and took me in.
I smiled and took a breath.

“Mr. Martin,” I began, “although I joy in
hearing such glowing stories of my father, that was not my true
desire. I was wondering, good sir, if you would... Well, if you
would like to have me?”

He smiled and looked at the list again. He
held it up to me. “The check marks?”

“Things that I understand in an intellectual
way but, not in a completely physical way,” I said with a measure
of pride. “You will find me eager, willing and quite a good
student, Mr. Martin, if you care to undertake this task.” He
laughed. I demurred.

“You need not call it a task, believe me,
from the moment I laid eyes on you, I wondered what you would feel
like, taste like. So, it is not so much a task as a great
pleasure.” I smiled and thanked him for the compliment. “Is there
anything in particular from the list that you’d like to try?” he
asked.

“All of it,” I said without hesitation. He
laughed.

“Well, I am just one man and I don’t know if
I can do the entire list in one night,” he came to me, “perhaps you
can select a few things that you’re most excited to try.” He handed
me the list and I looked it over. I felt like I was looking over
the menu of
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