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CHAPTER I. A REPRISAL AND A STUDY IN FLAGELLATION


At the close of the first volume of my memoirs, I found that there were many more tales to recount and decided to continue in my efforts to pen my nostalgic recollections.
It may be objected that my memory could not possibly be sufficient enough to write a truthful journal of what happened a considerable number of years ago. This would be perfectly true were I to attempt to proceed in portraying the events of my earlier years from day to day; but in regards to what I have already written, I am able to vouch for it's entire correctness. The doings and happenings of my first weeks at school being impressed upon my memory with remarkable clarity.
In respect to Gaston de Beaupre's tales, it will probably be thought, how can I retain such a precise remembrance of these as would be necessary if they are not to be regarded as figments of my own imagination? In answer to this charge I readily admit that no doubt the words and phrases have undergone some changes in the course of transcription by me, but I have endeavored to retain as far as my mind will serve me on looking back, the general style of the narration as he delivered them to us.
When I left off in my first volume, I had made mention of some unpleasant lads going by the names Davenport and Lawrence and often enough followed by Davenport Junior in giggling tow. These lads had taken it upon themselves to make the lives of some of the other boys in their dormitory quite unpleasant, and as I have recounted, I too was at times the object of their cruel play.
The next day being Saturday and a half holiday, Bob Rutherford (being the eldest and therefore the leader of my bedchamber quartet, which also included the young Duke Jimmy Marmot, and the aforementioned Gaston de Beaupre or “Blackie” as we fondly called him, as well as myself, Charlie Powerscourt) proposed as we were dressing that we should go as far as the sea, which was only a matter of about two miles and a half from the school. We all greeted the suggestion with warm approval, and I especially looked forward to it, as I had never had an opportunity of looking upon the ocean.
During the morning we met Williams and asked him if anything had happened in his dormitory the night before.
“Davenport started on Elgar again,” he replied. “He tied his hands behind his back and made him stand up against the fireplace with nothing on till we had all undressed, and then he and Lawrence began to take turns tweaking his cock and balls. And I mean to say they were not going gently! I called out to them to leave Elgar alone and then they were coming for me, but I said that if they touched me, I would shout until someone came, and that stopped them.
“They knew that they would get into a bother if anyone found them out and seeing that they were a bit startled, I got up and ran to the door. I held this open and told Benson to go and loosen Elgar and put him to bed. Davenport got into a towering rage and called me names, but I didn't care, only telling him that if he tried any more nonsense, I would go straight to Chadwick and bring him in, as we had made up our minds not to put up with his bullying any longer, or let him keep on pitching into Elgar.
“He got quite white with passion, but Lawrence slunk back to bed and advised him to do the same, so we had our own way, and Elgar got some peace for the rest of the night.”
“You did splendidly,” exclaimed Bob. “You are a brick, Williams. If you go on like that, you won't have any more trouble with Davenport. But I am going to talk to him myself this evening and that will settle it once and for all.”
We had arranged to start away for the sea directly after lunch, but before leaving I saw Williams again. He had his cap on and I asked him where he was going.
“Davenport said he was going for a walk with Lawrence, and he told Sturges, Benson, Elgar and me that he should want us to come as well. He was very cunning and mentioned the thing to Mr. Chadwick. However, Davenport seemed nicer somehow to us all at once, and he actually told Elgar he hoped he hadn't hurt him with his games. I don't know what has come over him, but perhaps he sees that he has been going it a little too strong. I hope so, anyway, as I am sure we don't want to make any bother, and if he only played ordinary jokes on us, we wouldn't say a word.”
“I shall be awfully glad if you are right,” I said, “although it might be that he has got an inkling of Rutherford's being about to take the matter up.”
“I heard Davenport say something about the sea, but I am not quite sure,” Williams told us.
“Really,” I exclaimed. “That's where we are going. Perhaps we might see you then.”
Shortly after this, we set out for our walk, striking across the fields and through the woodlands in a direct course for the sea. It was a beautifully clear day at the end of May, the air was quite hot and everything breathed of summer in this favored part of the land.
The trees were in full leaf, the meadows were sheets of wild flowers and our ears were filled with the songs of the birds and the babbling music of the many brooks for which “Fair Devon” is noted.
Bright colored moths and butterflies, flitted and hovered before us, and the multitudinous sights and sounds of the country broke in upon me with a pleasurable effect, which combined with the happy freedom of the moment, the joy of existence forced itself upon my consciousness more keenly than it had ever done before and I raised my voice in a merry, lilting song.
“Charlie is in good spirits today, isn't he,” cried Jimmy.
“Yes,” replied Bob, with a smile, “but he had better be careful how he airs his notes, or Mr. Percival will be capturing him for the chair.”
On we went, trudging through the long grass and picking our way amid the moss-grown trunks of the trees, until our further progress was barred by a rivulet too broad for us to leap. We walked slowly along the bank, seeking a convenient place to cross without getting wet.
“There are a lot of fish in here, I am sure,” said Jimmy, climbing out on a fern draped boulder that overhung the stream and peering into the crystal depths below.
We looked but only caught the reflection of the Duke's mirrored face on the placid surface of the water.
“All that I can see down there, is you, Jimmy,” said Bob. “I say, you chaps, he looks just like that fellow we were reading about in the class the other day – Narcissus, you know; who caught sight of his face in a river once, and thought himself so pretty that he couldn't take his eyes away, and fell in and got drowned!”
“Shut your mouth, you ass!” replied Jimmy, trying to look annoyed. “There you are; I told you there were some fish here; I can see lots.”
“Well, it doesn't matter,” exclaimed de Beaupre “we haven't got anything to catch them with, so they can stop.”
Not very much farther on, the stream narrowed and there were big stones in it which enabled us to cross easily. The ground began to rise towards the cliffs which faced the sea, but Bob took us through a path leading into a picturesque, winding gorge, carpeted with short grass and decked with a profusion of creepers and shrubs, down which a tiny river ran in a succession of little waterfalls and rapids on its way to the ocean. It turned at the end and we emerged straight for the shore.
Before us stretched the broad expanse of the sea, its deep blue surface agitated by a gentle ripple and shining bright beneath the beams of the afternoon sun.
Behind rose a tall bulwark of perpendicular cliffs, their scarped and rugged surface ornamented with a drapery of lichens and climbing plants, which found foothold in every nook and cranny.
I had caught the sea in one of its gayest humors and, as I bathed my hands in the frothing white water, I found it hard to conceive that it had its terrible moods too, although I knew that at times this coast was subject to fearful storms, and the great foam capped billows rushed in with a force that threatened to lay low the proud rocks themselves.
My comrades laughed good humouredly at my new found pleasure and I followed them slowly along the edge of the water, noting with interest the many varieties of sea weed and shells that strewed the sands, the little crabs that scuttled away at our approach as fast as their tiny feet would carry them and all the strange marine plants and animals that I now encountered for the first time.
Arriving at last at a miniature bay or inlet, in front of which a line of sunken rocks formed a natural breakwater, Jimmy proposed a swim.
“It would be just splendid,” he said. “It is not a bit cold and it would be the first bath of the season.
“But we have no towels or bathing dresses!” I objected.
“What does that matter?” replied the Duke. “We can easily run about and get dry, and as for bathing dresses, there is no one else about – and I suppose you don't mind us seeing you,” he added, with a laugh at me.
I smiled in turn and there being no further opposition, the proposal was carried. Slowly and deliberately, as if by silent and mutual consent, the four of us set to pulling away individual articles of clothing from our bodies. Bob spread wide the open front of his breeches, exposing the great mound of his pubic region pushing through the fork of his undershorts, and then he pulled his fine white shirt up and over the grand expanse of his lovely chest. Jimmy lay upon the sand to slide his pants down over his hips and legs, revealing his white inner thighs and the pouch of his genitals with lascivious glee. De Beaupre slid his simmering, nude olive flesh from his clothing as if it were the most natural act in the world, and he stretched naked in the afternoon sunlight, his every muscle tightening and standing out in bas-relief before receding ever so slightly into their normal state of definition. My cheeks reddened just a bit when I realized that my own removal of clothing unveiled a cockstand of respectable size and quality.
“What ho!” said Bob. “To the breakers!”
“Avast ye mateys!” cried Blackie. “There be treasure in the surf!”
“To arms!” I cried, and joined my three glowingly naked companions in a charge for the brilliant and glistening ocean.
Soon we were splashing to our heart's content in the sea, and throwing showers of water over each other in high spirits. Together we spent long moments wrestling about in the salty spray. Bob and I took to the Duke in the shallows, the water lapping at our behinds, the hanging ends of our cocks dipping into the warm, buoyant liquid as we laughed and struggled.
It would have been extremely difficult not to notice de Beaupre as he swam languidly about us. With our pale skin and awkward demeanor, Jimmy, Bob and I were strangers to the sea. Blackie, his smooth and streamlined body cutting through the waves, his long, jet black hair slicked perfectly behind him, his flesh already kissed by a warmer and far more loving sun than hung o'er England, looked to be born of the sea. Though I stayed at play with Bob and the Duke, my frequent glances and naughty thoughts caressed de Beaupre's body as the water itself.
We came out before we had time to get too chilled, and I marveled at the breasts and flanks of my companions as the water sluiced from their every crevice and dripped from the hair at their necks, from under their arms, and from their pubic regions. After the bath, we took to running races on the level sands and the exertion, united with the effects of the sun, soon dried our skins. We lay upon some rocks letting the sun warm our nude bodies.
“I think we owe something to Jimmy for his suggestion,” said Bob sitting up. “We should have missed a treat if we had not had that swim.”
“I am glad that you have recognized my good qualities for once,” returned Jimmy. “But I say,” he added, “doesn't the sea water shrivel one's cock up! Just look at mine, you can hardly see it!”
“You haven't got much to shrivel up, Jimmy,” retorted Bob. “But never mind, I dare say it will grow in time. And really, I cannot see that it is much smaller than usual!”
“You needn't talk, Bob. I can see that your's is just the same. Why, mine is three times as big as this generally; just look!”
Jimmy pressed himself forward for Bob's inspection, holding his cock between his finger and thumb. As Rutherford bent over to make believe that he had to get very close in order to observe it at all, he popped Jimmy's cock right into his mouth.
“That should warm me up!” exclaimed Jimmy, stretching out against the rough surface of the warm boulder as Bob was leaning over him and continuing to suck his cock.
The sight inspired my own organ to twitch back to life, and I looked mischievously toward de Beaupre, who was laying on his belly in the sunlight, the warmth of the sun drying his skin a deep golden hue. I stopped for a moment to admire the fine shape of his muscular buttocks, made more picaresque by the lovely seaside surroundings. He lay with his head of shining black curls resting on his arm, his eyes closed and his full lips parted slightly in a state of utter relaxation. His body seemed to fairly drink in the sun's rays.
I warily crept to his side and when I was upon him, I ran my hand over the fine smooth flesh of his buttocks. His lids flew open in surprise, but he soon closed them again and simply sighed with pleasure at my stolen caresses. I amused myself stroking his buttocks for a time, all the while my own cock, which had shrunken quite in the cool ocean breeze, was warming with excitement under the sun and influence of Gaston de Beaupre's alluring naked body.
Abandoning myself to sensuous indulgence, I climbed to my knees and leaned over to press both my hands against Blackie's shoulders, near where his smooth neck met with the bone of his collar. The muscles of his shoulders were round and firm, and ever so pleasing to the touch. I squeezed them, and straddling him in such a way as my rapidly engorging penis came to perch upon the crevice of his bottom, I began to massage his back. Extending my fingers, pressing the palms of my hands into the flesh and musculature which spread to either side of his spine, I gradually worked my way both up and down, all the while stimulating my cock with a sliding motion to and fro along the crack of Blackie's firm ass.
“Oh, Charlie!” he said sleepily, “do give me a fuck!”
How could I possibly resist such a tantalizing offer? Immediately I moved behind Blackie and whispered for him to rise up on his haunches, fearing he would scrape his delectable cock on the rough surface of the boulder.
But he sat up rather quickly and replied, “I've got a grand idea!” and with that, he jumped up and led me back down to the softer sand, just where the ocean was moistening the shore with its gentle lapping waves.
He bent down and quickly dug a little hole and then, to my bewilderment, lined it with a bit of wet seaweed. Promptly he flung himself upon the damp sand and placed his cock in the hole.
“Now Charlie!” he laughed, smiling at me over his shoulder.
Delighted with the idea, made more enticing by the mild spray of ocean mist that lightly dappled our bodies, I fell to my task at once. I got behind Blackie and began to rub my cock back and forward between the cleft of his tight little buttocks. My cock was now achingly erect, and the wondrous sensation of touching Blackie's flesh combined with the ocean water, which came to greet our bodies, served as a natural lubricator. I slowly introduced the top of my engorged member to the puckered little rose of his anus, which he so pleasantly offered up for my pleasure. The feeling of his tight sphincter muscles grasping at my cock enticed me to push forward.
“Oh yes Charlie,” Groaned Blackie, who had started to squirm and writhe under my initial entry.
I took hold of either side of his narrow hips and, gaining leverage, I began to thrust my cock deeper and deeper into his asshole. I felt wonderfully liberated; naked rocking to and fro as I slowly entered Blackie, finally succeeding in getting it in to the hilt. My pubic hair brushed the tender flesh of his ass as it grazed the skin when I pumped my own hips against his. I leaned forward to feel the flesh of his warm muscular back against my own chest and nipples which were painfully erect from the effects of the chilly sea water. I continued to pump faster and faster, and Blackie, to my surprise and delight, was pumping his cock into the well lined hole in the sand!
With every one of my jerks towards his bottom, my cock was rhythmically met with his own thrusts. I arched back and felt the beginnings of a wonderfully explosive pleasure which traveled up from the back of my thighs, tingling and gripping my balls and cock and finally filling my head with intoxicating pleasure. I sped up my thrusts and it seemed as though my cock was fairly being burned by the heat that Gaston's hot little hole was surrounding my member with.
“I'm coming!” I moaned. “Oh Gaston, I am coming!” I gasped and thrust forward once more, shooting my hot white spunk into Blackie's depths. I heard him groan, and felt him stiffen and shudder beneath me as he shot his own come into the earth. I fell forward and embraced my dear friend who had afforded me such great pleasure.
When at last we separated, we reclined side by side on the warm sand further up the beach. I sat up on my elbows to look where Jimmy and Bob were on the rocks. I laughed as I saw my two other close companions locked in an erotic soixante neuf position in the golden sunlight that fell on the rocks, their fair bodies dazzling in the late afternoon sunset.
Gaston and I took great pleasure in watching them from afar, and when at last their appetites had been sated, we approached the boulders and climbed up to join our friends.
This little diversion over, we sat about dressing in earnest and started on our journey again, making for a point not far distant, where Bob said there was another gorge leading inland.
“You can get any amount of bird's eggs there,” said Bob as we went along. “Thompson and I made quite a fine collection between us; I've got a case full at home now. We had one or two narrow squeaks too, in climbing about.”
We had nearly got to the point which Bob had indicated, when on rounding a buttress in the cliffs, we spied a group of boys who were assembled just within the mouth of a rather large cavern.
“Look!” exclaimed Bob, motioning to us to halt. “Isn't that Davenport there?”
“Yes,” I cried. “Williams told me that Davenport had notified all the chaps in their dormitory that they wished their company this afternoon, and he said he thought they were going to the beach.”
“That's them, right enough,” said Jimmy. “There's Williams in front and I can see Sturges, Benson, Elgar and Davenport Junior are just behind. “I say, can't we give them just a little surprise?”
“Here is an opportunity for revenge, Charlie,” said Bob. “They've fallen right into our hands.”
“What a lark,” exclaimed Jimmy, throwing his cap up in the air and catching it again. “What shall we do, Bob?”
De Beaupre pulled Bob's arm, and drew from his pocket a box of paints which he was in the habit of using for sketching purposes sometimes, having a little talent in that direction.
“The very thing,” said Bob, pouncing upon it. “Charlie, you shall have payment with interest for all that Davenport and Lawrence owe you. Now, let's have at them.”
“What are they doing?” said Jimmy, watching the group attentively. “Look, they've got Benson down and it looks nasty.”
Peering cautiously 'round the corner, we saw that this was the case. Lawrence, that wicked smirk of his fairly plastered 'cross his pimply face, was holding the smaller, frailer Benson up by his wrists as Davenport set to work ripping Benson's shirt open and undoing the fastenings on the poor boy's pants. Letting fly with a rain of verbal taunts and vicious pokings and pinchings, Davenport had certainly returned to his element. He was being every bit as mean as he'd ever been to me, and memories of the various humiliations he had thrust upon me – how he'd caught me in the classroom alone and had his chums pull down my pants and spank me that first week of school, and how he'd gotten fat Williams to bugger me after Lawrence had wrestled me to the ground in the supply closet shortly thereafter – all came rushing back.
Davenport was pinching poor Benson's nipples and belly till they were quite bruised, and then he proceeded to shove his hand into the younger man's shorts in order to pull out his small and shriveled cock.
“Please, no!” cried Benson. “Don't do that; you are hurting me.”
“Be brave and have a heart,” chastised Davenport. “All we're about to do is have ourselves a bit of a frig, that's all, Benson. Or haven't you ever done it to yourself before? Now shut up and take it like a man!”
Though Benson whimpered and struggled, his pleas were ignored and he was held fast, and before too long, he achieved an admirable cockstand despite himself under Davenport's rough handling.
“Well, I have seen more than quite enough,” exclaimed Bob. “We needn't wait here any longer. Let's go straight up to them. Charlie and I will take Davenport and you two can manage Lawrence. We needn't worry about the others; they won't interfere and in fact, they'll be only too pleased to see the tables turned.
“Now walk slowly. Don't make a rush and they'll never suspect anything till we have them nicely. This is going to be a bit of fun. Wait a minute, have we got anything that we could tie them up with? That would be still better.”
“Yes,” replied Jimmy.” I've got a couple of little straps in my pocket that will be just the thing for their hands. And your and Blackie's belts, Bob, they're leather, and they will do splendidly for their legs. Won't it be glorious,” he added, rubbing his hands gleefully at the prospect. “They'll be just like a pair of trussed turkey cocks.”
“Come on then,” said Bob, and we boldly rounded the corner and made straight for the little crowd.
“Hullo,” shouted Rutherford as we approached. “Where have you chaps sprung from? Who would have thought of meeting you here? I fancied we had the whole beach to ourselves.”
They roused themselves as we advanced and Davenport and Lawrence released Benson, who hurriedly buttoned up his breeches.
“We thought we'd like some sea air this afternoon, the same as you, I suppose,” said Davenport in answer to Rutherford.
“Yes,” continued Bob, “it is a great treat to get to the seaside after having been boxed up in the country for some time, isn't it?”
Davenport laughed and Lawrence joined in with his idiotic giggle. “We were just having a look at Benson's pretty little cock when you came up,” said the elder boy.
“So I could see,” returned Bob. “I say, Davenport, I don't believe you and Lawrence have ever shown us yours. You seem to have been having a display in that vein; suppose you oblige us now.”
I had placed myself by Davenport's side, awaiting the signal for attack. As Bob spoke, he caught Davenport by the shoulders and pulled him backwards, while at the same instant I seized him around the legs and gripped with all my force.
Jimmy and de Beaupre had meanwhile dashed upon Lawrence with equal success. The suddenness of our actions had taken them by surprise, and having had no chance for resistance, they were helpless in our grasp and sprawling on their backs like two turtles.
Davenport made one last furious effort, exclaiming, “Shut up, Rutherford; don't fool about!” but Bob did not trouble to vouchsafe a reply and brought all his superior strength to play. In a few minutes we succeeded in securely fastening our captives' wrists together with the strap. This done, it was a work of little trouble to pass his belt 'round Davenport's ankles and buckle it tightly.
This left us free to go to the assistance of Blackie and the Duke who, although they were able to hold Lawrence firmly, had not yet been successful in tying him. With our aid, however, this was short work, and in very quick time, the two lay bound hand and foot and completely at our mercy.
The other chaps had stood looking on all this time without saying a word, but evidently not at all displeased at the new turn affairs had taken.
“These chaps have had a monopoly of this cocking business up to now,” said Bob, with an exasperating smile at the prisoners. “It is only right that there should be a little variety sometimes. I'm sure you have no objection, Davenport, nor you either, Lawrence, have you?”
“You have taken us at a disadvantage,” cried Davenport angrily. “These straps are hurting too!”
“Oh no,” said Bob, “I'm sure that is only your fancy. Well, are you quite ready? If so, we will go on.”
Davenport knitted his brow and bit his lips, but Rutherford still kept the same calm and slightly mocking smile on his lips.
“It's very kind of you, really, to give us this opportunity,” continued Bob. “However, we won't keep you any longer in suspense. Let's start with you, Davenport!”
He leisurely knelt and proceeded to loosen Davenport's clothing, while Lawrence frowned with vexation. He could do absolutely nothing, however, and had to submit with the best grace he could, while Bob, who was determined to make a thorough job of his undertaking, pulled his captor's trousers down to his knees and turned up his shirt, exposing his flaccid prick.
Davenport went a deep red to the roots of his hair, as we all gathered to have a look at him. He was not a particularly well made fellow, being rather thin in proportion to his height, and his limbs were loose-jointed and angular. His cock was long and slender with a disproportionately oblong and misshaped head, and his balls, which were fairly large, hung flabbily beneath.
“There you are, you chaps,” said Bob, glancing at Elgar and the others, “You had better have a good look now that you have the chance.” Bob tweaked Davenport's cock forward and the later cried out.
They pressed forward, doing their best to hide their amused faces and adding greatly to Davenport's chagrin. Williams boldly took hold of his cock in order to examine it better, and pressed the skin back sharply, causing the owner to utter a sharp ejaculation.
“Stop it, Williams! Or you'll be sorry!” he shouted.
“It's all right Davenport; don't get excited,” exclaimed Bob. “You'll forgive Williams afterwards, I know. Besides, it is only tit for tat.”
When the others had satisfied their curiosity, Bob begged them to clear away.
“What are you going to do now?” asked Davenport, with some misgiving.
“Not much,” replied Bob, “I'm only just going to decorate you a little.”
“Look here,” bellowed Davenport, “I'm not going to stand any more. Just let me go and don't fool about.”
“Oh come, Davenport, you are not going to chuck up like that, are you?” continued Bob with an irritating look of entreaty. “You ought to thank us for trying to improve your appearance, as I'm sure you will when we are finished. Now please keep quite still. Be sure and don't move or you will spoil the effect.”
De Beaupre fetched a little water in a shell in order to mix the paints, and then Bob proceed to display his command of the brush on Davenport. The latter lay with hot cheeks and eyes burning with helpless fury, unable to move.
All he could do was to grind his teeth while Rutherford went on to ornament his belly and thighs with rosettes and spots and fanciful designs in vermillion, green and indigo. His task took some little time, but when it was finished, he stood up and we all drew 'round to see the result, while Davenport almost collapsed at this humiliation before those whom he had been accustomed to lord it over.
He certainly presented a ludicrous spectacle, the various hues standing out in startling relief against his pale skin, while Bob had even circled his cock with bands of different colors.
“My word, doesn't he look pretty!” said Rutherford. “I feel I have been wasting my time heretofore. I ought to have been an artist, and I am certain I should get into the Royal Academy.”
There was a sally of laughter at this, which made Davenport go still more scarlet, but he said never a word.
“That will do for him, I think,” said Rutherford. “We will go and see Lawrence now, or he will be getting annoyed at being left out in the cold.”
We accordingly left Davenport to his reflections and turned towards Lawrence, who had been indeed all this time a not unamused witness of his comrade's sufferings. He did not display the deep annoyance which Davenport had evidenced, as we bestowed similar attentions upon him, but treated the affair more or less as a joke, laughing a good deal in his aimless way as Bob engaged himself in drawing little patterns on his body with the paint brush.
In spite of his being a tolerably big chap, and not so many months younger than Davenport, his cock was short, although thick. The tickling effects of the brush were too much for Lawrence and his cock refused to hang down in a becoming manner but wobbled about, half stiff. Bob administered sundry little touches to it when opportunity offered, in a sly attempt to increase its erection, so that when Bob stood back to admire his own handiwork and we all stood in a semi-circle about Lawrence, his member lay straight along his belly pointing towards his navel.
“What a shame to waste such a whale of a cockstand, hey gentlemen?” said Bob, yet another scheme already hatching in that swift and effervescent mind of his.
“But it would be a worse shame still to ruin your beautiful painting in lending that sallow chap a rub, wouldn't it?” added Jimmy.
“Hmm,” said Rutherford, “you do have a point, Duke. Perhaps the worldly Gaston has a solution to this dilemma. And it must be a quick one, as it seems young Lawrence's flag rides down its mast already.”
“Yes indeed, perhaps I do,” grinned Blackie as he stepped closer to the prone and nude junior Davenport. “While visiting with some of my more Bohemian acquaintances in Paris, I chanced upon a most peculiar method of artistic expression which I feel may have a special application here this afternoon. You see, the painter dips his foot in his color of choice…”
De Beaupre proceeded to dip his sandy foot into Bob's shell of paint and hopped gracefully to Lawrence's side, where he then pushed his dripping toes onto the bound young man's cock, ”…and voila!”
“Superior artistry!” I cried, as Blackie ran his foot messily up and down the shaft of Lawrence's member. In seconds we were all upon him, our toes squishing into the paint and then onto the groaning boy's groin. How we laughed when Lawrence finally came with a moan and a series of sharp squirts of spend into the tangled mass of our many-colored toes and his own freshly dyed and matted pubic hair.
After allowing us to enjoy the spectacle a little longer, Bob considered that we had done enough and gave the orders for the prisoners to be released. Lawrence immediately went to a little pool of water not far off and, damping his handkerchief, proceeded to clean himself, exhibiting no trace of annoyance as he did so. But Davenport's pride had suffered a severe blow and he looked very black browed and sullen as he went to follow Lawrence's example.
“I don't think we shall hear any more of Davenport trying to 'come it' over the other chaps,” said Jimmy.
“He's had a proper setback. My eyes, what a figure he did cut – all green and red and blue; and what a sight his ugly, skinny cock was after the way you painted it, Bob. He's had such a take down he'll never get over it.”
We all laughed at the recollection and Bob said, “Yes, it was rather a joke, wasn't it? And it has done some good too, I think, for it has taught him his proper place.”
We dismissed the subject from our minds and turned to pleasanter themes.
We turned and made our way back inland, enjoying the beautiful scenery made more dramatic by the setting sun.



CHAPTER II. PUNISHMENTS OF THE PRINCE


“Are we to have another yarn tonight, Blackie?” asked Bob when we had got to bed later that night.
Gaston de Beaupre would often take to regaling us with any one of his numerous affairs and adventures, most of which were of an extremely sensuous nature. Though he feigned annoyance, I sensed it gave him no small amount of pleasure recounting these tales as we gazed upon him with rapt attention. Quite often his words alone were enough to arouse us, and by tale's end, all of us had enormous cockstands which ached to be relieved. But Blackie never let us touch ourselves while he spoke, and I do believe he took some sadistic pleasure out of this. More than a few times, his stories would have me abed late after the lights were out, frigging myself and musing over his descriptions till I had sent a spending clear over my belly and onto the lower hem of my pushed up nightshirt. Hopefully, I thought, this night would be just a bit different.
“You chaps are playing me up pretty thick,” said Blackie. “Well, I don't mind obliging you, but I am not going to make it a long one this time. Let me see, what shall it be?
“You know I was telling you of that Russian man who was so fond of birching? Suppose I relate what I saw when I went to his place.”
“Yes, go on!” I said. “That will be fine.”
Well (Gaston related), one day my mother was going out and I had her permission to call and see Cecil. I felt sure I should find him at home as I knew that his general habit was not to go out till rather late in the afternoon. To my surprise however, I found the carriage at the door and he was fully dressed when I got to his room.
“I had no idea you would be here, Gaston,” he said after giving me a kiss. “I was going to call on the Prince Gourkadoff this afternoon. Would you like to come too?”
Of course I said “Yes” and we started off immediately.
Prince Gourkadoff lives close by in the Champs Elysees, and we weren't long in getting there. He has a very big place, as he was awfully rich you know, and the hall regularly swarmed with servants in wonderfully showy uniforms. A footman conducted us upstairs and handed us over to another one who led us along a corridor and through an anteroom into the presence of the Prince. He was a rather short man with dark hair, blazing black eyes and a slightly crooked nose. I could quite believe he was a terror when he got into a rage.
He had on an army uniform and was splendidly decorated – in fact, he looked exactly like one of those half civilized things that you see pictures of sometimes.
The room was a large one and furnished with a great display, but what struck me most was the number of people in attendance. As we entered, the curtains of the doorway were held aside by two good looking boys – Russians I presumed – in very handsome costumes, embroidered with beads and spangles. Two or three others were about the room, doing various things. One was engaged in fanning the Prince, for although it was not at all a cold day, the room was like a hot-house.
Cecil introduced me to the Prince, who smiled graciously but took no further notice of me for a time, occupying himself in close conversation with Cecil on some political questions, in which he appeared to take great interest.
While he talked, he smoked incessantly, a page doing nothing else beyond attending to his wants in that direction. He begged Cecil to have a cigarette, but Cecil smilingly refused, whereupon the Prince merely gave a little shrug of his shoulders and said, Just as you like. Smoking is such a habit with me that I could not give it up, but I quite understand that it is not the same with everybody.”
I also noticed a pair of magnificent Rottweiller dogs, huge beasts who seemed to be great pets, as the Prince continually put his hand down to fondle them.
I had little to do beyond eating some bonbons which the Prince had offered me, and felt rather neglected; but after our stay had lasted about three quarters of an hour, the Prince rose and said, “The usual parade is to take place now. Come, dear Cecil, I know you like to be present at the proceedings.”
He did not extend the invitation to me, but Cecil motioned me to follow and I accompanied them to a large room, thickly carpeted but devoid of furniture, with the exception of a few chairs. On one of these the Prince took his place and we sat by his side, while the entire side opposite to us was filled with a group of servants.
After a short delay, he said, “Katushka, you were guilty of disobedience and carelessness, and must receive punishment accordingly. Sacha and Mikail, you will please assist in preparing him.”
Two of the boys advanced and the three bowed solemnly, which done, the pair began in a slow and methodical manner to undress Katushka, denuding him of every article of his attire.
He was a splendidly fashioned boy, with a strong cock and big limbs, and I felt my own cock raise itself up against my thigh as I looked at him. He did not display any concern at being thus exposed to strangers, and gazed straight in front of him without flinching, careless of the fact that my eyes were dwelling with great interest on the smooth muscular surface of his belly and his cock with its surrounding bush of black hair.
“Sergei,” said the Prince to another boy, “bring me the rod.” This was a long slender instrument and the boy went on one knee as he presented it over to his master. At a sign from the Prince, Katushka now stepped up, and, kneeling down, repeated some formally framed sentences in which he expressed great sorrow for his misconduct, beseeching forgiveness and begging his master to chastise him for his fault.
At the finish, the Prince held forth the rod, which Katushka kissed, and he then, having bent over and touched the floor with his forehead, rose up and placed himself between Sacha and Mikail again.
They led him to an article of furniture shaped something like a praying desk that you find in churches, and supplied with cushions. On this he placed himself in a kneeling position, while Sacha and Mikail each retained a hold on one of his hands.
Having thus arranged themselves, Sacha, who was nearest to us, looked 'round to signify that all was ready, and the Prince got up and strode towards them. First taking a brief survey of the culprit's body, he raised the rod on high and brought it down with a sweeping stroke on Katuskha's buttocks, leaving a long red mark on the whiteness of the skin. After a slight pause a second stroke followed, succeeded by others, a few moments being allowed to elapse between each so as to increase the impressiveness of the ceremony.
Cecil had told me that the Prince was not cruel or obsessive in his chastisements, but as I watched him, I found it hard to believe this, and the crisscross of livid lines that formed themselves on the unfortunate boy's posterior gave me a distinctly uncomfortable feeling as I noted it.
Katushka himself, however, made no sign or cry of distress, at which I wondered; his sole evidence of suffering any bodily pangs was a little tremor and twitch at each application of the rod.
How many blows were administered I cannot say, but they must have mounted up to a tolerable number and I was beginning to have quite an uneasy sensation at the length of the punishment, especially on the recipient giving vent to one or two little cries and exclamations, when at last the Prince threw down his weapon and returned to his seat with a frown of weariness.
Sacha and Mikail raised Katushka up and as he faced us, I saw a trickle of liquid on his thighs. I fixed my glance more attentively on this and the following instant I realized to my astonishment that he had discharged.
I cannot tell you how amazed I was! It appeared that the rod was productive of pleasure as well as of pain, and the cries which Katushka had uttered had been extracted from him by his sensual feelings in the act of spending, and not by the stinging effects of the rod on his delicate cuticle.
After he had risen, he picked up the instrument of punishment from where his master had thrown it and brought it to him, and as he came closer to us, the traces of his emission were still more apparent to me, his semi-erect member being set with a somber light as though he had not yet recovered from his voluptuous sensations.
He made no gesture whatever, which would seem to draw attention to the palpable fact of his condition, and the Prince totally ignored it, merely holding out his hand to receive the rod, while Katushka knelt with unconscious grace and kissed the weapon, at the same time thanking his master in another set phrase for correcting him. Having done this, he retired to the further side of the room where he unostentatiously wiped himself and took his place among the others but did not resume his clothes.
Having thus been reassured as to the character of the punishment, I experienced only a sense of curiosity when the Prince called Sergei up for correction on account of some trivial offence – I forget what – which he had been guilty of.
He underwent the same treatment as Katushka as Sacha and Mikail again acted their parts in assisting while the sentence was being carried out. He was also a finely proportioned boy, as were indeed all the pages, no doubt having been specially selected on this account by the Prince from among the numerous vassals of his Russian estates.
He appeared, however, to be of a more volatile temperament than Katushka and took his birching with much less composure, writhing and uttering sharp screams, which only aroused the Prince to a greater show of energy, so that Sergei's large, rounded bottom presented a mass of pink weals, crossing and re-crossing one another, where the Gourkadoff had finished.
After witnessing the result on Katushka, I was prepared for something similar in the case of this boy and I was not terrifically surprised to find that his cock had given down its liquor; but I had hardly expected it to be quite to the extent to which it was, for indeed such a flow had outpoured itself that his thighs were literally bathed, and drops of the essence fell onto the carpet as he finally came towards us.
This bodily state that he was in forced itself into too much prominence to be overlooked, and even the Prince deigned to notice it, commanding the lad sternly to cleanse himself and prepare to receive a further dose of the rod.
This time the castigation did not take long, the Prince quickly tiring, while Sergei, when he advanced for the second time in order to give back the rod to his master and take his dismissal, did not on this occasion display the same physical control that he had before exhibited.
The Prince now called forward another of the pages. “I'm sorry Ivan, to have to display great severity to you, but after the warnings you have repeatedly had, it cannot be avoided and you must take the consequences. I trust it will have the good effect of curing your evil habits of laziness and sloth.”
These words sounded ominous, and I fell to wondering what form the lad's chastisement was to take. Two of the other pages, whom the Prince addressed as Vasili and Fyodor, were called upon to assist, and they began to strip Ivan of his bravery of velvet and silver.
He was a handsome boy, as were his companions, and his figure was equally well made in its way as those of the others, for all these Russians seemed to be of exceptionally good physique. He had a fairly good sized cock. It was not stiff, although I had expected it would be after the foregoing scenes, which had been exercised. No doubt custom had hardened him to these sights. He kissed the rod just as Katushka and Sergei had done and sought the Prince to punish him.
Then he was taken to the middle of the room and stood upon a stool. I had noticed two long chains, with swivel hooks at the end, hanging from the ceiling, and had been at a loss to understand the reason for their presence.
The riddle was soon solved, for a strap was buckled 'round each of Ivan's wrists and the chains were then fastened to these. The stool being removed from under him, he swung it mid air, suspended by his hands and in this position awaited the ministrations of the Prince.
The Prince brought down the rod on poor Ivan. The unhappy Ivan cried and groaned, kicking with his legs until he swayed backwards and forwards like a gymnast, while the pliant rod hurtling through the air did fall on his unprotected buttocks and legs in a smarting shower, his skin glowing crimson under the rapid circulation of the blood thus set up, while his cock swelled and stood out at a right angle to his body.
Towards the close, the Prince shifted his stand, going to the other side and applying some effective and well directed blows on his belly and thighs, making him cry out with redoubled force, while his swollen member fairly curled upwards, describing the arc of a circle, in the stress of his anguish.
At last the Prince's righteous sentiments were satisfied and Ivan was set free – after he had made his act of submission and dutifully kissed the rod, being allowed to stand back in his place and to do his best to soothe his ruffled feelings.
Next on the princess' list came two other pages, Vladimir and Dimitri. These were not made to go through the same course as Ivan, their offence being ostensibly more trivial, but after they had undressed and the usual preliminaries conducted, Vladimir was made to get on Dimitri's back, holding him 'round the neck, while the other grasped him 'round the legs, in this way receiving his castigation.
This was a much better manner, I thought, than that of Ivan's punishment, and there was no doubt some pleasure in it for Vladimir as he wriggled around Dimitri's warm back under the Prince's strokes. And I fancy the latter was not so severe either as in the case of Ivan.
Neither did Vladimir let any cries escape him, but only betrayed his perturbation of body by pantings and writhings. Once again, I was not prepared for eventualities, and it was with a corresponding wonder that I observed, when the Prince had ceased and Vladimir got down, streaks of moisture on the low part of Dimitri's back. I at first thought that this was only perspiration, but a closer look on moving a little nearer showed me that it was semen, and I saw Vladimir's member, which was inflamed, with a drop of white liquid exuded from the top, putting me in mind of a lozenge-shaped pearl. I can tell you that on seeing this, I almost envied Vladimir, so much did I want to satisfy the longings of my own cock.
It now came to Dimitri's turn and he had to mount Vladimir's back. This finished the series of floggings. All those who had felt the rod were called up and examined by the Prince to see that no serious injury had been done to their epidermis, and when he had satisfied himself as to this, he delivered them into the hands of Sacha and Mikail, who rubbed them well with salving ointment.
The Prince himself superintended this operation, and while it was going on, I spoke to Cecil in private. I told him that I had been very much interested in what I had seen, with one exception, and I said that I thought Ivan had been too cruelly treated.
“I think so too,” he agreed, “But it would be useless to say anything to the Prince, he is so arrogant – and it appears that he misbehaved himself very much, otherwise the Prince would not have used the form of punishment which he did. It is as the Romans used it to flog their slaves in a similar manner, only in their case it was much worse, as a heavy weight which they called 'centupondium' was attached to the poor creature's feet. There is as much pleasure as anything else in the punishments which take place here.”
The Prince returned to us and we went back to the salon. Some time elapsed before at length he beckoned me to him. Taking my hands in his, he looked at me with a glance of approval, and turning to Cecil, said, “Gaston has such a nice body. I quite envy you your intimacy with him. I should love to whip him! Nothing gives me so much pleasure as to practice on a young and tender body like his.”
“I am afraid, Rodya, that you must forego your wish. I do not think our young friend is pleased at the idea. And I would not have you hurt him for the world.”
“I should not think of hurting him. I have no intention of using anything but my bare hand. I have set my mind on it and must have my way! It is not too much to ask!”
I was of a different opinion and, as I saw the Prince's meshes folding close around me, I felt minded to draw away and hurl defiance at him. The words of pointblank refusal came to my lips, but I could not speak. The Prince had fixed his eyes on me, and their imperiousness and daring shattered my force of will as with a blow. He was one of those persons whose strength of character enforces obedience and enables them to carry out their desires against any odds.
Cecil, whom I had regarded as my ally, failed me in this hour of my need and spoke no word of protest, but remained a silent and interested spectator of the scene.
With an impatience of action, the Prince soon had me over his lap, my shirt turned up and my bottom exposed to his enraptured vision.
His happiness was my agony and I felt wrath indeed with Cecil at not joining force with me and preventing the Prince from carrying out his design.
The Prince continued his slaps, each one seeming more hurtful than the last, and I writhed under the exquisite pain. A numbness set in which served to counteract the stinging sensations I had at first experienced at each impact of the Russian man's palm, and a delicious glow began to make itself felt, and soon spread all over me. I don't know whether you have read the Confession of Jean Jacques Rosseau, but if so, you will recollect the pleasure he felt in being birched by his teacher.
All notion of painfulness had departed; the spirit of lubricity alone reigned. I no longer pined for the moment of release, but submitted to my penance – martyrdom no longer – with a sigh of content.
My lasciviousness knew no bounds when Cecil put his hand under my belly and closed his fist on my cock. My member worked in his hand as in a natural sheath, and when aided by sundry judicious little pressures and well calculated movements, he rather increased my joy.
All idea of his treachery was dissolved and I thanked him in my heart for not allowing me to miss the good fortune that I had encountered. As the Prince's arm rose and fell, I rose and fell with it, at each downwards motion striving to force my cock further into the warm nest offered it by Cecil's closed hand.
My breath came and went quickly and my jaws tightened under the ardor I felt. I could stand no more; my spirit was moved to its inmost depths and I emitted an expiring cry as I melted into a delightful ecstasy. My member leaped about like a live thing as it threw off its charge of sperm, while Cecil tightened his grasp on it as the sudden wetness imparted to him my warm spurt of semen.
The Prince and Cecil lifted me up between them and the later turned aside to wipe his moistened palm with his handkerchief, while my shirt falling down as I stood on my feet, concealed the traces of my recent sensual agitation from view.
“I thank you so greatly Gaston for yielding to me,” said the Prince, kissing me on both cheeks. “I owe you much for your patience and forbearance.”
I made some polite rejoinder and then proceeded to refasten my attire, while the Prince turned to Cecil.
“This has been too much for me, my dear,” he said. “I must go to seek relief. Will you come too?”
Cecil expressed his willingness and immediately arose.
“Gaston can amuse himself here while we are away,” said the Prince. But my friend took him aside and began to talk in a low voice. He was evidently using his persuasion in my behalf, for the Prince finally replied, “Very well, he can accompany us. I never would have suggested such a thing myself as it seems scarcely proper, but it cannot matter much, from what you say.”
So I went with them to the Prince's bedchamber, where Cecil and I took our seats on the couch, while our companion started to undress.
The Prince at once bade me to kneel before him when he had at last finished his dishabille. I looked towards Cecil for assistance, but he simply smiled and then pressed forward and whispered to me, “You know how to please, Gaston!”
I tentatively moved towards the Prince, and once close enough, he grabbed me roughly by my lapels and ordered me to suck his cock, which he had presented to my quivering lips. He shoved my head between his legs and pressed me down, urging me to begin.
I was somewhat startled at first, for the Prince had previously taken so little notice of me except as an object of his fancy for spanking. I obeyed of course, and took his thick cock into my mouth. All at once he thrust deep into my throat, which nearly caused me to rear back, but the Prince held to my head firmly.
At first I was displeased by his force as he pushed his strong hands on top of my head. My eyes welled with tears from nearly choking on his large member. But soon my displeasure and anger gave way to a warm sort of torpor which was augmented by his power. As he pressed my head down, and curled his fingers tautly through my hair, my throat opened as if to receive him deeper and deeper. I gave myself up to his forceful stabs, and my submission gave me tremendous pleasure, as though my body tingled with a new sort of abandon, giving myself up to his prick and delight. When one absolutely delivers their own body to the pleasure of another, a great deal of satisfaction can be derived. And thus I found myself moaning with pleasure, even as I held the Prince's cock deep in my mouth. I sucked more and more passionately and soon I could feel his muscles stiffen, and I could hear above me a cry of pleasure as he spent his royal load into my swollen kisses. I swallowed his come thirstily, and would've taken more had there been more. I continued to gently suck and lick his cock and balls clean. Reluctant was I to relinquish his prick from my lips. At last he pulled away from me and exclaimed to Cecil, “Cecil, my dear friend! What a treasure you have found here!”
But before Cecil could answer, the impetuous Prince adopted a lordly tone and said that we were welcome to take our leave.
“As you wish, Prince,” said Cecil, with a smile and bow.
“Ah Cecil,” said the Prince as Cecil turned to go, “Will you not bring him again to see me one day? It would afford me great pleasure.”
Cecil replied that he would certainly bring me again when an opportunity might occur, and I also told the Prince on my part that I should be most pleased to take advantage of his kind invitation.
Our stay was brought to a termination shortly after this, and having taken leave of the Prince, we drove back to the Avenue Moche.
“There, my tale has taken rather longer than I expected, so you ought to feel correspondingly grateful to me. The meeting now adjourns, good night!”
“Oh come now, Blackie!” I cried. “That was one of your best ones yet. I have a thumper of a cockstand, and I can see by the impression in your nightshirt that you've got one yourself.”
“Yes, Blackie,” agreed Jimmy, “let down your rule and allow us to have a frig at least. That was a wild one and if I don't have any relief, I'm afraid I might burst.”
De Beaupre glanced Bob's way, took note and nodded in agreement. “It was a torrid one, wasn't it,” he confessed. “Very well, this one night we may all bring each other to a spend posthaste, but only under two conditions.”
“And what are those?” said the Duke.
“Well, first that you and Sir Rutherford give each other a good frigging,” said Blackie with a grin, “and secondly, that as I am still a bit sore from our day's activities at the shore, Charlie shall frig me through the soft fabric of my nightshirt and shall have no direct contact with the tender skin of my hard-worked cock. Is this understood?”
“Yes, Sir!” said Jimmy, and he immediately set to work on Bob's tremendously engorged penis, freshly revealed from where it had hid beneath his nightshirt for the duration of Blackie's story.
Intrigued by de Beaupre's challenge, I approached his bed and lay down beside him. Ever so gently I reached down to tickle the thick and hardening lump of flesh I found through the white cotton at the cleft of his thighs. His dark eyes glistened as they gazed at me from beneath heavy lids, and though Bob would always be my truest and greatest chum, I felt myself truly captured by Blackie's charms this day.
“You were quite beautiful laying there upon that rock this afternoon, do you know that?” I said, not expecting any answer. “And the way you taunted Davenport, and especially Lawrence – I got so much wicked pleasure out of that one, I say.”
De Beaupre murmured and stretched beneath my touch, the full length of his great penis now throbbing and pushing its form through the soft, thin fabric. I ran my curved palm over its warm and thick impression, and gazed closely upon it as it continued to fatten beneath my gentle rubbings.
Slowly, Blackie's long, nimble fingers crept 'round my own swollen member and began tugging at the firm and giving flesh. Overcome with desire, I began to push his nightshirt up along his thighs, but then he stopped me.
“No, Charlie,” he whispered sweetly, “finish it this way.”
“It would make a mess,” I cautioned.
“Then a mess it shall be,” said Blackie.
So lusty was I for his great and pulsing cock that I fell to kissing it, and licking it, and even nibbling at it directly through the fabric of the shirt, causing fresh moans of appreciation to elicit from Blackie's lips. I moved to kiss them with my own hungry lips, leaving a damp spot where my mouth had worked upon his cock through his nightshirt. His lips were soft against my own and his breath was hot and quick upon my continued tickling and rubbing.
The sounds of Bob and the Duke as they brought each other to a smashing spend appealed to my senses, and shortly thereafter, I found myself shuddering and moaning upon my own volcanic spillage, brought upon me by de Beaupre's continued skillful manipulations. But Blackie was not immune, and he quickly succumbed soon again, his hot semen firing into the brief span between his belly and the rise of his nightshirt, putting a growing stain of spend into it just below his chest. I kissed it, drawing the sperm which seeped through into my mouth, and then kissed Blackie's lips once more, forcing him to taste the freshly strained juice.
After recollecting ourselves, our attempts to engage de Beaupre in further conversation failed and only elicited exaggerated snores from him, so, as he seemed intent upon ending a perfectly blissful day, we took the broad hint given by him and composed ourselves for slumber also.



CHAPTER III. GLIMPSES FROM THE GOLDEN AGE


At the end of the week, I was thoroughly settled down at school and certainly enjoyed it much better than at home, where the surroundings were dreary in the extreme for a boy, particularly when my father's coldness towards me was taken into consideration.
I looked forward with no pleasure to the long holidays which would ensue at the close of the term, and I sincerely hoped that Jimmy would not forget his promise to get Lord Reginald to extend an invitation to me to visit him, for I had little doubt that my parent would not refuse to let me visit him, as in general he was only too anxious to have me away from his sight.
The evenings after retiring to the dormitory were taken up as before, alternately with story telling and more exciting subjects, but I shall not weary the reader any further with a minute catalogue of our doings, and will only stop to give one or two instances which occur more particularly to me.
One night de Beaupre was more at a loss than usual to suggest a scheme for us to pursue. But his inventive mind finally rose to the occasion.
“Have you ever tried the baton de sucre?” he asked.
“No,” we replied, “what is that?”
“Wait a minute and I will show you,” he said. “You remember in that hamper I had sent to me the other day there was a pot of honey, and I brought it up here and put it in my box, so that we could tuck into it whenever we felt inclined. Well, thinking of that put the idea into my head.”
He fetched the pot and said, “Now Bob, you are the eldest, so we will start with you. Lay on the bed!”
Bob did as he was bidden and reclined with his head against a pillow, while sliding his nightshirt up above his thighs, revealing both his flat expanse of belly and his beautiful member. De Beaupre then took out some of the honey with a spoon and held it over Rutherford's groin area, slowly allowing it to drip in a long, golden strand onto the head of his cock. In brief moments Bob's cock was coated with sweet honey, and his excitement with this new game soon became obvious.
“There you are; that's the baton de sucre!” exclaimed Blackie. “Cecil told me how the Parisian coccottes do this sometimes; they are very fond of these sugar sticks. Charlie, you can have the honor of the first trial.”
I went forward, laughing at the quaint conceit; it was a peculiar sensation altogether and the novelty of the idea tickled my fancy greatly. I could not help feeling amused as I licked the sugary stuff from Bob's body, the warmth of which had imparted a strange and indescribable flavor to it.
The substance had slowly run down over the column of his member onto his balls, and I released his cock so as to bestow attention to these lower parts, stopping the flow with my tongue just as it got between his legs and in dangerous proximity to the sheet.
When I had served the situation thus, I returned to his cock, which I took in my mouth, and under my repeated lascivious motions, it rapidly increased its already dominant erectness.
My lips adhered to the glutinous skin and seemed to give me redoubled power of suction and I felt sure that I should soon bring forth an upward spout from the reservoir within.
De Beaupre was impatient, however, and presently said, “Haven't you made him come yet, Charlie? Here, hold up a minute. This will do it, I think.”
I lifted my head and held Bob's member upright while Blackie dropped a huge clot of honey right on the uncovered knob. I watched it grow a moment until it had settled in a smooth and even coat over the distended head, and then once more put my mouth to his prick, rolling my tongue over its surface.
The unmistakable aroma of a man's cock permeated my nose and had an effect on my senses like alcohol on the brain. I appeared to be drinking in the distilled essence of sensuality, so that I might be said to literally taste voluptuousness.
The effect upon Bob was equally keen, being attested by his actions, for he squirmed with pleasure under the ardor I was devoting to him, as I could not travel with my tongue in the usual ease over his member, the stickiness of the skin preventing me, so that I was forced to use more saliva in order to assist matters. I also set my hands to work on his balls and the base of his cock, which naturally aided operations.
The anticipated development ensued in good time, and with a rush, his sperm emptied itself into my ready mouth, a soupcon of the honey was mingled with it as it touched my palate, so that it was truly a love nectar that finally found its way down my throat.
Both Bob and I voted the baton de sucre a great success and a general trial of it was made all around. De Beaupre employed the method on Jimmy and afterwards the latter devoted himself to making the experiment on me, while Blackie reserved himself to the last for Bob's benefit.
In Jimmy's case and in mine, a liberal application of honey was needed before we were taken up into the regions of joy.
It had a remarkable effect in increasing one's sensations as I was well able to testify, and we were unanimously of the opinion that the whole proceedings added yet another bay to de Beaupre's crown.



CHAPTER IV. ADVENTURES WITH LACY AND FERGUSON


We had heard nothing of Davenport causing any trouble. He and Lawrence had not only refrained from attempting to ride roughshod over the lower forms, but for quite a considerable time had not even the heart to penetrate even the mildest form of joking on them, but carried themselves in a mild way.
Williams used to keep us pretty well posted up on what happened in his dormitory, but we never ascertained that anything took place which could not be undergone in a good tempered spirit.
One day I was taking a bath and had not looked to see if I had locked the bathroom door. While I was in mist of my ablutions, Davenport came in. Although I was on speaking terms with him now, our acquaintance was not an intimate one, and in fact never gained this length as long as we were together. I therefore felt no pleasure at his appearance, but the feeling was not exactly reciprocated, judging by Davenport's actions, for he cast upon me what he no doubt intended to be an engaging smile and began to undress.
My sole plan then was to finish as quickly as possible, and I hurried on with my wash. He had only his dressing gown and slippers on and it did not take him two seconds to divest himself of these, and the next moment he had stepped into the bath and stood over me. I rose to get out and give him entire possession, but he did not mean me to do so and proceeded to show some little playfulness, seizing me by the shoulders and endeavoring to force me back.
I protested that I had finished, but he urged me to remain a little longer. I explained that I was anxious to dress quickly, as I had something that I particularly wished to do, but he continued his persuasions.
He did not press me again, but put his hand down and took hold of my cock. I pushed him away, but he only laughed and returned to the assault. I covered my thighs with my hand and made an effort to step out, whereupon he took me by the arm and drew my attention to his own member. I had never seen it since that time which I have already put on record. It was quite stiff now, but looked uglier than ever in its excited condition.
“Lets have a frig, Powerscourt,” he said, trying to pull one of my hands towards his organ; but I repelled his overtures, the suggestion not presenting itself at all favorably to my mind.
“Go on,” he continued. “I'll do you, if you do me.” But I declined.
“Yes, do,” he went on, “don't be a muff. You've done it before, haven't you?”
“Yes,” I said, “I know what you mean, but I don't care about it much. I'm in a hurry too, really!”
I got one leg over the side of the bath and, as he saw that it was no use making any further endeavor to engage my services, he exclaimed in an offhand manner, “Very well, if you won't, you won't! That settles it, I'll do it myself then.” He stood up and began to rub his cock quickly with one hand. I proceeded to dry myself and dress, but took a casual look at him now and then, being unable to resist the inclination.
I could never have brought myself to engage in this sort of practice with him. The notion was distasteful to me, but if he chose to operate upon himself, I saw no reason why I should not take advantage of the opportunity to watch the procedure.
I was not completely dressed when he called out, “Here it comes, Powerscourt!” I should not have been human if I had refrained from turning my eyes in his direction. Davenport gave a last quick rub and then directed his cock straight before him, thrusting out his belly as he did so.
“That was a lot, wasn't it?” he cried, turning to me.
I assented but made no further comment, and he pursued, “Why don't you let me have a go at you; it doesn't hurt and everybody does it!”
“It isn't that,” I replied. “I know what it is like. A chap doesn't always feel up to doing it. I'm sure I couldn't manage to make anything come now. And Rutherford is waiting for me. We'll let go for another time.”
“All right, just as you like,” he said and dropped down into the water. I lost no time in completing my preparations for departure and hurried away as soon as I was ready, glad to escape from his society, for I cherished an unconquerable antipathy to him, which seemed to arise from the first moment that we met.
Davenport had not done me any harm in some weeks, and lately had striven to ingratiate himself with me; but it was no use, as I could not bring myself to be on really friendly terms with him.
“Davenport wanted me to come in with him to the lavatory today and another time before, but I wouldn't,” Williams reported to me later that day. “And one night he and Lawrence got hold of Benson and made his cock stiff and then started to rub it up and down. He made no end of a fuss, but I don't think they were able to get anything to come. It's a marvel when it does though, isn't it? And it doesn't taste half bad either.
“I tried to make some the other day when I was in the privy. I did my best to make it, and squeezed the end of my thing until I got a very rummy sensation. Then, voila! It felt every bit as good as that time your Mr. de Beaupre impressed me into playing 'cream and crumpets.' Oh, I shall not soon forget that, shall I?”
“How is Elgar now?” I asked with slight impatience. “I suppose he gets on all right since they have stopped their rough tricks on him?”
“Oh yes,” replied Williams, “he's brightened up a lot. He is not really such a bad chap, though perhaps a bit weak minded. But he is a chap that has an awfully funny cock – all the skin on the top has been cut off.
“They tease him about his cock although I think it looks quite nice. Anyway, Elgar flares up and fights for all he is worth, but he cannot do anything against two big chaps like Davenport and Lawrence, and they occasionally still do put him on his back and get hold of his cock. They generally tweak it or put on some soap or something of this kind.”
Happening to step into the lavatory one day and finding Elgar there, I remembered the above conversation, so I said, “Let's have a look at your cock, Elgar!”
He made no bother but showed it to me at once. It was the first time I had seen a circumcised member, so I was rather interested in examining it. It looked rather peculiar with its bare head and I cannot say that I was rather excited by the difference of its appearance.
On two or three subsequent occasions, Davenport endeavored to beguile me into giving him my company for the purpose of mutual indulgence, but I always managed to evade his solicitations by some excuse.
Once when I was out for a walk with my usual chums, Jimmy crawled through a little gap in a tall hedge in order to see what was on the other side. He was back in a moment with his finger to his lips and beckoned us to come through. We did so very cautiously and on penetrating the screen of foliage, saw Davenport and Lawrence about a dozen yards away, sitting in a little hollow thickly shaded by trees.
We watched as Lawrence gave Davenport a healthy sucking. Then we watched Davenport return the suck, but we did not wait any longer, as we did not wish to disturb their privacy, not being desirous of the company of either of them.
There was a boy at the school, named Lacy, who was a favorite of the assistant master Ferguson. The latter, who was rather popular with us, for he was of a genial disposition and took a great deal of interest in our pastimes, was extremely fond of Lacy, and on whole or half holidays, frequently took him out, while he allowed the lad the free run of his study as well.
If Lacy was taking a bath, Ferguson would seize the opportunity to look in on him. When the boy was confined to his bed with a cold, Ferguson was continually visiting his room. And for a whole week they were away together, supposedly on a visit to Ferguson's father, who was a retired naval officer.
One evening Mr. Percival sent me with a message to Ferguson. I went to his study, knocking on the door and opening it directly. Lacy was seated in an armchair near the fireplace and Ferguson was in another chair near him. As I entered, the master rose to his feet hurriedly, turning towards me and picking up a book from the table as he did so.
I delivered my message and left, but while I was in the room, I was able to see that the fly of Lacy's pants was open. There was nothing else to be seen, but it looked strange for him to be unbuttoned, I thought. I told Rutherford and he agreed with me that Ferguson must have been doing something with Lacy, and had not time to fasten his pants when I entered their room.
A few days later I went into the library and picked out a volume from among the books and sat myself down to read. The thick curtains which hung before the far panes completely hid me from view, so that any one coming into the room might have thought it empty, unless they walked right up to the window.
I had not been there very long before someone did come in. I did not move, being interested in my book, while I was not expecting that any of the fellows would be looking for me.
The newcomers, for it sounded to me as if there were two, did not approach where I sat but took their places on a settee on the other side of the room. As soon as they began to talk, I knew it was Ferguson and Lacy, and on raising my eyes I could see them through a very narrow space between the curtains behind me and the wall.
They evidently thought themselves to be alone in the room, and not wishing to pose in the uncomfortable shape of an eavesdropper, I made up my mind to declare myself. But I could not resist the temptation to watch for a moment to see what they would do.
Ferguson was saying something of a jocular nature to Lacy, while he bent an affectionate smile upon him as he spoke. He held one of Lacy's hands in his and presently bent forward and touched the boy between the legs. Lacy pushed him away gently, saying, Not here, Don,” (his Christian name was Donald) “wait till we go to your room.”
But Ferguson laughed and said, “It's all right. No one will come in here,” and overcoming Lacy's very mild objections, he unfastened the lad's breeches and took out his cock. It was limp, as I could see, but Ferguson began to caress it, trying to make it stand up with more dignity.
I felt my position embarrassing now, for I had missed the right moment to make my presence known, and to do so after things had gone this length would be a very delicate matter.
I was in a quandary. The thought occurred to me to wait till they had gone, without betraying myself; but then I could not tell how long they would be there, and judging from appearances, they did not intend to hurry.
Then again, they might come over to the window when they had finished and this also would be very awkward for all of us. So I sat still, watching the pair. Something tickled my nostril so that I felt a sneezing fit coming on. I tried to stop the inclination but it was no use, and I had to give vent to a violent noise. I could hear the pair jump up with a start, and in another moment, Ferguson advanced to where I was.
“I didn't know you were here, Powerscourt; you kept very quiet.”
I assumed my most innocent expression and explained that I had been so deeply engrossed in my book that I had not noticed anyone entering the room.
“Oh, it's all right,” he said, and there was a tone of relief in his voice. “Only I made sure that the place was empty, and it gave me quite a startle when you sneezed.”
I was very glad the affair, which gave promise of some unpleasantness, had ended in this manner, but I had made a discovery and determined to put a leading question to Lacy when I had an opportunity.
The chance came one afternoon when I strolled into the bathing pavilion. There was no one there but Lacy, and after the interchange of a little conversation he asked if I would come onto the river with him for a little while.
The stream was broad enough to paddle about on and there were one or two small skiffs and punts kept there for us. We got into a punt and made our way slowly along with the current. It was a hot day and we did not go far before drawing up to the bank under the shade of a spreading tree.
The time and place suited for the occasion I had sought, so after some general talk I said, “How is Ferguson? You seem to be very friendly with him. I heard you call him Don when you were in the library the other day.”
He looked rather foolish for an instant and replied, “Ferguson went as white as a sheet when you sneezed. I was a bit flurried too; we both thought we were quite alone.”
“Yes, it must have made you feel funny,” I answered. “You wouldn't have been doing what you were, if you had thought anybody else was there.”
“What do you mean?” he said, turning his head.
“Oh well, I couldn't help seeing what you did,” I went on. “I wasn't spying on you, you know. I was there some time before you came in, so you can't blame me.”
“No, it was all Ferguson's fault; I told him what a fool he was. He ought to be more careful. It is a good thing that only you saw us. I shall see that we are not caught again.”
“Ferguson seemed to be amusing himself. It looked to me as if it wasn't the first time, by a long way. Come Lacy, you needn't be afraid of telling me. I shan't tell a word about it; it isn't likely that I should want to get you into a row – or Ferguson either. Do you often do anything like that with him?”
With only slight hesitation, Lacy told me his story.
“He took a fancy to me when I first came here, about eighteen months ago – and he has stuck to me ever since.
“At first he only used to give me stamps or coins for my collection and lend me books and so on; then he got more friendly and took me for walks with him. I didn't mind at all, as he was nice and things went on in this way for a good while.
“Sometimes he would take me to the beach for a swim; sometimes when I was having a bath, he would peep in while I was washing. I didn't care much at first for the way he would look me over when I was undressed, but I got used to that and actually began to like it. Then he gave me a standing invitation to come to his study whenever I liked, to do my 'prep' and I gradually got into the habit of going there regularly.
“He used to sit beside me to help me and was fond of fiddling about with my leg or arm, and that kind of thing. One day we were sitting together and I was doing a Greek exercise, and he was leaning on my shoulder, watching me. He had one hand on my leg and soon moved it close up against my thighs. I said to him, 'Don't, you're tickling me,' and laughed. He laughed too, and dug his fingers into my leg, making me jump.
“'Are you ticklish like that all over?' he asked and started to squeeze my leg about again.
“'Yes, indeed sir,' I said, 'though no one has done such a thing to me since I was a child.'
“'And of course you are a strapping young man of eighteen now, are you not?'
“'Yes I am, sir,' I responded.
“'And yet your manner is still so boyish, especially your cheerful laughter,' he mused. 'Which is the worst part? Is it up here?'
“Ferguson's soft and gentle fingers wriggled at my neck, and I must confess I got all giggly, and crunched my chin to my shoulder to block his movements.
“'Or how about here?' said Ferguson, and he slipped his hands beneath my arms and tickled me under my shoulders and down the sides of my chest.
“Chewing upon my tongue to keep from crying out with laughter, I put up quite a mock struggle to keep him away. His activities were loosening my shirt, and pulling it from my pants, and his merry jostling was certainly putting a funny feeling into my privates.
“Before long, my belt was undone, and the buttons to my pants were opened. Mr. Ferguson certainly does have a sly talent, as I barely noticed his intentions even as my chest and belly and privates were laid bare in the fray.
“Then he got hold of me right between the legs. I went all into a heap, the way he caught me, and I lost all control and laughed loudly as I tried to pull his hand away.
“'Don't make such a noise,' he said, but I could not help it. He was tickling me so much. Before I knew what he was going to do next, he had pulled my cock out directly. His playing about had made it come to a stand and as he looked at it, he cried, 'How very rude, Lacy; just look at it. You ought to have better manners,' said Ferguson.
“He was not holding me now, so I put my hand on the front of his pants and said, 'I have a good mind to take yours out, to pay you back for doing it to me.'
“'All right, you can if you like; it is only a fair return.'
“This quite took my breath away, but when I looked up at him and saw that he was in earnest, I thought it was rather a good joke, so I unbuttoned his breeches and took his thing out. It was a whopper and no mistake. And it was as stiff and huge as a cricket bat. He let me pull it about for a minute or two. He sat back on the chair and his eyes closed part way as I stroked his gigantic member.
“He began to groan softly, and I must confess it felt terribly good to take a man so large and place him into such a state of ardor; it made me want to keep at it.
“'You must stop soon, Lacy, or I shall spend,' Ferguson whispered hoarsely.
“I said nothing in return, and though I had begun to tire, I redoubled my efforts and brought both hands to bare upon my master's tremendous cock. Up and down I kept at it, as if churning butter at my grandfather's farm, rubbing him and massaging him until he gasped and cried out, 'Oh, oh Lacy, I am spending!'
“Creamy sperm flooded out of the head of his cock in great gobbets, washing over my fingers in a mad rush toward his balls.
“And then he suddenly said that I had better finish my exercise, and we both buttoned up.
“I promised him not to tell anybody; but after that, it was the usual thing to let me look at his as well.”
“Well, didn't he satisfy you? Didn't you ever do anything else?” I asked, being interested by what he had already told me and eager to know more.
Lacy smiled a little. “I can tell that you are not a greenhorn, Powerscourt,” he replied. “It isn't likely that we were going to stop at what I have said. Ferguson put me up to a lot of things on the quiet. The next time I had his cock out, he let me play with it and pull it about, just as I liked, and I allowed myself to be convinced to let Ferguson do the same to me. He has a delicate touch for such a large man, and I have found our encounters quite pleasing. We have often done it since then and more things too.” Then he said slyly, “I dare say you do it also, don't you?”
“Yes,” I said. “I know all about it; everybody learns about those things sooner or later. Is that all you have done with him?”
“You want to know a lot,” Lacy returned. “Anyhow, there's no harm in telling you the whole story. We used to sleep together as often as possible and he would fuck me between the legs. He wanted to go into my bottom once, but I wouldn't let him. He told me that he had often done it or had it done to him, but I didn't fancy the idea somehow.
“I say, I've got a cockstand after all this talking; haven't you?”
“I should think I have,” I answered and showed him. “Shall we have a rub? There is no one about.”
“I don't mind, if you don't,” he replied, unfastening his trousers. He had a very elegantly shaped cock, not small, though not too large.
I sat down in the bottom of the punt by his feet and commenced to finger his member, which was fully as erect as I could have wished it to be.
“Would you like me to give you a suck?” I asked.
“What an idea!” he exclaimed, “You can if you wish. I've never heard of that before.”
“Hasn't Ferguson ever done that to you?” I asked.
“No, indeed,” he replied. “He never suggested such a thing. I've not thought of it either. It's a good notion. I shall tell him about it.”
“Don't say where you learned it or who taught you,” I cried with an admonishing gesture. “You must not tell tales, you know.”
“Certainly, not,” answered Lacy, “You must not fear that. I used to think you were such an innocent chap. It doesn't do to go by appearances always. Where did you pick up these things?”
I responded off-handedly, “I've done this before and you soon get to know a bit. Perhaps I had an extra good training though.” And I commenced to lean forward in order to put my head between his legs and began to lick his elegant cock. Lacy was a striking chap and the beautiful shape of his cock suited him. He gently stroked my head as it bobbed up and down between his legs.
“I think you must have had,” he said huskily at length. “You needn't suck any more, yank me properly now.”
I obeyed and soon brought him to a discharge in a much shorter time than I expected.
After his own affair had been carried to a finish, he turned to me and by now I was quite ready for his affections, in which he showed himself an expert and he watched the final result with great interest.
“I think there is not much difference between us,” he said. “We both made about the same, didn't we? Now we have got to know each other very much better. We can pal up to one another more. That is, if you don't object.”
“Not in the least,” I said. “And my chums, Rutherford, de Beaupre and the Duke, will be only too pleased, I am sure, if you join our circle – that is, whenever you can drag yourself away from Ferguson,” I added with a smile.
After the breaking of the ice between us, as I related, Lacy often joined our company when were going out for a jaunt together and we found him a very pleasant associate.
In particular, he made a confidant of me, and would inform me of all his adventures with Ferguson. “I made him very mad the other day,” he said once. “You know the privy upstairs, don't you? It has some colored glass in the door, which you can see through, if you are close up to it. Well, I was going there, and Ferguson came after me. He called me but I didn't stop; and he followed me right to the closet. I saw him looking through the door as I was letting down my breeches, and just to annoy him, I pulled up my shirt and began jerking off in front of him.
“I knew it would upset him, and he begged me to open the door and let him in. I wasn't going to do that. I just screwed up my nose at him and went on. He got into a frightful state and I believe he would have burst the door open, only he was afraid of attracting somebody's attention.
“Anyhow, he stayed there with his nose up against the glass, pulling a long face and drawing his lips in tightly, biting himself almost. I still didn't take pity on him and kept on the job till I had finished, calling out to him as I shot the load.
“He waited until I came out and began to blow me up, but I told him not to be silly and he calmed down. Later that night, I think he would have taken me by force if I hadn't given in, he was so keen on it.”

***

It will be seen that in one way or another, I found plenty of diversion, and I felt very contented with my lot. I could not congratulate myself sufficiently on having the good fortune to make such staunch friends, and both work and play were so congenial that I was as happy as the day was long.
There could not be four better comrades than myself and my three chums and I do not think that we ever had a serious dispute or difference during the whole time that we were associated together.
I often now go over again in my mind the fun we four had, and, if it were possible to fulfill such a wish, I would be glad to live through this period once more. There is a freshness and vivacity about youth that never comes a second time once it is past; but fortunately, memory remains and carries the recollection with us to brighten our after years.
Charles Lamb says in his Asseys of Elia, that it is not good or advisable for older people to associate intimately with younger, but I, for one, refuse to bow to the weight of his authority. I have always found the greatest delight in youthful society, speaking as a man; and I can regard with some envy those fortunately placed people, such as schoolmasters, who pass their lives in the midst of a perennial atmosphere of youth, and in doing so, are able themselves to retain a youthfulness of spirit even in advancing age. But I must not stop thus to moralize; only Lamb's words occurred to me as I wrote, and I could not let them pass unreputed…



CHAPTER V. THE FIRST VACATION


The end of school was approaching with quick steps, and as I heard all around me speaking with joyful anticipation of how they would spend their holiday weeks, a spirit of gloom, which I could not shake off, would settle on me.
Jimmy had written to Lord Harry Marmot, as he said he would do, but only to learn that his uncle was away in the East and would not return for some months. This disappointment was a severe one to me as I had settled my hopes on this visit, which Jimmy had painted in forecast in such glowing colors, and now I saw nothing before me but a wretched vegetation of some seven or eight weeks at home, which would be all the more repelling in its somber dullness, after my taste of the living found of life at school.
Rutherford, de Beaupre, Jimmy and all were in a better state than I was, and the more I strove to overcome my despondency, the greater it become.
Though I tried to conceal my feelings, the dimmed brightness of my temperament could not but be apparent and my companions did their best to console me. Bob extracted a confession from me, of course, about the cause, and undertook to try and get me invited to his house, but he was not going home for the first part of his vacation as his family was in Scotland, so even in this direction I could not look for immediate relief.
At last the fatal day came when I had to bid goodbye to my comrades, and I do not mind confessing that my eyes were rather watery as I found myself alone in the railway carriage on my way home.
The word had no affectionate associations for me, and called up no pleasurable feelings, as I reflected upon it. There would be no smiles to welcome me, and I might have been going into a weary exile rather than to my father's house, for all the joy I experienced at the prospect.
A servant awaited me at the station, but his was a new face and I only recognized him by his livery, so that even my first impression was not calculated to dispel in any way the dismal forebodings of my mind.
As I expected, my father's manner towards me displayed no change. Beyond a few curt words, he never spoke to me, and after the dinner hour, he retired to his library and left me to myself.
The housekeeper, Mrs. Dennison, however was more kind, and made me tell her of my doings since I was away. I spent the remainder of the evening in her sitting room, glad of someone to talk to, and she told me that Mr. Percival had written a letter to my father praising me very highly and stating how pleased he was in every way with my progress.
Mrs. Dennison was, of course, perfectly well aware of how my father regarded me, but she had far too much tact to touch upon this subject. She only wished to make things more comfortable for me, as far as she was able, and I shall ere remember her gratefully for this.
The first few days of the vacation passed in abject misery, but then my natural buoyancy of character began to assert itself, and I took more interest in my surroundings, visiting all the well known haunts of my childish days, swimming and rowing on the lake, or going for long rides.
It is due to my father's memory to say that he imposed no restrictions on me, and allowed all my wants to be provided for, although he held aloof altogether from my society.
The smart little bay cob, Crusoe, which Jenkins, the head coachman, had got leave to get for me twelve months before, was still in the stable looking sleek and well groomed, and I passed many hours on his back, cantering over the level grasslands of the park, or trotting down the leafy lanes accompanied by Saunders, my special favorite among the grooms.
I was very popular with the servants, the whole of whom inwardly sympathized with me, and blamed my father greatly for his unnatural disposition toward me.
I received several letters from Rutherford and though I was glad to hear from him and to know that he was enjoying himself so much at the place in Perthshire where they were said to be staying, the perusal only made me feel the more dissatisfied with my own lot.
The Duke and de Beaupre also wrote to me in the friendliest way possible, and I warmed to them more than ever for their kind remembrance, but all the time I was unhappy in my desolateness, and the days dragged on with leaden feet.
I think I should have sunk into the worst state of utter dejection but for one or two incidents which served to enliven me a little, and afforded food for interest.
One day as I was rambling aimlessly about the house, seeking something to occupy myself with, I turned my steps towards the domestics' quarters, which was the only part of the place where any signs of life were apparent. As I neared the servant's hall, I heard the sound of a scuffle followed by laughter.
Curious to know what was taking place, I walked noiselessly to the door, which was ajar, and through the crack on the hinge side, I could see plainly into the interior. The sight which met my eyes was one which I had scarcely looked for, but it was sufficiently interesting to make me remain, watching it.
Two of the housemaids had got hold of Joe, the boy who helped doing the light work below stairs. As I looked in on the group, I saw the two maids pick up Joe and lay him on the long table in the middle of the room. He struggled to get away, but they were too strong for him, and held him down in spite of his resistance. With a great deal of giggling, they opened his breeches and laid bare his cock.
Walter, the under-footman, was also present, looking on with much amusement. He laughed as the maids unbuttoned Joe's trousers, and telling them to wait a moment, he went to a shelf and fetched a pot of blacking. Dipping a little brush in this, he swabbed it all over Joe's member, while the two girls shrieked with merriment as they kept him fast during the time that this was being done.
They released him the next minute and he sat up and regarded his soiled cock with a rueful face, casting reproving looks at his late assailants, who only replied with broad grins.
I did not wait to see any more, but the following day I saw Joe as he was walking down the Elm Avenue which led to the lodge gates, and I smilingly told him what I had seen.
He colored up and seemed to be nervous, and soon he got communicative.
“Those girls, Nellie and Alice, are always up to something,” he said, “but I believe Alice is the worst. They won't let me alone and are always at some game. They do it all the time, as they are too fond of it, but I hate being pulled about by a lot of girls.
It's nothing to have your cock taken out. I couldn't count all the times that I have had it done to me. The boys at Warburton used to think nothing of it. When we were playing in the fields, someone would say 'lets cock him' and they would drag you down and have it out before you could do anything. Lots of times when I was going home, chaps pulled down and 'cocked' and sometimes by girls, for they are just as bad as the boys.
“There was a little path between two big walls, and we used to call this 'cocking lane' because it was a place for it. When we came out of school, two or three big chaps used to wait for us. They would take us one by one and pull out our cocks and spit on them. But later on we used to take another way to avoid them.
“Alice comes from Warburton, and one night I was coming down this lane and came across her talking to two chaps. She was a saucy girl and she caught me and said something as I went by. I pulled myself away and began to run. She shouted to the fellows with her to catch me, and they came after me and brought me back.
“'Lets pull his breeches down,' she said.
“'There you are, Alice,' one of them said, 'he is safe enough now. We'll see that he doesn't kick.'
“With that, the hussy clapped her hands, laughing, and took my trousers right down, unbuttoning my jacket as well.
“She was not satisfied with this, so she got the chaps to dip me into a pool of muddy water with my bottom, and while they did that, she put her hand in and splashed it all over my cock and belly.
“She hasn't forgotten about this. When I came up to the Manor House, she told the other people about it. I was in the scullery once, helping her to wipe some dishes. Walter was there and she was telling him all about it. I wonder if he's got the marks still?' she said.
“'Shall we look?' asked Walter.
“'Yes, we will,' she cried, and they got hold of me and let down my breeches. He held me while she looked at me and pulled out my cock with her wet hands.
“Walter is rather fond of her. I caught them one day in the pantry. He had his arm around her and was trying to get his hand under her clothes. I gave a shout to frighten them and then slipped off into the servants' hall. When I saw Walter, he shook his fist at me and swore he would pay me back. In the afternoon I went over to the stable and found Walter there.
“As soon as he saw me, he remembered the affair of the morning and made a dart for me. I ran up towards the stairs, but before I could reach them, I was caught by one of the grooms, who asked Walter if he wanted to get me.
“Walter told the other what I had done, making a lot out of it, so as to get them to side with him. They undressed me and tied me up to a beam. Then Walter got a bucket of flour and water and pasted me all over with a big brush.
“While the stuff was wet, they threw a lot of chaff and chopped straw over me, and this stuck to my skin, and I dare say make me look funny. They let me wash myself, but I can tell you, I did not feel comfortable for a few days afterwards.”
Joe's information served to excite my interest.
I looked him over thinking perhaps he would help divert me in my bored state. Upon inspection, he did not prove ill-looking at all. In fact, he was rather darkly handsome, reminding me a bit of Gaston de Beaupre whom I missed very dearly. He had broader shoulders than Gaston, and longer hair, as the peasants in these parts wear it, but it was every bit as silky and black as Gaston's. He had strong workman's legs and narrow hips. I could tell by his stories of trouble that he was as yet quite innocent of the pleasures of the flesh. I was tired of wanking off each night, and upon regarding him as pleasing, I hatched a mischievous plan. “Joe, have you ever had your cock pulled on?” I asked innocently.
“Only by Walter and Alice, and they hurt it!” he cried.
“Pull it out and I will show you a way in which it can be yanked without hurting. In fact, it will afford you a great deal of pleasure if you let me show you.”
“Oh! No sir!” he exclaimed and pulled away from me.
I decided to be patient with him, and I said smoothly, “Well then, come here and have a yank on mine. Your stories of 'cock lane' have given me a regular cockstand.” And with that, I reached out and grabbed his hand, bringing it to my crotch. He instinctively obeyed me and gave it a squeeze or two. Judging by the deftness of his touch, I'd say that he'd had plenty of wanks on his own. But then he reddened in the face and turned and ran.
That night I had lascivious dreams of Joe's dark flesh mingling with my own. I dreamed that I forced my cock into his virgin asshole, and though he cried out, he writhed with pleasure underneath my stabbing thrusts with my cock. I woke determined to have him, as I found that I had actually come in my sleep, so great was the pleasure of merely dreaming of fucking him.
I was returning from a ride that afternoon and Joe approached me as if to help me dismount as I arrived in the stable.
“Hullo Joe!” I greeted him.
“Let me help you, sir,” murmured Joe as he reached up toward me.
I nodded and allowed him to unseat me, taking note at the way he handled my posterior as I jumped down from the horse, “Thank you, Joe.”
“You're most welcome, sir,” said Joe, and he added, “You have grown a bit since you have come back home, I've noticed. It wears well on you if I may say so.”
“If you mean I've become fat and lazy since I've been here, you're right indeed, Joe,” I grinned. “Perhaps you will help to put me into better form. I'd bet I should learn a lot from a man as hard and strapping as you.”
He just looked down at the ground shyly. Upon glimpsing his handsome face and compact and well muscled body, I felt my cock stir, immediately fuelled by the images from my nights' dreaming.
“Come closer Joe. I can hardly see you.” Joe approached and when he looked up from the ground, I could see a sly grin had come across his full lips.
“Let us compare ourselves,” I went on, drawing upon an idea that would have made de Beaupre proud, “that I might become inspired to maintain my slipping shape.”
Joe held up his arm and bent it at the elbow for me to feel the width and firmness of his biceps through his shirtsleeve. The sensation was that of touching and squeezing smooth stone layered over with the softest of cotton fabrics. I tested his other arm and shoulder to equal satisfaction. “Now give my own poor arms a squeeze, though I am afraid they hold a dim light to your own.”
“Oh, Sir Powerscourt,” said Joe as he drew his hands down upon my shoulders and over the upper part of my arms. “You do yourself a disservice with your modesty. Why, a few days of hard work here about the farm – and away from your father's line of sight – and your great limbs shall be easily bigger and harder than my own.”
“Do you really think so?” I said as I moved my hands to the button at the collar of his shirt. “But what of this superb breast of yours? Take down your suspenders while I open your shirt to make my point. You breast is a tailor's dream, that's for certain. Do you see how wide and firm it is this way, and how well-defined these pectorals are? It is small wonder the girls at the manor throw you upon tables and strip your bare!”
“Oh sir! You flatter me so,” said Joe as he blushed, bare-chested, and then swallowed my bait. “But let us see your own body beneath that riding jacket. I would bet it is just as handsome as you say is my own, if not more so.”
This young man who had so recently haunted my nights' dreams was now cheerfully setting to work undoing the buttons of my shirt, even as I pulled my riding jacket away and tossed it to the side. Tugging the tails from my pants and spreading the clean fabric away to reveal my corpus to his critical eye, he paused there gazing at me, unknowingly sending electrical thrills into my loins.
“Hmm, you may have softened a bit after all, Master Charles,” said Joe as he slid his hands from the tight and firm expanse of my chest down to the plump flesh which had freshly accumulated 'round my waist and over the muscles of my belly. “We shall take care of that, and in no time at all, I promise.
“But I see,” he added with a whisper, “that some parts of you shall remain hard in even the most trying of times.”
He came very close, and reached down between my thighs and gave my cock a strong squeeze through the fabric of my pants.
“Joe!” I laughed huskily, “Your state of mind has changed considerably from yesterday. What has come over you?” I asked as he continued to grope around my breeches and was reaching inside for my throbbing prick.
“Well, sir,” he replied bashfully, “I just thought that perhaps you were going to trick me like the others. Like Walter and Alice.”
“Oh no, Joe,” I said, pulling him up closer. “I just wanted to have some fun.” And with that I reached down between his thighs to find that his cock was erect as well, and to my pleasure I discovered that he was very liberally endowed.
I let him kneel in front of me, as he seemed to desire to do so, and take out my cock. He fell to looking it over quite curiously, all the while stroking it.
“Let me have a look at yours, Joe. I should like to see it!”
He did not display any objection, but immediately took his cock out and exhibited it to me without reserve. I took hold of his long cock and hungrily began to stroke it, bringing it almost immediately to a stand.
“What will that do?” he asked. He was evidently not used to this operation, curious for a man who was clearly well into the prime of his young adulthood. It would be an added pleasure in store for me by seeing the delighted surprise he would be certain to evince presently.
“Perhaps we can begin our drills now, what say, Joe?” I said, and making him sit down on the turf, I squatted by his side and set about the task I had undertaken.
Pulling the last of his clothing from him, I kissed his teats and his neck, and rubbed my member against his thighs and the flat ridges of muscle at his belly. He experienced a new species of joy altogether as I went on, and expressed himself to that effect more than once. As the end became impending, he was carried away entirely and his eyes sparkled as he caught my hand.
“Stop, sir, stop! What have you done? I can't tell you what I feel like.”
“Oh no!” I smiled, coming closer to him still. “I shan't let you go until I make you come.”
“Ohhhh!” he moaned in a gravelly voice, and relaxed a little, falling backwards. Soon I was leaning over his reclining body as I continued to stroke and rub his throbbing cock. I placed my knees on either side of his hips, and he opened his eyes wide in surprise.
“What are you doing, sir?” he asked with some little dismay.
“I am going to give you unbounded pleasures, Joe,” I replied. I continued to soothe him by still ministering affectionate tugs on his cock and giving his balls a tight little squeeze now and again. I managed to pull my hand away for a moment and quickly lubricated my fingers with some saliva from my mouth. I resumed lightly teasing him, for I did not want him to spend before I had entered his anus with my prick, which needless to add, was raging with blood and desire.
I slyly tickled Joe's asshole with my moist fingers, and he moaned and wriggled down, plunging himself onto my questing touches. I soon replaced my finger with the tip of my cock, and as I leaned forward over him I whispered just as I had in my dream, “I am going to fuck you, Joe.”
“Yes. Yes sir. Anything,” he replied, half delirious with new found pleasure as he writhed like a serpent underneath me.
I readied myself for entry, and with one great shove, I thrust my member into his virgin orifice. I felt a great surge of ecstasy throughout my body as his sphincter muscles tightened around my cock, and he cried out in a yell that was his pleasure mixed with the initial pain of entry. I began to pump furiously, abandoning all discretion, and Joe moved in perfect tandem with my body, rising to meet each push with a groan of pleasure. Suddenly he yelled out and shot a great load of spunk up between our bellies. I soon was following him in his orgasm, and as I shot my load up his asshole, I fell forward and was forced to bite him on the shoulder from fear of screaming in bliss and alarming anyone that might be nearby.
“Oh sir!” said Joe sleepily, “I have never known such… such…” He did not know the words to name his satisfied pleasure. I just smiled and we lay quietly in one another's arms for a time. When I went to withdraw my dagger from its warm sheath, he winced and pulled me closer, placing a salacious kiss right on my lips!
We promised to meet again in this way and enjoy one another's company, though I am sorry to say that this never came to pass. Joe and I did work together at a vigorous regimen, and before too long, I was as lean and strong as I had ever been.



CHAPTER VI. IN LUTETIA


The days passed slowly, but as each one went, I felt that I was nearer by so much to my liberation as I viewed the reopening of school. Several weeks had gone by without my receiving an invitation from Rutherford to come and stay with him, so I began to lose hope of a respite from this oppressive house and determined not to dwell on it.
In the fourth week, I received a letter from de Beaupre, written from London, saying that in three days from that date, he was returning to Paris, and asking if I could get permission to go with him and finish my holidays there.
He explained that Jimmy could not accompany him, his mother wishing to have him with her, and as he was most anxious to have a chum to keep him company, he would be very glad if I could come.
It was a long letter written in a very lively style, and went on to recount some of his doings.
“I have had some fine times with my mother's coachman, Frederick. He is a ripping lad and helps me brush and keep the horses. He and I have had some roaring good fun in the stables.
“One time, Frederick brought me up onto a saddled mare with him, as if to teach me the finer points of riding western-style, like the cowboys. The horse's trotting movements, when combined with Frederick's lascivious rubbings and stimulations, brought me to a roaring cockstand. But when I thought we should dismount and do something about the situation, Frederick insisted we proceed with our saucy maneuvers there upon the beast's back. What a time we had, acting like circus clowns spinning about on that horse, sucking one another's big cocks and trying to balance ourselves while doing it! Small wonder we wound up on the floor of the glen, bruised and half naked.
“Then my mother hired a manservant for me named Pierre. Every morning when I've had my bath, he comes in to wash me, as he claims I am not big enough to do it.
“Somehow my cock is always stiff at these times, but at first he would never say anything, but just go on soaping and sponging me. He was very fond of touching me between the legs and having a little feel. Naturally I let him see that I wasn't an innocent and before long he got in the habit of taking hold of my cock and stroking it.
“One day he got bold and gave it a kiss. He wasn't the least bashful and since then I enjoy myself with him all I can. He's got a fine shaped cock just the right size, not too small and with a lot of hair.
“He wouldn't have me get into him as he says he does not care for it that way, and even a boy like me might do some damage. (It is a good thing I still have Frederick to horse about with, hey?) Pierre had hinted that I should give him a suck which I gladly did. He is a very decent sort and he has well contributed to making my holiday a lot more fun.
“By the way, if you come with me, as I hope you will, I shall introduce you to Pierre.
“Now be sure and come. And let me know at once. I have gotten my mother to write to your father, so he can't very well refuse.”
At lunch time I watched father's face. Soon he sent for Mrs. Dennison. “I have just had a letter from the Princess de Beaupre, mother of one of Master Charles's fellow pupils, asking me to allow him to spend the remainder of his holiday with her son. Will you please make all the necessary arrangements?”
I was overjoyed and began to pour out my thanks, but father waved me coldly aside and left the room.
The eventful morning came. Saunders drove me to the station and I was soon on my way to London. De Beaupre was at the terminus to meet me. He rattled on till we reached the house. His mother was in and he took me to her. She was a tall and stately woman, with a very kind manner and at once put me at my ease.
“Gaston has often spoken of you and I am delighted to make your acquaintance. I am glad he has made such charming friends. He tells me that you and the Duke of Surrey and a boy named Rutherford are his principal companions. I know the Duke very well and think him a most engaging lad; I am sure I shall soon be able to say the same of you when we know each other a little more.”
Gaston knew his city well and was able to tell me much about the ways and customs of the people we met. He told me the differences which existed between France and England in this respect.
Some four or five days after our arrival in Paris, de Beaupre announced that he intended to take me that afternoon to Cecil's. I was delighted with the idea and awaited the hour set for our visit.
He arrived at Cecil's apartment, where Maurice admitted us, his face lighting up as he saw Gaston. He conducted us to the drawing room which was large and in the Louis Quinze style, and here we found the man whom we had come to see.
He rose up as we entered and, coming forward, kissed Gaston. He introduced me to him and I held out my hand; but he disdained such cold formality and embraced me with the greatest tenderness, pressing his lips to each of my cheeks in turn and saying, “I am so charmed to meet one of Gaston's English friends. But you must let me call you Charlie, as Gaston does, will you not?”
I stammered a polite yes, and soon we were talking to each other in an animated manner. He seemed to devote himself a great deal to me and I was afraid his attentions would arouse de Beaupre's jealousy, but such an idea never seemed to cross his mind.
After a time Cecil said, “What do you say to a visit to the theater this evening – there is a very nice thing at the Opera Comique just now. Shall we go?”
I looked at de Beaupre, referring the matter to him, but he replied, “Certainly, my mother knew where we were going, so it won't matter in the least if we are late.”
“Very well then, that settles it,” he said. “The thing now is to get the seats. I am very sorry Gaston to bother you, but Maurice is busy, so would you mind going? Charlie shall stay here and amuse me while you are gone.”
De Beaupre could not well refuse and in a few minutes departed on his errand. When he had gone, Cecil reclined on the couch and bade me draw my chair closer to him.
“I was at a ball last night and feel tired today. You must excuse me for lying down,” he said.
Soon his voice grew softer. His eyes dropped and gradually closed completely. He appeared to have fallen asleep.
In his movements, his smoking jacket had become drawn upwards, revealing the lower part of the fork of his trousers, withholding the fabulous treasures within. How I longed to touch them; I could do so by stretching my hand out, but could I dare to make the attempt?
If only I could be sure he would not awake, I would go so far. I gazed into his face, but to all eyes, he was sunk in slumber. Assured now, I put my fingers on his ankle. Still no movement, and feeling more sure, I moved my hand to his calf.
He stirred and I drew back, but he did not open his eyes and the only effect his motion had was to open his smoking jacket so that I could see his body more fully.
My courage soon returned and I let my hands wander gently over his chest. The ripple of muscles under my touch thrilled me, but my heart was not bold enough to investigate further.
Cecil's sleep was so quiet that I left off watching his face. I did not see his eyes open; but as my hand hovered about the crevice of his belly, it was suddenly caught in his. My blood froze at being thus discovered, and I trembled in mortal terror.
He only laughed and said, “Oh you naughty boy! What have you been doing while I was asleep?”
I hardly dared look at him, but when I did, I was overwhelmed by the melting passion he displayed in every feature and my fright evaporated. Though I formed the conclusion at the time, perhaps he feigned sleep to induce me in this act.
“Proceed,” he said. “Imagine I am still asleep, and I will forgive you entirely.”
My blood grew hot at this invitation, and he pressed my hand towards his thighs, hinting to me in the most unmistakable terms to continue. All that Blackie had told me of Cecil came into my mind with a rush, and here at last was the opportunity that I had been anxiously awaiting; and the chance now offered itself to become acquainted at first hand with his masterful charms.
I hesitated no longer, but slowly advanced by hand towards Cecil's cock. I found no obstruction in doing so and suddenly a tremor passed through me as my fingers touched his warm belly and became entangled in the long, soft growth of hair thereon. I groped blindly about in search of further discoveries, and my investigation was successfully met as I felt his cock jump into my hand. It was large and exceptionally well formed.
The next instant I almost gave a cry as I discovered a golden ring looping through the head of Cecil's cock. Cecil looked at my expression of astonishment and smiled slyly.
“Society X!” I exclaimed.
“Ah ha!” he laughed. “I can see Gaston has been telling tales.”
I blushed, not wishing to betray my friend's confidence any further.
“Oh, come now Charlie,” said Cecil, moving closer. “There's no need to worry.” As he spoke, he guided my hand to his wondrous cock. I could not keep myself from looking, and he allowed me to lean forward and feast my eyes on the novel spectacle of his penis ring.
“We call it a Prince Albert Ring,” he said.
“Yes, yes,” I gasped. “Gaston told us about Sir Henry's ring.”
The idea of piercing my own penis sent exhilarated chills of fear and passion down my spine, electrifying my entire being. I was lost to all but the wondrous interest of the moment, and presently I was possessed of a desire to kiss that miraculous ring around his cock.
“Ah Charlie,” Cecil laughed as I pressed my head between his thighs. “I see you have learned more than Latin at school!”
I couldn't answer, for I had taken his formidable cock between my lips and tasted the metal of the gold mingled with the delicious saltiness of his skin. I tickled and nibbled his balls and reached for his anus, lightly teasing the hole with my fingertip. Soon I felt it contract slightly under my touch. His cock lurched, the golden hoop made a tinkling sound against my teeth. I felt Cecil sensuously rubbing my haunches and lightly seeking my own asshole.
As I began to suck harder and harder on Cecil's cock, he pressed my head down so that I might take his member deeper and deeper still in my mouth. All the while he began plunging his finger in and out of my anus, producing the most surging thrusts of pleasure throughout my body.
Just as he was about to spend, I attempted to lift my head from between his open thighs so that I might watch his fountain of spunk issue forth. I was curious to see if the ring would change his emission at all, but Cecil pushed my head down more forcefully, and I took his load in my mouth. His come spurted into my cheeks and trickled warmly down my throat like heated honey.
After a few moments, Cecil had recovered and he finally said, “You are a dear child, Charlie; I was ready at once to take you into my friendship as a comrade of Gaston's, but you would have won your way there without his aid. Never fear for him, my heart is large enough to hold you both – and your other friend too, if he had been here, as well. Now it is my turn, and you shall let me regale myself on your body. I am dying to do so, for one with so loveable a face, must, I am sure, have an equally enchanting form.”
“But will not Gaston be back in a few minutes?” I asked.
“It does not matter. We will prepare a little surprise for him. But tell me, has my young friend ever mentioned me to you?” he went on.
“Oh yes, he has often told me about you, and what a good friend you have been to him,” I replied equivocally.
“You little rogue,” he cried, “I mean has he ever given you a particular account of his visits to me? But I am not fair in asking you. I do not wish you to betray your friend's confidence. It is quite sufficient that I know you and have you with me now. Come with me, and we shall see what we shall see when Gaston returns.”
He took me to his bedroom where he helped me undress, and laid me on the bed.
“Beautiful! Charming!” he exclaimed rapturously, as with burning eyes, he proceeded to devour my body. “You are an angel and I shall feel under an eternal debt to Gaston for giving me this privilege of your acquaintance. My only sorrow is that I will soon have to say farewell to you, but I hope to see you again, when you come to stay with your friend another time.”
He kissed me fervently on the belly and between the thighs and took my cock in his hands, murmuring, “What a ravishing love jewel!”
It was hot and stiff and its erection did not diminish under his caressing touch, while he tickled my balls with a magnetic effect, sending a deep vibration of voluptuousness through my frame. At length he took it in his mouth and sucked it with an ardor that caused me to remember how fond he was of this amusement, according to de Beaupre.
He was in the middle of doing this when we heard Gaston's voice, calling to know where we were.
“Stay here,” said Cecil to me, “I will bring him in.”
He left the room, but almost immediately returned, following by de Beaupre. He gave a look of momentary surprise at seeing me laying naked on the bed, but it quickly changed to a smile, as he glanced from me to Cecil.
“I say,” he cried, “You have been getting on very well together while I have been away. I never thought Charlie would know so well how to pass the time.”
“I don't fancy Charlie is much in need of your assistance, Monsieur,” said Cecil. “And I think I ought to be severe with you, for I am afraid you have been telling tales out of school. But never mind; I will pardon you if only because you brought me such a dear boy. Suppose you undress too. I should like to see you both together like that.”
“All right, I'm ready,” he replied. “It will be a nice prelude to the theater. But you must join us in the same way, Cecil.”
“Indeed Monsieur, you are very overbearing in your demands. However, if it will please you, I will do so; but it is rather for Charlie's sake than for yours.”
They both divested themselves of their clothes, and when they had reduced themselves to utter nudity, Blackie said with surprise, “Cecil you have got a ring like Sir Henry's!”
“Yes,” he laughed. “I got pierced some months ago. It was to commemorate my five year membership of Society X!”
They took their places beside me, Cecil being in the middle. The situation enthralled me and I was transported into the seventh heaven. I could not take my eyes from Cecil and I greedily drank in every detail of his well muscled form, stroking his firm belly, squeezing his strong thighs, and pressing his firm buttocks in my hands, while he in turn, repeatedly kissed me on the lips and sucked my nipples, now and again turning to bestow a corresponding caress on Gaston, while his hands were occupied in devoting soft embraces and titillations to our respective cocks.
“Let us get closer,” he said. “Come towards me, Charlie!” and he turned on his side, facing me. “You, as the guest of the occasion, shall have the post of honor accorded you. Come, dear boy, slide to the middle so that you might have pleasure fore and aft!”
He threw his arms about me and pulled me to him tightly. With Cecil behind me and Gaston in front of me, my instincts told me what to do. Soon I found myself locked between two fires of passion. I immediately began to press the head of my cock into Gaston's bottom as Cecil did the same to mine. Cecil's lustful movements began to coincide with my own as I pushed my cock deeper into Gaston, while Cecil assailed me from behind.
Gaston began to groan with pleasure and I could hear Cecil's cooings of pleasure measuring with my own. Gaston's hole felt hot and tight 'round my cock, and Cecil's forceful thrusts into my own asshole was giving me the greatest excess of pleasure. I gave myself up to a menage a trois with uncontrollable abandon. My emotions were raised to such a pitch that I quickly experienced the hot sensation of a climax approaching. As I finally drenched Gaston's anus with my boiling emission, Cecil's bursting cock spent itself in torrid streams into my own tight hole. I sensed a moan growing deep within my throat as I felt for a moment that my soul, my body, was being eaten up with tongues of living fire as pangs of exquisite delight filled my entire being. At last I fell forward in exhaustion and embraced Gaston, as Cecil embraced me.
In a little while we regained our energies and sat up, but our cocks presented a bedraggled and shrunken appearance, causing Cecil to seize them with little gestures of derision. We could not, however, aspire to such heights of excess as he, and Gaston told him so, in so many words. He dropped his raillery at once and said, “You have both been very good boys, and I have not enjoyed myself so much for months. What a delightful afternoon this has been. I shall not forget it for a long time. You cannot imagine how glorious it was to have your darling bodies in bed with me – the sensation was too lovely to be explained in speech.
We wiped ourselves and then Cecil insisted on sucking me. I was for postponing this, having scarcely yet recovered from my commerce with him, but he pointed out that he would not have another chance, as it would be necessary to get ready for the theater before long, so I had perforce to give way to him.
It made my cock ache a good deal at first, but this feeling wore off with returning voluptuousness, and he kept at his task until he had made it come erect again; but the sensation was too intolerable, every stiffening tremor of the organ sending a deep, shooting spasm through me, and at last I had to beg him to stop.
Cecil ordered dinner to be prepared rather earlier than usual, and while we were partaking of it, he said, “Do you remember, Gaston, that place I took you to once, Society X? I dare say Charlie knows all about it too, but I will not embarrass you by asking whether he does.
“Well, there is a special meeting there a week from today, and if you like, I will take you both. No Gaston, you will not need to pose again as my little brother! The meeting I speak of is one of a particular kind, and is not of frequent occurrence. I would take great pleasure in bringing you both to this event of ours. I am allowed to bring lads with me, but you see, it is necessary that they should be well born and attractive and also discreet. Now I can vouch for you as all three, so the rest is easy. Our rendezvous is not the place you know, Gaston, on this occasion, but a villa in the environs.
“The new guests always present themselves in costume, but I will make all arrangements of that sort. You shall come and see me tomorrow and I will take you to a dressmaker. He will see to everything that you want.”
We spent a pleasant evening at the theater where the scenery and singing charmed me very much, although I could not follow the words to any great extent. On coming out, Cecil took us to supper at a restaurant not far away, and then drove us home and, bidding us goodbye, requested that we should come and see him at noon the next day.



CHAPTER VII. THE RITE OF FLORA


In the morning, we were awakened by Pierre, who brought us coffee. Owning to my presence, he preserved a modest and respectful attitude, which extracted sundry whimsical remarks from Gaston, who tried to give him a pinch. But he drew back exclaiming, “No, no, you must not; Monsieur Charles is looking at us.”
Gaston laughed loudly, crying, “What of that, Pierre? You must not take him for a simpleton. Wait till you know a little more about him.” He sprang out of bed and, rushing at me as I lay, seized my hands, saying, “Here he is Pierre. Come and have a look at him.”
Pierre frowned a reproof but was unable to repress a smile, and at last obeyed de Beaupre's injunction and came towards me.
“What is the matter with you?” continued Gaston. “Why don't you pull the clothes down?”
“Oh, but Monsieur, I could not,” he replied. “Perhaps Monsieur Charles would not like it.”
“Oh, wouldn't he? You try and see,” persisted Gaston, and thus urged, Pierre did as he was bidden. The sight of my legs, as he further uncovered them, prevailed upon him, and he no longer exhibited any hesitation but turned up my shirt, with a little laugh, and placed his hand on my cock. I curled myself up as he did so, but made no protest, and he played lingeringly with my member, finally giving it a kiss. But he then concluded that this was enough for the present and threw the covering over me again. It was a beginning, and spoke of more eventualities in the future.
By mid-day we presented ourselves at Cecil's and found him ready for us.
“We have not much time,” said Gaston. “We must be back for luncheon.”
He took us to the Couteriere he knew, who made the necessary measurements while Cecil supplied her with all the particulars he required. The confabulation was such a long one that we got a trifle impatient, but it was over at last and we all made haste back to the Faubourg St. Germain.
A day or two later, Cecil called on the Prince and told him of the invitation he had given us, merely saying, of course, that he would like us to spend the evening with him.
On the day in question we repaired to the Avenue Moche rather late in the afternoon and found Cecil impatiently awaiting us. After a pleasant hour or two, he took us to the dressing room to be attired for our parts. Maurice figured large in this scene, being assisted by Julius, whom I regarded with considerable interest, recollecting de Beaupre's account of what took place on his engagement by Monsieur. He was a decidedly pretty young man, but was scarcely calculated now to give one the impression of strict monastery breeding, for he tripped about in the liveliest manner and displayed very much less reserve in his demeanor then did Maurice.
Cecil had made the most elaborate preparations for adorning our persons. Our costumes were of the eighteenth century period, and I felt myself quite imposing when I had attired myself in a pair of white satin breeches, with white silk stockings, shoes with diamond buckles, a white brocaded waistcoat and a full skirted coat of white satin, glittering with embroidery of brilliante.
We were now ready to start, and as soon as we were notified that the carriage was at the door, we descended to the porch.
The drive was a long one, taking us right away to the farthest suburbs, but we finally passed through a gate and after going up a short private road drew up before the portico of a large stone villa. The doors were shut, but on knocking, we were admitted to the hall where our coats and Cecil's wrap were taken by a servant.
I found the exquisiteness of the surroundings to match Blackie's tales, and as we entered into the fantastic villa, I reminisced about the initial days of school when he told his colorful stories of Society X. My heart raced with excitement and intrepid anticipation, and not a little disbelief that I was actually going to be among the members of this mysterious club.
We were late arrivals and the rest of the company of young men were already assembled. They were every bit as charming and dashing as Gaston had related, only more so, for tonight, they too were dressed in full eighteenth century costumes. I smiled with satisfaction, thinking that Gaston and I outshone all the rest in plumage.
Gaston and Cecil were instantly recognized and we were soon surrounded by the smart looking young men as they kissed Gaston and Cecil on either cheek.
“May I present Charles Powerscourt,” said Cecil. “Please welcome him as my guest.”
The young men all greeted me with the greatest of friendliness, and I felt at ease almost instantly in their affectionate company.
“Now that you have come, Cecil, we will have some refreshments and thereafter the entertainments can commence,” said one young fellow with chestnut colored hair.
“But where is Sir Henry?” I whispered to Gaston. I was strongly desirous to see the great man about whom Gaston had talked at such length about.
“I am certain that he will make a grand entrance presently,” replied Gaston.
We followed Cecil to a long table where a profusion of grapes and wines and the finest cheeses had been laid out. There was soft music being played by a small orchestra in one corner of the large room, the soft, beautiful music echoing off the lovely veined marble of the floor.
As we sipped our wine, some of the members of Society X began to dance slowly with one another to the music. I was enchanted with the sight of so many young men enjoying such passionate conduct with each other so openly and liberally. I could even see from where I stood that some of the men's members were straining their breeches as their partners danced close and stroked their buttocks.
The wine began to go to my head, and I looked towards Gaston to find that his cheeks were flushed rosy with the fragrant bouquet and exciting display of so many handsome men before us. Just then the doors to the grand apartment were flung open and a man who could've been none other than Sir Henry entered the room.
I had never seen a more striking man in all my life. His shoulder length blond hair hung in loose curls about his broad shoulders. His full lips turned up at the corners in a gay smile, and his eyes! His eyes were the most electrifying color of green I had ever seen. They were positively feline, and turned up slightly at the corners giving his entire face an elegant sleek look.
The members of Society X immediately ceased their dancing to greet him.
“That is Sir Henry!” said Gaston excitedly.
“I guessed that,” I replied, never taking my eyes from the newest arrival. He too was dressed in full eighteenth century attire, and I have to admit that his costume was by far the most elaborate. Cecil and Gaston advanced to greet him, and I followed rather reluctantly.
“Come Charlie. Meet Sir Henry,” said Cecil, and quite suddenly I found myself standing in front of this extraordinary man.
“Sir Henry, I should be pleased to introduce you to Charles Powerscourt,” said Cecil.
“Charles. Welcome to our Spring celebration!” Sir Henry said, his green eyes flashing merrily. His voice was like the velvet night-time and the sound seemed to caress my being down to my very depths. He leaned forward and kissed me on either cheek. He then turned to Gaston and warmly embraced him, clearly happy to see him again. As the greetings concluded of Sir Henry's arrival, it seemed that the entertainments were to begin.
The music continued to play, and Sir Henry presently left the great hall once again only to return shortly with an especially handsome young boy in tow. I gasped with surprise to see the lad following in absolute submission totally naked as he was, wearing only a golden rope around his neck which Sir Henry lead him in by.
“Gentlemen,” announced Sir Henry, “May you take your pleasure before this living personification of the God of Love!” Sir Henry's eyes sparkled with pleasure. He led the young man to the center of the huge room and stood there on naked display for our pleasure; naked save the golden rope that still hung about his neck.
The men of Society X suddenly began removing their clothing in furious abandon. I glanced over to see that Cecil and Gaston were following the custom, and so I gleefully removed my costume as well.
The men began to surround the beautiful figure of the lad, who reminded me of the classical Adonis, and began to cast toward him offerings of roses, white, red and yellow. They bowed and kissed his feet and caressed his unmoving figure with bacchanalian abandon.
Slowly we formed a circle around this symbol of youth and beauty, and quite suddenly, I felt a hand grip my cock which had naturally sprung to attention in all this excitement. It seemed that the links of the circle were formed of a sort of human flesh chain, with the links of this fence of passion being each man who held a cock in hand. Being caught up in the fancy of this playful celebration of life, I reached next to me and found to my astonished delight, Sir Henry!
I wordlessly reached down between his legs for his cock. I saw that Sir Henry indeed had a Prince Albert ring pierced through the head of his penis, and my body thrilled with eagerness to stroke this man and give him pleasure. We began a rhythmic ritual, in which each man stroked his neighbor's cock in a mutual frenzy of delight.
My cock had been slowly on the rise since we entered the meeting place of Society X, and now in the able hands of Sir Henry, I felt as though I would positively burst with pleasure. I looked about me at this astonishing scene, and noted that many other members of Society X also had golden cock rings. From that day on, I was determined to wear one, a fantasy that eventually came to pass, but that was much later. For now I was happy to simply imagine it, and take pleasure in lightly fingering the one which ran through Sir Henry's magnificent prick. Soon enough, under Sir Henry's titillations, I felt my body growing hotter and hotter, and my muscles contracting in climactic excitement. I thrust my hips forward and just as I was about to come, a page silently appeared from seemingly nowhere and placed a chalice beneath Sir Henry's hand which still held my cock.
“Spend in the chalice, Charles,” he said to me. I was so impassioned with the dreamlike quality of the events that his voice sounded very far away, and I did as I was told, pouring my hot spunk into the cup presented to me for that use. When I opened my eyes, I saw other members of Society X doing the same thing, as young pages collected their spunk in chalices, and presented them to each man.
When the last sigh heaved through the echoing chamber of marble, Sir Henry raised his own chalice and toasted the members of Society X. He sipped from his cup, and everyone followed his example, including myself. I was surprised to find that my own spunk tasted just like all others that I had tasted. Before I had a chance to completely swallow my drink, Sir Henry leaned forward and embraced me in a passionate kiss, spilling the remaining dewy drops of his liquor into my own mouth, and drinking of my own essence with his lips and tongue. When at last we parted, I turned and saw Cecil and Gaston locked in what I guessed was a similar ritual kiss.
And then without direction, the members of Society X proceeded to approach the young man who still stood in the center of our sexual circle, a sight that no doubt gave us all a great deal of pleasure. One by one, the members began to tip their silver chalices and pour the remaining contents of their goblets onto this golden boy, coating him, veritably basting him in a sheen of dewy spend.
The men reached forward, touching each and every portion of his body, pressing the tips of their fingers into the firm flesh of his breast, the dense meat of his thighs. Glistening strands of spend would hang gingerly between their hands and his buttocks, between their tongues and his shoulders. Dozens of hands stroked his graceful neck, his gossamer hair, and his sperm-slicked body, massaging it, granting his beautiful penis no choice but to ripen and engorge.
A handsome dark-haired man, late into his thirties took our Adonis's hand and placed each and every one of the boy's fingers into his hot mouth to suck them one at a time. An older man held fast one of the golden boy's buttocks and kissed and licked it as if it were the last perfect bowl of peaches, covered with the sweetest cream. Still other men were indulging themselves in his breathtaking carnality, and they grabbed him 'round his limbs and began to bite him, nibbling at the firm beef of his breasts and sinking their teeth into the more tender flesh above his hips and 'round his belly.
They appeared set to devour this young godling alive as would a pack of starving wolves a lone fattened lamb, even as the pearly rain continued to run down his body. The men, seemingly drunk with passion, flicked about him fiercely, like souls possessed, striving with one another to smother him in their embraces as they smeared their semen over his body with their hands and lapping up the moisture with their tongues in a demonic fury of fanaticism.
I, too, moved into the orgiastic fray, along with Cecil, Gaston and Sir Henry, and within short moments, I found myself face to belly with this golden boy just as he was about to reach the height of his own ecstasy. Having taken hold of that fantastic dew covered cock, Sir Henry passed it to my mouth, and I gave it just one tremendous suck before it released a torrent of spend which sprayed my face and fell upon the lips of four other men who plunged their mouths into my immediate vicinity. Our Adonis let out an almost inaudible groan, and was quickly lost in a sea of firm and sweating bodies. As the night progressed, we were a heap of entwined manhood, indistinguishable and locked in a continual labyrinth of exquisite desire.
Somewhere during the evening, I must have passed out from intoxication. I was drunk from sexual bliss and a little too much wine. I awoke the next morning, tucked into bed at Cecil's home in Avenue Moche, and for a moment I thought the preceding events were purely figments of my dream life. But when Gaston bounded in my bedroom a little later and began to excitedly recount the evening's history with me, I realized that it had indeed occurred. It remains, until this day, one of the most significant evenings of my life.
A general breaking up followed after supper and soon Cecil, Gaston and I were ensconced in our carriage and taken back to the city.
As we were on the way, Gaston fumbled at his breeches and took out his member, holding it with his hand.



CHAPTER VIII. LORD HARRY


My stay in France soon came to an end and I cannot recall to mind anything else worthy of note.
A few days before leaving we went down to the family's country seat at Langusdoe. Here I met Gaston's grandfather on the maternal side, the old Prince de Foix. He was verging on eighty and had seen many vicissitudes in his time, but was still erect of bearing and picturesque figure with his long white moustache and thick mane of white hair.
He was an ardent Royalist and Catholic and in his declining years devoted himself entirely to these interests, taking no part in social life; but he was very gracious in his manner towards me and nourished an affection for Gaston, hoping he would prove a worthier successor to his dignities than the Prince, of whose abilities and tastes he had rather a poor opinion, judging from one or two remarks of a slightly sarcastic nature which I heard him utter.
I must also mention that the Prince gave an entertainment before I left Paris, and among the guests were some members of Society X as well as Cecil. They smiled at me in a friendly way when I was introduced, but let fall no hint with reference to our previous encounter.
My visit came to an end at last, and I took farewell of my newly found friends with genuine regret. Cecil traveled with us to London, but there I left for Wodbury to spend the last two days of my vacation at home. The reaction from the liveliness of the past weeks was great, but happily I had not to suffer it long, and the morning of my departure for school soon broke.
I had a letter from Rutherford requesting me to look out for him at Bristol, where I had to change trains. As my train drew up, I saw him on the platform and I jumped out and ran towards him. His face lighted up with great pleasure as he greeted me, but he stopped my flow of words and suggested that we should secure our seats before starting to talk. We quickly dispatched a porter to look after our belongings and after choosing a compartment, settled ourselves down to talk. I had such a lot to tell my friend that it occupied a considerable portion of our journey, and he complimented me on the good use I had made of the last part of my holidays.
All was excitement at the school and everyone was eager to relate the adventures he had gone through during vacation.
When we gained the dormitory, we showed interest in surveying one another's appearance after our long separation. The intervening weeks since we had parted added a modicum of development to our bodies, and indeed, we took great pleasure in holding ourselves up for inspection. Bob's growth was most dramatic, and we could not help but run our hands over each dazzling element of his most recent burst of maturity. His neck had thickened, bringing about him a more manly air, and his waist had widened somewhat and was now stacked more densely with solid muscle under an even broader and thicker chest. Even Bob's member seemed to me a good deal larger than before, and I was sorely tempted to take it just there and then, even before the others had a chance to show off their own.
Duke had retained his boyish charm and mischievous demeanor, but he was taller still now, lean and lanky with the touch of a new air of poise about him. He stripped with little hesitation at all and was proud to display an uncanny sausage of a cock, grown perhaps a full inch in the short months which had kept us apart.
“We have all of us grown and put on some pounds,” grinned the Duke Jimmy, “but it seems I have done most of my growing down the inseam of my trousers, haven't I?”
“That you have indeed, Jimmy,” laughed Bob, who then turned and jabbed the nude and reclining de Beaupre playfully about the soft of his belly. “You seem to be in good health, Blackie, and quite well-fed at that. No doubt it's all that pampering dealt you by that Parisian royalty you've been running 'round with.”
“Shut up, Rutherford!” giggled Blackie, as he pushed away Bob's prodding fingers. “Besides, Master Powerscourt and I have bent our tastes more toward golden-skinned Adonises than bonbons. Isn't that right, Charlie?”
De Beaupre winked at me, revealing a tiny and teasing facet of our adventures together to the others, a tantalizing hint of the stories yet to come. The mere thought of that night with Society X, when combined with my gazing at Blackie with fresh eyes, renewed my heat and enthusiasm for the night's coming activities. Though his body was still etched in muscle, Bob in a way was correct. There was a fresh, voluptuous fleshiness about Blackie as his breast and arms and thighs were now filling out to their final masculine form. The salacious curve of his waist now bore the first signs of his insatiable appetite for fine foods and wines, and his formerly flat belly came perilously close to appearing plump over the thick tube of his cock and his large, down-covered balls. Still the same, he was truly all-together mouth-watering to me.
“Come here, Charlie,” said Bob presently. “I'm dying to feel your hand on me again. It seems like ages since we were last together like that.”
I had no objection and advanced to where he was laying on the bed with pride in my own form. My work with Joe back home had yielded a firm and well-defined youthful image to my body, which had softened little during my time with de Beaupre.
“You look fabulous, Charlie,” said Bob, as if in response to my very thoughts. “I am growing hard simply gazing at you.”
Taking his cock in my fist, I drew down the skin and moistened it with my tongue lingering over the operation, which came with a pleasing freshness to me, not having seen or touched Rutherford's member for so long. At length I started to rub it sharply.
I watched as keenly as ever the sight of the swelling purple head, as it was covered and uncovered by the movement of my hands and it fascinated me just as much as it had done on the very first occasion when I had devoted myself to a similar task with Rutherford. He was enjoying it too, and gazed at me with a smile as I went on with the work.
“You haven't forgotten how to do it since you were away,” he said, “but I dare say you have been practicing with Blackie very often, haven't you?”
I laughed and replied, “Well of course, we had to keep ourselves up to the mark, you know.”
Washing Bob's cock with my tongue, I took him far into my mouth and then back into the tightness of my throat, just as Cecil had taught me to do. Bob gasped and buckled beneath my lascivious movements, and fairly soon he released a rush of spend which poured swiftly down my gullet.
“Now it is your turn,” he said, and I took the place which he vacated, gladly suffering him to allay my voluptuous sufferings and desires.
Blackie and the Duke were similarly engaged across the chamber, and watching de Beaupre's broadened and tanned body entwined with the smooth, white corpus of the lean Jimmy Marmot proved exhilarating. I was brought to a marvelous and delicious spend. Indeed, not a one of us did get into our beds until all had received a taste of blissful joy.

***

I do not intend to say much about the events of this term, and can only state that it was not less pleasant to me than the one preceding it. There were not many changes among the pupils. Two new juniors had come in, but with these we had no concern. Davenport had left and there were few regrets expressed at this. Lacy still remained and we kept our friendliness with him.
Before the close of the term, Jimmy wrote to Lord Harry Marmot, and received in reply an invitation for the whole four of us to spend the Christmas vacation with him at his place in Northcumberland, Hebworth Castle. I obtained the desired permission from my father, and it was arranged that as soon as the term was over, I should proceed to Lord Harry's.
At the last moment however, both Bob and the Duke were asked by their people to spend Christmas day at home, while Jimmy's mother also wished de Beaupre to come home to her. I found myself rather awkwardly placed. I did not want to go hither alone and did not want to go home. Rutherford said I could come with him and sent a telegram to Lord Harry explaining the situation. He wired back asking if I could not come by myself, as he should like some one of us to go to him, he being quite alone.
“Why don't you go, Charlie?” said Bob. “That would settle everything nicely. You won't have to wait long for us, and I know my cousin will make you feel at home. It seems a shame that he should be kept all by himself waiting for us.”
Thus urged, I agreed to the proposal and acquainted Lord Harry with my decision. He sent a further telegram asking me to acquaint him with what train I should come by, which I did. At the commencement of the holidays, I started off alone on the long journey to the North, having impressed upon my friends that they must join us as soon as possible.
It was late and quite dark when I reached the little station where I was to alight, and I did not feel in very good spirits after the prolonged and chilly journey. A tall man, muffled up in a thick overcoat and with a tweed cap pulled down over his eyes, stood on the platform and as I got out, he came towards me.
“Master Powerscourt, I presume?”
I replied in the affirmative and he held out his hand saying, “How do you do? I am very pleased to meet you. I seem to know you quite well, after all that my cousin Bob and that young scamp Jimmy, have told me about you. But come along now.”
I was greatly warmed by his friendly person and even more warmed by his very striking appearance.
As the carriage stopped, a door was flung wide open, letting a flood of light upon the scene. We stepped out and made our way to the door, the tall towers and buttresses of the castle looming hugely before us in the uncertain dimness of the night.
As we entered, a gigantic black man carefully closed the door and we went up a steep stone staircase, which led to a spacious vestibule with groined roof and a pavement of stone flags, all in good repair, but quite bare of furniture.
However, when we had gone through a pair of double doors, the scene changed and I found myself in a tall ceilinged corridor, thickly carpeted and lighted with foliated casements of painted glass, with antique benches and armories, horns and skins and stands of armor and weapons here and there.
“Welcome to Hebworth,” exclaimed Lord Harry, flinging off his cap and coat, and now that he had removed these and was in the light, I was able to take stock of him better.
He was under thirty, I fancied, and the absence of a moustache gave him a still more youthful appearance. He had a look of kindly sympathy in the long lashed, hazel eyes that showed his nature to be foreign to the cruel callousness of the habitual roue.
“You must be tired and hungry after your long journey, Charlie,” he said presently. “Go have a wash and in the meantime I will have something got ready for you to eat. Peter will show you the way.”
The butler conducted me to a dressing room where I freed myself from the stains of travel, and when I had done so, I returned to the salon. Lord Harry awaited my appearance and at once took me to a room nearby. A table near the hearth was laid with an appetizing meal.
When I had finished, the table was cleared by Peter, assisted by another black man, equally as gigantic. Lord Harry saw me observing them, and when they had gone out, he said, “They are two very good fellows indeed and devoted to me. I hired them in South Africa a year ago, and they have been with me ever since. I call them Peter and Paul as their African names are too cumbersome for ordinary use.”
A little while passed in silence and then he beckoned me to him.
“You are very friendly with my two relatives, are you not, Charlie? Both of whom have mentioned you in the warmest way in their letters, so I know the intimacy must be an exceedingly close one. They have doubtless spoken to you of me, and have, I am sure, told you that I am extremely fond of boys and like to see them in the utmost freedom possible.
“Now, would it be too much to ask you to reveal yourself to me in a state of beauty unadorned?”
I took the hint, when he announced that the room was warm enough to undress, and slowly unfastened my garments, while he sat with watching eyes. I did not especially like the idea, as after all, he was an entire stranger to me, but I was impelled by the subtle influence he exercised upon me to carry out his wish.
He made me go on till I stood in uttered nakedness before him. When he had a good survey of my body, he rose, apologized for having troubled me, and thanked me in the most gracious terms. Drawing up a large, broad couch near the fireplace, he directed me to lie on this at full length and bending down, gave me a warm wine-like kiss, full on the lips.
He then went to a cabinet from which he took out a book and, giving it to me, bade me read it out loud to him. The request combined with my condition created a feeling of reserve in my mind, but I could not well decline to do as I was asked, and taking the book, I opened it at the beginning and began to read while Lord Harry took his place on a low stool at the foot of the couch.
The volume proved to be an erotic romance of the most lurid description, and as I got through the first few paragraphs, the whole situation so affected me that my face burned anew, and a shiver, almost of compunction, ran through me.
My companion put out his hand and gently began to toy with my cock, so that I stopped reading, and closed the book. I glanced with open eyes of dismay at him.
“Do please go on,” he said with a winning smile and a whole world of sweetness and persuasiveness in his dark eyes.
I felt thoroughly subdued and continued with the reading of the book, while he went on with the utmost nonchalance in the fingering of my asshole, as he also toyed with my prick.
I was conscious of another sensation, and a momentary glimpse showed me that he was bending over me and had taken my cock in his mouth. Had it been Rutherford or any other of my friends, I should not have experienced anything but pleasure, but my host's friendship was so short that my horrified wonder at his procedure was indescribable. A shudder passed through my frame, but he was either unconscious of this, or took no notice of it, for he went on with his self imposed task with much zest, drawing the skin back to its fullest extent, and sucking and rolling his tongue 'round the knob with voluptuous relish, varying this by taking the whole member between his lips, or licking my balls and thighs.
My cock had up to the present been in its limpest state, but by degrees the shock wore off, the lubricity of the book began to interest me, a feeling of curiosity to know more of its contents grew on me, infecting my body with the indefinable sensibilities of passion, while the blood grew warmer in my veins.
This revivification communicated itself into my cock, and it began to stiffen, at which sign he coaxed it with his hands with the utmost persistence till it enlarged and erected itself with more than usual firmness. As soon as this confirmation had been attained, my companion began again caressing it with his lips and tongue with greater avidity than ever, kissing and sucking and licking the distended knob with the utmost fervency, while with his hands, he tickled and titillated my balls and thighs, and pressing open my legs, pushed one finger into my bottom hole. I was in a fever of mingle discomfort and excitement. My voice grew husky.
The finger penetrated so far up my hole and worked about so much in the interior regions as to hurt me, while an occasional pressure of Lord Harry's teeth on the head of my cock, and the force with which he every now and then pressed back the prepuce caused me some little pain, which ultimately yielded to pleasure.
This scene continued for some time, till my awakening lust conquered all other emotions. At length, a sudden glow of irresistible delight surged through me, giving promise of something yet more pleasurable to follow. My cock throbbed and grew stiff, sensible of which, my host applied himself to sucking it with still greater insistence, while his hands worked on my balls and in my asshole with feverish quickness.
The fires of voluptuousness flamed still fiercer in my veins, and my body writhed under the influences of this current of licentiousness. My voice faltered; it seemed as if I could hear no more, and the resistance within was forced aside.
I felt a series of throbs and thrills of inconceivable, yet almost agonizing pleasure shoot through me, while my cock leaped with uncontrollable vehemence and discharged liquid gushes from its end into the mouth of Lord Harry, who sucked it with all his might, causing me an excruciating though exquisite rapture, so that it was beyond endurance. I could see no more to read. My head fell back nervelessly and I gasped and groaned as my fingers clutched the book convulsively, almost tearing it. He looked up with insinuating glances and requested me to go on reading.
Feeling compelled to obey, I picked up the book again and forced myself to ignore the deep agitation which shook my frame. I began in as calm a tone as I could manage, while my cock ached and smarted and tingled under his tongue and lips. The flesh 'round the root palpitated, my balls hung down poignantly sensitive, and my intestines twisted in an interior travail. But I read on, half in a dream.
It was not until I had finished another two chapters that Lord Harry desisted from his attentions. At last he got up, took away the book and brought a warm dressing gown, which he told me to put on.
When I had done so, my host said it was time to retire and took me to a very large bedroom with a huge fire blazing merrily in the fireplace, and sent a pleasant warmth throughout the apartment. I looked for my night attire, but he said I would not need it, and made me get into the large and luxurious bed quite nude. I was not likely to be cold, as above the embroidered silk counterpane there was a thick down quilt, and a coverlet of soft, warm fur over that.
It was evident that my host intended to sleep with me, for he began to disrobe and when he had divested himself of everything, he too, got into bed.
Turning back the bedclothes so that I was fully exposed, he started to osculate me all over, kissing repeatedly and with the utmost fervency my breast, thighs, shoulders, neck, cheeks, arms and legs, sucking my toes, tickling my back, groin and belly with his tongue, licking my feet, hands and face, imprinting labial caresses all over me. He found out all the most sensitive parts, under the arms, the nostrils, the ears, the soles of my feet, the palms of my hands, the throat and the inner part of the thighs, and lavished unbounded philanderings on the smooth rotundity of my buttocks, kissing and mumbling them all over, licking with ardor. Finally pressing the cheeks apart so as to obtain better scope, he stretched open the bottom hole with his fingers and inserted therein the tip of his tongue, making me squirm with the peculiar sensation thus created.
When at last he had satisfied himself with all this, he put me flat on the bed and knelt over me in the opposite way, so that his thighs came above my face. Directing me to follow his example, he began to suck my cock again. I hesitated to do likewise.
I took hold of his erect member and applied my lips to it. It seemed impossible that I should get it into my mouth, it was so large, but after the first moment's repulsion, I quickly warmed to the work, and sucked and tickled it with my tongue as well as I knew how.
Lord Harry was doing his best to rouse my cock, which had lapsed into inertness, into new vigor, rubbing it with his hand, sucking the top and working one finger in and out of my bottom hole, while I, in return, caressed his balls and posteriors with my hands.
He was raised to a considerable pitch of excitement, and his cream was not long in approaching. When it came, he pressed his thighs and belly closer to my face, so as to prevent me from moving my head away, and in another minute my mouth was filled with a tremendous charge of hot, thick cream, which shot down over my tongue and palate and throat, almost choking me, and of course being in the position I was, I had to swallow it. But this only added to my own pleasure.
My member was beginning to rise to the occasion, but in a somewhat halfhearted way, so when the last drop from his weapon had gone into my mouth, he changed his position and, kneeling down by the side of me, worked my cock up and down with his hand in a rapid manner, at the same time tickling my balls and bottom with his disengaged hand.
The process proved rather protracted, but Lord Harry's energy was tireless and at last he attained his goal. My member was sore and inflamed from its first effusion, and pained and smarted particularly when now and then he gave it a little suck, while the continual pulling down of the skin as far as it would go hurt me a trifle, but again my discomfort soon began to give way to pleasure.
Presently, the same glow of voluptuousness as before spread over me, the thrills of vital electricity were once more shooting through my frame. I heaved and writhed and clenched my hands together, my breath came in short gasps, and he bent down and commenced to suck my cock with all his force, my whole body was drowned in a flood of sensuality, my head fell back with upturned eyes, and I sank into a swoon brought on by the intolerable pleasure of my physical sensations, prefacing this lapse of consciousness by a smothered groan and cry.
When I came to, I found that Lord Harry had risen and was regarding me with interest, but on seeing that my senses had returned, he lay down beside me and with all a lover's ardor, clasped me to him. He kissed me and forced my mouth open with his tongue, making it stay there till our saliva mixed.
He held me thus for some time and then caused me to turn 'round. When laying close to me, he put his cock between my legs and commenced to go to work gently in a backward and forward movement, while with one hand he took hold of my member and worked it softly up and down, an action which caused me some unpleasantness, as it ached and was sore after its recent experiences, but I said nothing, being curious to ascertain how my host will continue.
This went on for a period and then Lord Harry's movements became rather more brisk, until at last he emitted a copious flow, which bathed my thighs with warm fluid while he rubbed it with his hand over my balls, cock and belly.
After this I was permitted to compose myself for slumber, which I was not sorry for. Lord Harry did not seem greatly inclined for conversation, and after a few sentences had passed between us, he recommended me to try to go to sleep.
Lord Harry did not try to prevent me, but until the time that I lost myself in oblivion, I felt my companion's hands caressing me unceasingly all over, but more particularly between the thighs, while ever and anon he imprinted kisses on my back and shoulders and the nape of my neck.



CHAPTER IX. HEBWORTH CASTLE


I slept soundly and did not awaken till the following morning, but when I did so, it was to find that Lord Harry held one of my hands fondly in his, while with his remaining one he played with my cock.
As soon as he saw me open my eyes, he gave me an affectionate morning greeting and asked if I had slept well. I replied that I had, very well indeed.
With the new day, I began to feel a warm friendship for my host, and the experiences of the preceding night softened themselves in my recollection so that I upbraided myself in thought, that I should ever have been nervous or frightened. There had been no occasion for it, as Lord Harry had uniformly exhibited the greatest kindness towards me, while when I came to review the whole circumstances calmly, I saw that I need not have felt surprise, considering that Rutherford and the Duke had told me about their relative and the hints they had let fall concerning him.
Shortly after I awakened, the room door opened and two good looking Japanese boys clad in richly embroidered kimonos, entered, bearing on silver trays a morning repast of rosy rolls and cakes and warm milk.
After this, my host took me to the bathroom, which was a large apartment furnished and decorated with considerable luxury. Here we found the two Japanese lads, also an English chap, very handsome, with clear blue eyes and curling hair of purest gold.
Lord Harry told me that the young man had been with him since his parents died. His name was Jack.
I was waiting for them to leave the room, so that I might bathe, but apparently they were in no hurry to go. Then it occurred to me that my host was about to ask me to bare myself before them all. The idea was not altogether pleasing and the red entered my cheeks again.
I turned a last look at the three boys and then glanced at my host, but he averted his eyes and directed his gaze at the trio, who as if understanding the unspoken command, threw off their robes. The two Japanese boys advanced to me, unfastened my dressing gown and drew it off. I neither offered resistance nor made protest, only experiencing a degree of injured modesty at being thus exposed before them.
Jack fetched a large pot of soap, a dish of hot water and a big brush, like an overgrown shaving brush, and went on to cover my body with thick layers of soapy lather, which Ko San and Takura rubbed in with their hands.
I felt some humiliation at being manipulated in this way, for Takura and Ko San held no part of my body sacred from their touch. They continued to pull about my legs and arms in all ways to suit their convenience, while Jack seemed to take an impish delight in paying attention with his soap brush to my belly and buttocks, thrusting his instrument right into the furrow of my bottom, lifting my cock while he lathered my balls, and generally acting in an abandoned way, laughing gleefully all the while, but I could not help finally entering into the spirit of the thing, and joining in the mirth myself.
When I had been thoroughly washed and dried, Lord Harry, who had in the meantime performed his own ablutions, brought me a superb kimono of embroidered Japanese silk lined with fur, and slippers edged with fur were placed on my feet.
My host begged me to accompany him to the Hall. I rose to do so, but was rather startled to find that my robe had no fastenings. Apparently I was not to be allowed even to hide my nakedness.
When we reached the Hall, we sat down till the servants came to announce that the mid-day meal was ready. This was plentiful and of excellent character, and each course served up to me consisted of numerous platters piled high with dripping meats, juicy poultry, tasty breads and rich sauces. I ate heartily, watching with glee as the butlers unveiled and served each helping, while the young men also waited in attendance.
When I felt I was well-stuffed and could not eat another bite, I declined the third helping of pheasant I was offered with a stifled hiccough.
“What is the matter, Master Charles?” said Lord Harry as he looked up from his meal. “Does the food I have prepared for your enjoyment not agree with you?”
“Oh no, my Lord,” I cried, rubbing my belly for emphasis. “It's just that I have eaten more than my fill and simply cannot indulge myself a single morsel more.”
“Nonsense, Charles,” chastised Lord Harry. “You are a growing young man, are you not? I order you to finish your luncheon and do so with haste, or you shall be the victim of my displeasure.”
“Yes Sir,” I said, only slightly alarmed. The twinkle in Lord Harry's eye bespoke his good humor in this game, and sparked me to wonder what his punishment could be if brought to bear.
Having gorged myself upon the fowl, I leaned back upon my chair, but then released an audible moan when the smiling butler placed a heaping plate of bread pudding before me in the former platter's stead.
“Oh, please, Lord Harry!” I cried. “Have mercy. I could not possibly eat this pudding, though I am certain it's delicious. Why, I am so full that if I eat one thing more, I should positively burst!”
“Peter!” Lord Harry interrupted sharply, “see to it that Master Charles finishes his pudding, for if he does not, then he shall receive a spanking before all in attendance because he did not finish his meal.”
The tall black South African stepped up to the table, took my spoon and shoveled a small portion of the pudding toward my lips. I kept them shut and upturned slightly at the edges, placing an air of mischief into my demeanor. I saw Lord Harry's game, or so I thought. If he wished to see a spanking take place, then he would get one – though an edge of fear did creep into the back of my mind, as I had not received one of these among so many strangers.
“I see that my guest defies me,” said Lord Harry. “Very well, then, so be it. You may proceed, Peter.”
Before I could utter another word, my stuffed and overfed body was turned bottom side up and my robe was pulled harshly to one side, revealing my firm, nude buttocks to prying eyes all 'round me. I was then draped over Peter's great thighs and made to be prone in one swift motion. My hands were bound with rope at the wrists behind me, and this frightened me, but I soon forgot I was tied when Peter's large and sturdy hand came down with a sharp slap to my rump, and this was the first of many.
Lord Harry looked on, grinning widely as I succumbed to Peter's repeated stinging slaps to my blushing buttocks. Though the spanking smarted badly and heated my behind a great deal, I also felt my cock stir and flare as it rubbed against Peter's hard thighs and seemed to absorb the exquisite fire being laid into my rear. The great black man seemed to know the effect his spanking had upon me intuitively, and yet he continued to heighten his attack. Fairly soon, tears were running down my cheeks and I was forced to cry for mercy. “Please, Peter; please Lord Harry, I give in! I shall eat all my pudding if you cease this punishment.”
Peter let me up at Lord Harry's bidding, but did not untie my wrists from behind me. Instead, he spoon fed me the last of the pudding, taking care to dry my cheeks and make certain not a crumb was dropped.
Afterwards, when the utensils had been taken away, but before the cloth was removed, Lord Harry said, “We must have a final course of sweet,” and he directed Peter to take off my robe. When he had done so, I was laid at full length upon the table, my legs slightly raised, my knees bent as far apart as possible. My host then told me to remain in this position, and with a spoon, he smeared my cock and balls and the adjacent parts of my thighs and belly with a plentiful coating of a rich, thick Oriental conserve. This he applied himself to lick off, with the greatest relish, not stopping till he had cleared away every particle with his tongue, and indeed, keeping on after all had gone.
Not content even then, he uncovered the head of my member and put another large spoonful on this and all around the sides, under the knob, also licking this off. And when this was over and I expected at last to be released, more of the conserve was smeared along my sides and upon my breast and belly and cock, and each of the three young men present took a turn in licking and nibbling it off. As they descended upon my hard cock and my swollen, aching body, there upon the oaken table, my reeling mind brought me back to that evening with Cecil, Lord Henry and Gaston de Beaupre, when all those men surrounded and all but devoured that beautiful golden boy. Now it was my turn, I mused, even as I was brought to a glorious spend and sent hot sperm shooting across the tablecloth and into the preserve still left upon my thighs.
Only after this was I untied and allowed to resume my robe, and as I did so, I said, “I have known of that before. It is called baton de sucre, is it not?”
Lord Harry smiled and replied, “That is certainly a very appropriate name, though I do not happen to remember hearing it before. How did you get acquainted with this?”
I told him and he listened with much interest, saying that he should get me to relate more of my adventures to him.
He gave me a volume from a bookshelf and I seated myself in an easy chair by the fire, while he sat down by a desk and began to write.
Jack placed himself on a cushion at my feet and, throwing my gown wide open, commenced to play with my cock and balls. I softly thrust him away and pulled the edges of my robe together, but Lord Harry was observant and, shaking his finger at me, told me to occupy myself with my book and let Jack do as he liked. The boy handled my prick as he listened, pulling and bending my cock this way and that, covering and uncovering the head, tickling my balls and stroking and caressing my thighs, belly and bottom.
Lord Harry wrote for a long time, then rising, he took a chair on the opposite of the hearth from me. Calling Jack to him, he made him kneel on a hassock in front of his chair and presented his cock to him to suck, which Jack did with great gusto.
When the moment came for him to discharge, he held Jack's head between his legs and his hands and told him not to swallow the liquid but to keep it in his mouth.
Jack did so, and Lord Harry brought him over to me, ordered me to hold my head back and open my mouth. He then directed Jack to give me a kiss. This the boy did, and putting his mouth against mine, let Lord Harry's sperm mingled with his own saliva, roll down my throat, assisting the operation with his tongue, and gluing his lips to mine, so that not a drop might escape.
“There,” said my host with a laugh, “that is equal distribution of pleasure, is it not? It reminds one of the old proverb about killing two birds with one stone.”
As the days went on, my enjoyment increased. I shall not further particularize my doings. Lord Harry proved a great entertainer and his brilliant and discoursive conversation was always full of interest, while he gave me, as promised, a selection of highly pleasing and instructive books to read.
Soon after Christmas my friends arrived, all in excellent spirits, and eager to avail themselves of the delights of Lord Harry's entertainments and hospitality.
Each knew our host well and therefore no pretence was made, but all were well content to take things as they found them. He would not let the Duke call him Uncle, but insisted on us all addressing him by his Christian name, saying that it put us all on more friendly terms.
“It is not a nice day today,” he said on the afternoon following their arrival. “We will go to the turret room.”
We had only our dressing gowns on. We lay down and our host asked us to take these garments off, so that he might enjoy the sight of our nude bodies.
Presently he called Jack and said something to him. The boy left the room, but soon afterwards returned with the two black men and the Japanese boys. Lord Harry spoke to the butlers and they took off their tunics. Peter lay on the ground and Ko San worked at his member till it was erect. Takura did the same to Paul. Paul squatted down over Peter, bringing his buttocks over the latter's thighs, then Ko San guided Peter's stiffened weapon into the aperture of Paul's asshole, first well moistening both this and Peter's organ with saliva.
Paul now proceeded to rise and fall like a man on horseback, causing Peter's cock to work in and out of his anus, while Takura continued to rub Paul's member up and down and Ko San tickled Peter's balls and chafed his thighs smartly.
The end was not long in arriving. First of all Paul shot out strong jets of sperm on Peter's neck and face and chest, and soon after, Peter made a sign that he was about to come, and when Paul felt the liquid injected into him, he rose up leaving Peter's cock gleaming with the other's emission.
The parts which they had taken had greatly excited Ko San and Takura and each began to pluck at his stiff cock as if it irritated him, seeing which, Jack ran forward. They fell upon him and knelt down, Takura in front and Ko San at his back. Takura began sucking and licking Jack's cock and balls, while Ko San caressed his buttocks with his lips and tongue.
When they tired of this, they rose to their feet and Ko San made Jack kneel over while he inserted his cock in Jack's asshole, then Jack stood up again. Takura put his cock between Jack's thighs, just under his testicles and made him close his legs together as tight as he could.
All three panted and grew hot as their passions increased, and at last Ko San stopped his motions, while Jack called out to us that he felt a moist warmth in his bottom, and we knew that his rear assailant had come inside him. Quickly afterwards, Takura gave one or two hard pushes and then ceased, the hot essence he gave forth trickling down Jack's legs.
They disengaged and Takura knelt and licked off the liquid from Jack's limbs, Ko San followed his example behind; Jack stooped and opened his legs so as to give him better play.
Our host, who watched all, turned to me with a smile and made me lay on my face on the dais with my knees drawn up so as to place my bottom in the most convenient posture obtainable, and he then called Jack, who rushed towards me.
First kissing and licking my buttocks, and lubricating well my hole with saliva, he pushed his cock in. After a short time I began to feel a sensuous emotion as Jack worked his member in and out of the tight passage, and this was aided by Jack fingering my testicles and cock, which rapidly expanded and grew harder.
At length he gave a final plunge forward, forcing his cock to its fullest extent into me, and the boy collapsed on my back, while I felt his hot weapon jump and throb inside of me and became conscious of a sudden hot sensation in my anus.
Presently he got off and, lying down, motioned me to take his cock in my mouth. I at first repelled the idea, but he laughed and urged me. So, in the next moment, I closed my lips on his member.
After a bout of this, Jack got up and started to suck my cock, while Ko San and Takura began to caress the rest of my body. As I felt the ecstasy approach, my belly heaving and contracting, I gasped with exquisite joy, and a mist grew before my eyes.
Meanwhile, my cock was against his teeth and discharging quite a copious flow of fluid into his mouth. When he had taken every drop, he quickly raised himself and, putting his mouth against mine, which was open, he let me have my own essence, and it ran down my throat.
In the passion of the moment, I swallowed it greedily, appreciating the odor and taste, and I licked his lips and thrust my tongue into his mouth in an anxious attempt to obtain more.
Jack and I continued our mutual kissing and tonguing, caressing each other with our hands. Then he lifted his head from me, and inserted his cock between my lips.
I sucked it with avidity and found much pleasure in this, till, to my surprise, some hot fluid exuded into my mouth. I did not refrain from sucking nevertheless, and soon he, with a little laugh, let some more of his warm juice escape from his cock, but still I did not turn away. A little while before, I never should have done such a thing as I was doing, but now I appeared to enjoy the sensation, as Jack at short intervals, squirted little jets of quantity into my mouth and I sailed at the caprice of lubricity which prompted him, as the hot liquid splashed over my tongue and against my palate.
While this had been going on, I had been so engrossed in my own affairs that I had not troubled to observed the doings of the rest of the company. But I now saw that they were all amusing themselves in some way or other.
Bob had procured the ministrations of Ko San, while Takura lent his services to Jimmy. Lord Harry had devoted himself to de Beaupre and had him across his lap, so that he had every opportunity to indulge in a luxury of hand play, and Blackie, in return, held his cock and was rubbing it softly.
Being now unemployed, I could lie at my leisure and watch the lot of them. The sight was so exhilarating that I could feel the deeply pleasurable emotions which all gave me the fullest evidence of experiencing. The scene was over too soon for me, but before very long, Rutherford and the Duke gave way under the young Japanese lads' caresses.
De Beaupre had been kept artfully in suspense by our host, but at last, he too, succumbed, after which Lord Harry, who had held himself back by making Blackie stop his caresses whenever they promised to be too seductive, let himself go and in a few seconds discharged his sperm vigorously, causing Gaston to hold his wanton member straight upwards so that the emission leaped high into the air and fell back in white pools partly on him and on de Beaupre.
We then settled ourselves down quietly and resumed conversation.
“You have a pretty good time at school,” said Lord Harry. “You enjoy yourselves well, from what I hear. You are very lucky to be so well placed. Of course, there is generally a scope for pleasure at schools, but they do not always offer such good opportunities as you find, nor are there undoubtedly a lot of jolly fellows usually gathered together.
“Very often there are two or three prigs present who spoil a good lot of fun. I used to get on all right myself, I thought; but I must confess that I was far behind you. You see, I was at Eton, which makes a difference. There is a certain amount of disadvantage in one of the very large public schools, on account of the different classes of boys there.
“But all boarding schools and colleges are very much alike, and always have been. There is ever the chance for enjoyment if one looks for it.”
He went on to tell us a number of highly spiced anecdotes and as I listened to them, my emotions began to rise again. Jack saw this and sat himself down to play with my cock, which commenced to enlarge itself and turn up its nose until it was erect, when he amused himself by pulling it down and letting it rebound with a thump against my abdomen.
At length, Lord Harry, noting my distress, which was even greater than that displayed by my friends, gave some rapid instructions to the butlers, who came and lay on the divan. Peter placed himself behind me and forced his cock between my legs. Paul lay in front, taking my cock between his thighs, his own stiff weapon being squeezed between our two bellies.
The two black men then began to work vigorously, almost smothering me with their lustful embraces as they pressed against me, making me gasp for breath under the hold of their strong arms. As they labored on, a smile came over Paul's dark visage. Soon Peter discharged, drowning my thighs with his hot emission, while almost right after, I felt a torrent of warm sperm from Paul's member gush over my belly.
“That was what is called in sporting phraseology 'a double event,' Charlie,” said Lord Harry when he had finished, looking at me with a smile into which a considerable amount of fondness entered, for he appeared to have developed a strong regard for me since our acquaintance.
“It might have been a treble event if Charlie had come too,” said Jimmy with a saucy laugh, in which all had to join.
Jimmy was quite right when he said that I had not come that time, which was hardly to be expected, as I had come so not long before; and though matters went on in a very lively and agreeable way for the remainder of the afternoon, none of us seriously attempted to bring on a climax again, Lord Harry being in no way an advocate of too great excess…



CHAPTER X. L'ENVOI


At length, the time for departure came, and Lord Harry traveled down with us to London where he intended to spend a few days.
Another parting of a more dismal kind, however, had to take place, for dear Bob Rutherford was not returning to school any more, but going under an Army coach in preparation for Sandhurst.
Blackie, Duke Jimmy and I each felt that the loss of his society would make a big difference to us at Mr. Percival's, and none of us cared to view in anticipation the rift in our circle of friendship. We could only put on brave faces as we wished him good luck, and try to hide the sorrow we felt.
It was a great grief to me to think that I should not again be cheered by Bob's habitual good humor and never failing support under all circumstances. I had not forgotten that he had been my first mentor in opening up the paths of pleasure to me, and I regarded him with affection accordingly.
I was only too confident in my own mind how greatly I would miss him, but our life in this world is made up of meetings and partings.
Bob came to the station to see me off, as he was remaining in town. We stole a kiss on the lips and shook hands warmly and, as the train started on its journey with puffs and snorts, I put my head out of the window to catch one more glimpse of his smiling face, wondering how long it would be before I should see him again
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