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Company and Lord Philip Pelham, both of whom feature in
‘Lady Katie’s’ unblushing erotic narrative.

The refreshing vitality of these lusty tales has diminished
little over the passage of time and the amusing vignettes offer
a completely different picture of the Edwardian era presented
by most mainstream writers of the time. There may be a few
in-depth character studies in our heroine’s sexually explicit
chronicles but most readers will agree that this is more than
compensated for by the pungent bawdiness of her lively prose
that shows that country girls enjoyed taking part in more
interesting pursuits than pressing flowers or exchanging polite
conversation at tea with the local vicar!

Copies of these memoirs — which were discovered only three
years ago during the refurbishment of a country house in
Wiltshire — have fortunately survived to delight and amuse us
as well as providing for the social historian an irreverent insight
into a vanished world. And it should not be forgotten that this
light-hearted history of sensual adventures served a further
useful purpose, being published in a prevailing social atmos-
phere in which human sexuality was a forbidden subject. There
existed a substantial number of unhappy people who were racked
with guilt because of their suppressed desires, whilst even more
were hopelessly lost in a state of total ignorance that blighted
their lives and those of their partners.

For the scholar of social history, Katie Tottenham’s diaries
broach the question as to just how solid was the hard-faced
‘respectability’ of the Edwardian Age. Certainly for such
material to be disseminated there must have been a persistent
questioning of the taboos that then existed and a strong under-
current of desire to experiment with the mechanics of
copulation. Few would argue that this sceptical, questioning
attitude led to the more relaxed understanding of sexual needs
that exists today.

Certainly, all readers who enjoy gallant literature will be
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we had a number of friends in common, amongst whom
happened to be Lady Carys Thomas who only the previous
week had been sentenced to fourteen days' imprisonment
for chaining herself to the railings of Buckingham Palace
to highlight the determination of the Suffragettes to disrupt
the life of the nation until Parliament grants women the
right to vote.

Both the girls expressed strong support for Lady Carys
and Jessica asked me whether I supported the suffragettes’
cause. ‘Oh yes, there is no logical reason why women should
be denied such a basic democratic right,’ I concurred, and
not only out of politeness but from a genuine belief that,
candidly, has put me in an extremely small minority in the
officers’ mess. ‘It is simply absurd to allow workmen to
vote and then refuse it to graduates of our Universities.
However, I think that feminine blandishments would gain
you far more support than these violent disruptive protests
that are bound to alienate much neutral opinion.

‘There is such a risk indeed, but sweet reasonableness
has gained us nothing,’ said Molly sharply. ‘Many of us urged
our male friends and relatives to vote for the Liberals in
the General Election last year yet, despite his overwhelming
victory, Mr Asquith has reneged on its promise to bring in
even a measure to grant limited suffrage so we are forced
into taking direct action to press our case.

I had no wish to argue with either of these extremely
attractive girls so I held up my hands and said: ‘Well, I do
understand your frustration although I still have to be
convinced that chaining yourselves to railings and hurling
stones through shop windows achieves very much in the
end. Such battles might attract great crowds but they simply
look on such acts as interesting street shows — and you

won t impress the majority of our MPs by clashing with the
police.
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but both our opponents found difficulty in returning Andrew’s
powerful service. In the next set, however, Johnny McNichol
came into his own and his superior fitness gradually turned
the tide against us. I could not help admiring his muscular
physique as he moved around the court with the grace of a
gazelle. What an amazing game he played! He made it difficult
for Andrew and I to divine the direction of his shots as he
coolly planted his drives and volleys now on one side of the
court and then on the other.

However, Andrew was himself no mean athlete and, if not
fully in possession of Johnny'’s technique, he also threw himself
around the court in such frenzied activity that at times no
return appeared to be beyond him. Just when it appeared he
must be beaten he managed to bring off a miraculous recovery
and lashed back with tremendous force several balls which
were thought by the rest of us to be out of his reach. Alas,
despite Andrew’s heroic efforts, we were forced to succumb to
the superior players by six games to three although we were
by no means disgraced.

At this point Annabel and I decided we would take a rest
and watch the two boys play a set of singles. As I made myself
comfortable on a Malacca cane garden chair and watched
Andrew prepare to serve, Annabel leaned across and mur-
mured: ‘Katie, I would like to ask you a personal question
- is Andrew Bennett your beau or is he simply a good
friend?’

‘He has been my lover but now we are, as you put it, just
good friends,’ I answered. I felt a dampness forming between
my legs while I looked at Johnny who really was an Adonis,
well built with a handsome face and twinkling blue eyes. ‘And
would I be right in thinking that a similar relationship exists
between you and Johnny?’

‘Exactly so,’ she nodded as we applauded Andrew’s serve
that fell just inside the boundary but whizzed across the net at
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such a pace that Johnny was unable to return the shot. ‘So
there would appear to be no reason why either of us should not
— how shall I put it—’

‘See if the grass is greener on the other side, so to speak,’ I
volunteered. She squeezed my arm and added: ‘Thank you,
Katie, I do like the look of Andrew Bennett and appreciate the
chance to follow my fancy.’

*Think nothing of it, for [ must confess I feel the same way
about Johnny,’ I admitted. ‘Now, how best shall we arrange
this swap?’

Fortunately, this question became academic for not long
afterwards Johnny stopped short when chasing back to retrieve
a lob and clutched his thigh. He hauled himself to his feet but
grimaced with pain as he walked back to the base line.

‘Are you all right, old boy?’ called Andrew anxiously. Johnny
gave a thumbs-up signal. However, it was clear that our host
had pulled a muscle and after a few minutes he was forced to
throw in the towel.

‘What a rotten shame,’ said Andrew as he hurried round the
court to console his friend. ‘Still, we’ve had a super game,
haven’t we, ladies?”’

‘Oh dear, I was hoping that you would give me some tips
on improving my service, Andrew,’ said Annabel. ‘Katie, would
you mind helping our disabled sportsman into the house by
yourself?’

‘Of course not,’ I chirped up and draped Johnny’s arm around
my shoulders. ‘Come on, at my finishing school we learned
all about the treatment of minor injuries and, if you don’t
mind being a guinea pig, I would enjoy the chance to show my
expertise.’

‘Not at all,’ said Johnny and he leaned on my shoulder as
he limped back to the house. ‘Ouch! These blinking pulled
muscles really are deuced painful’

“You poor boy, have you any embrocation I can rub into
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was my errant relative for the letter read:

To the Editor

Sir,

As my dear wife dismissed our saucy little kitchenmaid before
she left me to visit the ruined city of Pompeii, in her absence
I have been forced to resort to mere reverie whilst enjoying
the comforts afforded by Mother Thumb and her Four
Daughters.

And I hope that others may be entertained by my favourite
Jantasy which involves the luscious Miss Sylvia Renshaw
whose sensual charms were so perfectly captured in the
nude photographic studies in the April issue of your excellent
magazine.

I imagine that I am sitting at home alone one evening
when there is a ring upon the front door bell which I answer
myself as the servants have been given the night off. I open
the door and who should be standing there but none other
than the beautiful Miss Renshaw herself.

‘Good evening, Martin,' she says. ‘I happened to be
passing by so I thought I would visit you to see if you had
recovered from that nasty chill that laid you low for a day
or two last week.

‘That is most civil of you, my dear,I reply as I escort her
in and inhale Sylvia's perfume which drifts up into my
nostrils. Her firm well-rounded breasts are only partially
covered by a silk turquoise evening gown and I feel a familiar
stirring in my groin as my cock begins to thicken.

‘It 5 s0 nice to see you again,'she coos in a sensual whisper
whilst she slips her hand down to rub her palm over my
stiffening shaft. We are barely inside the hall when we
exchange a passionate kiss and in a trice her dress is on
the floor and she is standing naked in front of me.

I tear off all my clothes with the exception of my drawers
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‘Oh God, I’m sorry, Katie, I was so excited that I just couldn’t
hold back, he apologized but I put my finger to his lips and
whispered: ‘Don’t worry, it won’t be difficult to make you
hard again.’

At my instruction he lay back on the pillow and I pulled off
the towel to reveal his meaty semi-erect chopper lying across
his thigh. Then I slid off the bed and quickly removed my
clothes. When 1 finished I stood in front of him and with my
legs slightly parted I stroked my moist pussey through the
fluffy curls of my pubic bush. Johnny breathed heavily while
he watched me dip a fingertip inside my slit and sure enough
his cock began to swell and stand up again between his thighs.
Now I stopped the show and, lying on my knees beside him, I
bent over and clenched my fingers around his stiffening shaft.

“There, I told you it would be easy to stiffen your lovely big
cock,’ I said as I slid my fist up and down the dear boy’s fleshy
warm column. ‘This isn’t quite the massage I had planned but
I hope you are enjoying it.’

‘1 should say so,” he gasped. ‘Oooh, that’s quite heavenly.
Now please rub my cock a little faster and put your other hand
on my balls. Yes, move your fingers further back, still further.
Oh my, that’s simply exquisite.’

‘Let’s see if we can do even better,’ I muttered, kissing his
nipples and then working my lips down to Johnny’s groin where
I began to lick and suck his cock. Thinking of Uncle Martin’s
penchant for soixante-neuf 1 wriggled round until my cunt was
above his head and when I lowered myself gently down upon
his face, my fine young sportsman happily wiggled his tongue
inside my wet crack. Delicious though this was, I wanted Johnny
inside me so I soon slithered back again and guided his knob
between my pouting pussey lips.

A thrillingly warm sensation spread through me as Johnny
pushed home and I stretched my legs to the widest as his sinewy
shaft slid in and out of my squishy snatch. It occurred to me
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continued. 1 padded out to the landing where I saw our
housekeeper Mrs Cresswell walking downstairs and I shouted
down to her to keep the chain on the door when she opened it.

 “I shall, never fear,” she called back grimly. But she
unbolted the chain when she saw that it was no felon who was
demanding admittance but Belinda’s angry father, Sir Herbert
Cheshire, who pushed past her, brandishing a riding crop in
his hand.’

My listeners roared with laughter as I paused to drink my
coffee. Johnny exclaimed: ‘My God! Did he horsewhip poor
Phil?’

I chuckled as I shook my head and continued: ‘Well, that
was certainly in Sir Herbert’s mind as he charged up the stairs
and brushed past me to hammer on Belinda’s door and bellow:
“Open this door at once, do you hear? Come out, you impudent
rogue, I know you’re hiding in there!”

‘The door opened and Belinda appeared dressed in a high-
necked pink nightdress. “What on earth is the matter, Papa?”
she enquired languidly and her casual mien seemed to infuriate
Sir Herbert even further. He roared: “I'll deal with you later,
my girl! But first I'm going to thrash that scoundrel! Don’t try
to deny he isn’t skulking behind your skirts, your Aunt Brenda
caught the gist of what that long-haired Romeo was saying to
you at Romano’s tonight.”

‘To my astonishment Belinda simply shrugged her shoulders
and with a sang-froid worthy of any professional actress
answered him my saying: “You may enter my bedroom, Papa,
and furthermore you have my express permission to whip to
death any man you can find there because he would be an
uninvited intruder who has forced his way in without my
permission.”

‘With a low growl, he barged in. But Phil was nowhere to
be seen even though Sir Herbert made a thorough search under
the bed, in the wardrobe and behind the curtains. “H’rumph,”
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to the conversation between her and the Chancellor in the back
of the car.

‘Mr Lloyd George had forgotten to shut the pane of glass
between the front and back seats and I was damned if I was
going to mention this to him especially as we were stuck in
traffic and I could see them both clearly in my driving mirror,’
he went on. ‘Anyhow, he shifted up to rub shoulders next to
Miss Gilson and I could hardly believe my ears when I heard
him say to her: “My dear girl, thank you so much for sending
me a set of those excellent life study photographs Eric Major
[no relation — Editor] took of you before starting work on
your portrait for the Ladies’ Pictorial. I've spent many hours
at the Cabinet table with a permanent hard-on after slipping
his prints of your pussey inside my papers. Why, if my private
secretary had not been at hand to toss me off when I arrived at
the Treasury, my stiffie would have been tenting out my trousers
all day.”

* “Oh David, you naughty fellow, you’re only saying that to
flatter me,” she cried as she slapped him on the arm, though I
could see she wasn't really too upset at his rude words. Mr
Lloyd George slipped his arm around her waist and continued:
“Glenda, in all honesty, you have the most lickable cunney I
have seen for many a year. Whilst Mr Asquith was droning on
about the Defence Estimates I was fantasizing about how I
would adore to lay naked with you in my bed and how I would
burrow down between your thighs and kiss the curly bush of
pussey hair that covers your crack. Then I would finger-fuck
your mouth-watering little quim as we shifted into a soixante-
neuf and you worked your lips up and down my big cock whilst
I reamed out your love funnel with my tongue.

* “There, what do you have to say about that?” he enquired
and Miss Gilson giggled: “Nothing very much, David, except
to ask why don’t you pull down the window blinds right now.
I’'m dying for a good fuck just as much as you.”
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It might be hard to imagine, I thought to myself, but it was
clear that in a few years’ time we would hardly see any
equestrians on the road. This would not be a great loss as far
as I was concerned although my Mama was still terrified of
the internal combustion engine and whenever possible used
her carriage even in town.

What exciting times we live in! I am certain that all classes
will enjoy a brighter future and the world as a whole will
become a better place as we enter the second decade of the
twentieth century. In faimness I should add that my distinguished
godfather, Professor Frederick Arndale of Oxford University,
takes a more sombre view. He is very anxious about the future
of Europe and of Great Britain in particular. He is worried by
the growing amount of internal unrest that will continue to
plague us until we devise a fairer division of wealth and even
more so by the strong likelihood of a forthcoming conflict
with other countries attempting to carve out Empires in Africa
and Asia.

But I believe his analysis is much too gloomy. New forms
of travel will surely lead to warmer relations between inhabitants
of neighbouring countries. And who knows where the invention
of Signor Marconi [the [talian founder of radio telegraphy
who sent signals across the Atlantic in 1901 — Editor] will
lead? Furthermore, it would be foolish to scoff at gentlemen
like Andrew Bennett who are convinced that in our lifetime
we shall see aeroplanes flying at presently unimaginable speed
non-stop between Europe and America.

This last thought in my reverie reminded me that I had yet
to reply to a letter from another dear girlfriend from Dame
Hilda Shackleton’s Finishing School, the aptly named Sarah
Goodbody of New York City. She had invited me to visit her in
the Spring and as her people are in the East Coast Blue Book
[a register of families in American Society — Editor} 1 think
there is every chance that my parents will allow me to accept
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how I had also expected to meet her cousin Miss Molly Sawyer
who had been travelling with her on the train journey on which
they had first met Antony Hammond.

‘Ah yes, Molly had planned to take tea with us this afternoon
but she became involved with that handsome rascal Denis Le
Baigue at Lord Pethick’s Summer Ball,’ said Jessica with a
frown. ‘Now, I have nothing personal against Mr Le Baigue
who, as you may know, is supposedly one of the best-endowed
men in London but his liaison with Molly forced me to fib to
my Aunt Phyllis when she telephoned this moming to ask what
Molly and I planned to do today.

‘I told her that Molly would spend most of her time at the
British Museum when in fact she left the hotel after breakfast
for Mr Le Baigue’s apartment in Bloomsbury. Despite the
wonderful weather, I very much doubt if she and Denis have
moved far from the bedroom all day.’

‘And this leaves you in a somewhat awkward position vis a
vis her Mama,’ I observed. She nodded: ‘Well, yes, and there’s
another reason why I don’t want to be involved with their affair.
Like so many girls before her, Molly is quite infatuated with
her new lover so I don’t want her to know that it is almost
three years to the day since Denis Le Baigue took my virginity
— although I must stress this deed was done with my complete
and wholehearted consent.’

‘I should hope so,” commented Tony warmly. ‘But I would
not have expected anything less from Denis who, when all is
said and done, would never behave other than as a perfect
gentleman. Do tell us more though, Jessica, I'm really in the
mood to listen to a sensual story.’

‘Tony Hammond, you're always in the mood for a sensual
story, she chided him gently. ‘Still, it is your birthday tomorrow
so I suppose I mustn’t refuse you — so long as Katie doesn’t
mind, of course.’

‘No, no, do carry on,’ I said quickly as inwardly I admonished
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myself for forgetting Tony’s birthday. One of these days I will
remember to buy a pocket diary solely for this purpose so that
I won't find myself in this disconcerting situation again.

Jessica continued with her tale. ‘It was a most enjoyable
experience that happened on the afternoon after my seventeenth
birthday party. Denis was one of several guests who had slept
over at the large house in Gloucestershire that my parents had
rented for the summer. We had exchanged kisses d la frangaise
after he had taken me outside onto the terrace shortly before
the last waltz and as we lay together on a mossy knoll in the
warm sunshine I made no move to check the progress of his
fingers as he unbuttoned my blouse and cupped my breasts in
his hands.

‘Perhaps it was the heat that made me lose control when he
unhooked the catch on my skirt and smoothly slid his hand up
my leg. I began to whimper when he started to massage my
pussey which was already moistening under his touch and I
arched my back upwards to enable him to yank down my
knickers and plunge his fingers into my squishy love tunnel.

‘Then it was Denis’s turn to gasp as I rubbed my hand against
the tenting bulge in his trousers. He tore open his fly and,
pulling out his beefy boner, whispered hoarsely: “Finish me
off, my sweet.” I had little compunction about agreeing to his
heartfelt request as it felt most invigorating holding his
throbbing tool in my hand so I energetically fisted my hand up
and down the pulsing shaft.

‘But my state of excitement was clear to Denis from the
way my cunney juices were pouring over his fingers and with
his free hand he carefully pushed my head downwards until
my head was level with the fiery uncapped helmet of his todger.
As he had correctly surmised, I could not resist his steel-hard
stiffie standing so temptingly just inches from my lips. I rested
my head on his thigh and then put into practice for the first
time the technique about which I had recently read in the pages
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driving in to the hilt and then withdrawing all but the tip of
my cock before sliding it back in again.

*This had the desired effect upon the lusty lass whose bottom
rolled from side as she worked her cunt back and forth against
the ramming of my thick young chopper. Ingrid came first in
a series of jolting spends and she was so worked up that she
screamed out in German: “Ach, mein liebe Antony, ich habe
einen herrlichen Hohepunkt erreicht. Jetzt bist du dran!”

‘I looked blankly at her and she gasped: “I've had a tre-
mendous spend, Master Antony, now it’s your turn.” My cock
was sheathed so fully inside Ingrid’s quim that my balls were
nestling against her chubby bum cheeks when she squeezed
her cunney muscles. This nipped my cock so deliciously that
I shuddered with ecstasy and cried out in sheer unadulterated
joy as I shot my load.

* “Haaah! Haah! Haaah!” I panted as the powerful spurts of
creamy jism jetted from my cock until the final faint dribblings
oozed out of my knob. I pulled my shrunken shaft out of her
cunt and collapsed down on top of her. How thrilled I was to
have fucked Ingrid! It is now eight years since that eventful
evening but I shall always remember her with delight and no
little gratitude. Since then I have spoken to a number of friends
whose first journeys to sexual Nirvana were far less pleasurable
and I am convinced there is no finer educational experience
than that imparted in bed by an experienced and sensitive older
woman to an inexperienced and naive younger man.’

Now, dear diary, I must admit this frank if lewd story set
the tone of the conversation throughout tea and I genuinely
cannot recall who suggested that we retired to Tony’s bedroom.
But I do seem to remember that it was Jessica who suggested
we throw off our clothes and lie down together on the bed.

Still, I dare say that it hardly matters who the progenitor of
the game happened to be. In a short time the three of us were
writhing naked on the eiderdown enjoying a lascivious three-
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I laughed at his impudence as I sat up and surveyed Jessica’s
generous curves. ‘How lovely you are,’ I smiled as I ran my
hands over her soft rounded breasts. She returned my smile
and cooed: ‘And you, Katie, are one of the most beautiful
girls I have ever laid eyes on.’

My naked body flushed at the excessive nature of her
compliment as I held out my arms and in a trice we were
locked together in a lascivious embrace. Jessica inserted a leg
between mine and I squeezed my thighs against it, riding it
slowly back and forth as she now lay on top of me, lightly
pinching my nipples between her gentle fingers whilst her hand
cavorted down the length of my body until her palm was pressing
against my moistening pussey.

Then I twisted about until my head was just under her
swinging bosoms. She cupped one gracefully and fed it to my
eager mouth. I circumnavigated the pink areola with a fluttering
tongue and she groaned in appreciation as we rolled over onto
our sides, rubbing our bodies together. She reached between
my legs and I felt an agreeably intrusive fist pressing against
my cunney whilst I rotated my bottom in slow, sensual circles.

‘My word, Katie,’ said my pretty partner as her questing
finger danced around my sodden folds. ‘I do believe your clever
little snatch is already gushing love juice. Feel my snatch, it’s
also soaking wet.’

We kissed again long and passionately and Jessica trembled
all over when I pulled her up to me and whispered: ‘Are you
familiar with the joys of soixante-neuf?’

‘The most exciting number in the whole world,’ she replied
with a voluptuous smile and we immediately assumed the
position with myself on the bottom. Facing my feet, Jessica
straddled me and when she sat down on my mouth I inhaled
the piquant fragrance of her cunt, that unique spicy aroma of
feminine arousal. Emitting a squeal of delight, I grasped her
bum cheeks and sucked her love lips into my mouth as I
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buried my face in her pungent honeypot.

At the same time her mouth was committed to a similar
joyful tour of my succulent snatch. Her tongue ran the length
of my slit, lapping to and fro until she insinuated its tip into
my tingling crack. ‘Ooooh, what a divine little cunt you have,
Katie,” she muttered as she slid her hands under my bottom to
pull my pussey into an even tighter contact with her mouth.

Meanwhile Jessica’s cunt lips were unfolding like the petals
of an exotic flower as they opened to my prodding tongue. She
yelped with pleasure as I felt for her clitty, running my tongue
up and down the sides to tease it towards what I knew would
be a shattering spend. Jessica was doing likewise and I quivered
to a wildfire of sensations as she paid lascivious court to my
fleshy love button. Out tempos matched as our throbbings grew
into tremors and the tremors into convulsions.

‘Aaaaah! I'm cumming, I’'m cumming,’ she yelled out, raising
her head from my sopping slit and then diving back into its
pulsating wetness to lash my clitty one final time with her
wicked tongue.

We climaxed in tandem, moaning our joy into the heat of
each other’s seething quims and then we sat up and kissed
each other - tasting our own savoury love juices.

As was to be expected, Tony had become electrified by our
lesbian loveplay and was sitting up next to us, jerking his hand
up and down his pulsing prick. It was clear to me that he was
building up a fine head of steam and knowing of old how
much he enjoyed fucking doggie-style, 1 hauled myself up on
my hands and knees and pushed my bum out towards him.
Alas, my cunney was already so wet and Tony was so excited
that I hardly felt him insert his cock inside my cunt and in less
than half a minute he jetted his glutinous emission of jism.

Naturally he also wanted to fuck Jessica and, despite Doctor
Letchmore’s counsel not to overstrain himself, he begged me
to lick his cock up to a further stand and against my better
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to ensure that Uncle Arthur never practises this mean trick
again.’

‘Quite so,’ I agreed as I rose from my chair although I could
not think of any role I could take in the achievement of this
laudable goal. ‘However, you must now excuse me, I have to
make arrangements for a journey out of town tomorrow
morning.’

Fiona also stood up and thanked me again for my kindness.
‘You and Miss Cheshire have been so good to me, I don’t
know how I will ever repay you.’

‘Tush, tush, we don’t want repayment,’ I smiled as she
embraced me tearfully. ‘Although this experience shows how
necessary it is for women to have more power in shaping their
own destinies. Belinda and I are both members of the Women’s
Social and Political Union and I strongly urge you to join the
suffrage campaign.’

‘I’ll give Fiona some of our latest leaflets which she can
read in bed tonight,’ said Belinda. She turned to our pretty
guest and added: ‘I won’t hear of you going back to your
lodgings tonight, by the way, so I'm going to ask Mrs Cresswell
to prepare the spare bedroom for you. A good rest and a hearty
breakfast will set you up nicely for your interview with Signora
Rabodelli tomorrow morning.’

Fiona protested that she could not put us to any further
inconvenience. But naturally I supported Belinda’s proposal and
informed Mrs Cresswell that Fiona would be staying overnight
before I went upstairs with Emily to begin packing my bags.

June 17th, 1907

Before I retired to bed last night I telephoned Prestoncrest
Carriages and booked a motor car on my father’s account to
come round at half-past nine and take me to St Pancras Station

as | felt I deserved a little extra luxury for undertaking this
trip to the wilds of Derbyshire.
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As he happens to be a crack shot I count myself extremely
fortunate to still be here to tell the tale!’

*So you should,’ I agreed as Simon poured himself a second
large drink and raised his glass to me before quaffing it down.
‘Might I be familiar with the couple concerned?’

He smacked his lips and then gave me a licentious smile as
he wagged a reproving finger at me. ‘No names, no pack drill,
m'dear, especially as the lady concerned is close to your friend
Belinda Cheshire,’ said Simon lightly. But this was enough for
me to deduce the identity of his paramour because Belinda
had only one friend married to a gentleman significantly older
than herself and that was the former Violet Sunderland who,
before becoming Mrs Archie Willistrew, was well known in
the ‘fast’ West End set for her robust sensual proclivities.

I said as much to Simon who grinned: ‘Oh well, I dare say
Violet might also tell her friends about our lucky escape. All
I will plead in my defence is that I would challenge any red-
blooded man to have walked away from the situation in which
I found myself last night.’

‘Well, please don’t stop there,’ I said when he paused. Simon
chuckled: ‘Funny you should say that, Katie — those are the
very words I said to Violet last night! She had invited me to
dine with her and Archie on the pretext that her husband [a
partner in a large firm of stockbrokers but he was not the chap
who fleeced me for those rotten Bolivian mining shares] wanted
to introduce me to his seventeen-year-old niece who was due
to be presented at Court this summer. “Deborah is a real beauty
with some considerable fortune, Simon,” Violet told me on
the telephone. “I wouldn’t put it past Archie to be trying his
hand at some matchmaking.”

‘However, when I arrived at their house she was full of
apologies, saying that Archie had suddenly been called away
to Birmingham on business and I would have to meet Deborah
at another time. “Never mind, though, Mrs Rose has prepared
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pull out the imitation prick and make room for the real thing!

‘Without further ado I scrambled up on top of Violet and
slid my rock-hard chopper into her squelchy quim. “Woooh,
I’'m so full"” she cried out as she put her arms around my neck
and clamped her legs around my hips. I thrust in and out of
her sopping snatch, occasionally varying the fuck by leaving
only my knob between her pussey lips before plunging in again
to the hilt. Each time my shaft slid into Violet’s juicy cunt, she
gave a loud groan and raked her fingernails over my shoulders.

‘I was thoroughly enjoying this glorious fuck when, without
so much as a knock, the door opened and I was horrified to
see none other than Archie Willistrew standing in the doorway!’

Simon paused dramatically and slowly expelled a deep
breath. ‘Katie, you can imagine that, to say the least, I was
stunned but I could hardly believe my ears when Violet waved
languidly at her husband and said: “Hello, Archie, did you
have a nice dinner with your Aunt Judith? I think you know
Simon Bridgewater, my dear. We’re having a lovely fuck so if
you want to watch you really must be quiet.”

¢ “Of course I will,” he answered meekly. “Simon’s a nice-
looking young man and I'm sure he has a bigger cock than
me. So you just carry on and don’t mind me, but then you
never do, do you?”

‘Even though it was still firmly ensconced inside Violet’s
honeypot, my cock was now rapidly shrinking to limpness as
I said falteringly: “Look, if you would rather I left—" But she
shut me up and insisted that her husband genuinely relished
seeing her being poked by a younger man.’

I stared at him in amazement and said: ‘Good grief, are
you telling me that Archie enjoyed being humiliated in this
way?’

‘Apparently so,” Simon shrugged. I couldn’t help giggling
when he went on: ‘And what’s more, Violet had to call him all
the names under the sun when she was being shagged by her
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Master John,” she whispered in my ear. “Let’s have a closer
look at it.”

‘I was still too overcome by emotion to reply although,
naturally, I was more than happy to assist her in unbuttoning
my flies. She reached inside, pulled out my quivering cock
and curled her hand around it. Our mouths met for a second
time and my hand now cupped one of her breasts as she slid
- her clenched fist up and down my shaft. Her hand jerked faster
and faster and I opened my eyes for a moment and saw that a
few spunky drops had already oozed out of my knob. I tried
my best not to cum but it took only a few more strokes and a
fountain of jism shot out and spattered all over Linda’s fingers.
Truthfully, I felt very embarrassed and stuffed my prick back
inside my pants, though to be fair Linda did not complain that
I had come too quickly.’

John shrugged his shoulders and sighed: ‘And that’s about
it, I'm afraid. I never saw Linda again to try and continue
where we left off because shortly afterwards she left Matlock
to work at a large hotel up in Harrogate.’

‘So you are still a virgin,’ I mused thoughtfully whilst |
looked at the bed in the corner of the room [for senior Sixth
Formers slept in their studies which had small en suite bath-
rooms attached to them]. Then, glancing down at the sweet
boy, I recalled the wise words of dear Dickie Tucker who wrote
in a recent anonymous essay printed in The Oyster: ‘Virginity
is a disease which often causes great mental and physical dis-
tress. Nevertheless, for young men it can easily be cured,
preferably by a more experienced partner. Show me a man
who appreciates the educated talents of an older woman and
I'll show you a man who understands pleasure and the joys of
sharing it.’

With this in mind, I decided to take it upon myself to relieve
John Belling of the unwanted yoke upon his shoulders. So,
rising up from my chair, 1 kicked off my shoes and said to
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I looked at him blankly and he chortled: ‘Goodness me, I
can see that our little conversation earlier this afternoon has
slipped your mind. Ma’am, Euston Road romped home at
sixteen to one! You’ve won twenty pounds and, as I promised,
it’s my pleasure to offer you dinner as our guest tonight which
is the least I could do because I put a fiver on the blessed
nag!’

‘Well, that’s grand news, and you’re quite right, Mr Lipman,
I had quite forgotten all about my wager,’ I laughed as I made
a mental note to thank Sir Jeffrey Green for the tip-off when
he arrived at the hotel later that evening. In fact, I was mildly
surprised to find that the distinguished lawyer had checked in
fifteen minutes ago and was presently in his room which, Mr
Lipman informed me, was opposite my own on the first floor.

He went on with evident satisfaction: ‘Some other people
here have also benefited from Euston Road. Our housekeeper,
Mrs Brockbank, and three of our waiters each had half a crown
on the nose so you can be certain of first-class service in the
restaurant this evening! And I'll have to send the boy up to
Nayland College to give that schoolmaster friend of yours his
winnings.’

Oh well, this should console Bernard Yocke, 1 said to myself,
even if, as I suspected, he would be disappointed to discover
that I was not interested in any kind of ongoing relationship.
After all, I am still being partnered around London by dear
Dickie Tucker and I’ll always be true to him, Diary, in my
admittedly unorthodox fashion.

‘So what time do you wish to dine, ma’am?’ asked Mr
Lipman but before I could answer a familiar voice behind me
replied: ‘Eight o’clock, if that’s all right with you, Katie.” And
I spun round to see none other than Sir Jeffrey Green himself
standing behind me! He gave a little bow and chuckled: ‘Please
forgive the interruption but I couldn’t help overhearing your
conversation with Mr Lipman. I'm glad that you had a small
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Slinging of paint over reactionary anti-Suffrage MPs — Editor)

who insists that what is in the heart is more important than
anything else. Using this measure as a yardstick for her
affections, Arabella declares that she would be happy to entertain
a country bumpkin’s rough-hewn rammer rather than the
smooth-skinned shaft of a scion of the aristocracy.

I stress this fact because I would not want it thought by
anyone who might catch sight of these memoirs that I was
seduced only by Jeffrey’s position in Society. We all know
how powerful the fervour of sexual attraction can be and there
are few who are able to resist this magical force that draws
two people together like pieces of metal to a magnet.

Anyhow, I make no apologies for admitting that over our
delicious dinner I was quite overwhelmed by Jeffrey’s conversa-
tion which demonstrated his wife-ranging knowledge of current
affairs, sparkling wit and genuine sympathy for the idea of
votes for women. Some may be surprised at the inclusion of
this last factor but, like most of my bosom friends, I would
find it impossible to form a relationship with any man who
did not champion the cause of female suffrage.

Without being immodest, it must have been obvious to any
observer that Jeffrey’s feelings towards me were very similar
to mine towards him. Admittedly, I had helped to fan the flames
of desire by wearing a dress with a lose neckline and I was
well aware that every time I leaned forward the swell of my
creamy ripe breasts would be thrust into his line of sight.

Anyhow, by the time the dessert plates were taken off the
table by our attentive waiter, it was plain to see from Jeffrey’s
heated glances that he was feeling as horny as me! And knowing
we would shortly be able to satisfy our lust made my nipples
swell against the fine silk of my chemise as I imagined how
thrilling it would be for Jeffrey to kiss and suck them.

I confess that I could no longer contain myself and, shielded
by the tablecloth, I slipped off my shoes, moved my stockinged
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when he began to squeeze my fingers and rub his foot against
mine under the table whilst he told me how attractive he found
me. Again I was flattered to be wooed by this good-looking
older gentleman, though in fairness to him I told him firmly
that this shameless flirting wouldn’t succeed in getting me
into his bed.
* “I don’t indulge in you-know-what with married men,” I
* said firmly but Charlton laughed out loud and said that his
wife actually encouraged him to have love affairs. “I don’t
believe you,” I said incredulously but he shrugged his shoulders
and said: “It’s the truth, Noreen, I give you my word.”
‘When he saw that I still doubted him he snapped his fingers
and declared: “All right, I challenge you to take up this jolly
wager. You don’t have to be back till ten o’clock, do you?
Well, after we've finished our dinner, come back to my house
and ask Mrs Puckeridge herself whether she has any objection
to us having a romp together. If Philomena says she does mind
then I will give you a five-pound note [at a time when a parlour
maids wages were only £25 a year — Editor] and immediately
drive you back to Cheshire Hall. But if Philomena replies that
she is very happy for us to make love in our own bed . . ”
‘He left it unsaid but I was left in no doubt that Charlton
would then expect to fuck me, begging your pardon, ma’am.’
‘Oh, that’s all right, like Miss Belinda I prefer calling a
spade a spade. So did you call his bluff?’ I said cheerfully.
Noreen gave a quick little smile and continued: ‘Well, yes,
because five pounds is a lot of money and I couldn’t see how
I could lose. And to be honest, even if his wife did agree to let
Charlton fuck me, that wouldn’t be the end of the world because
I hadn’t had a good poke for ages and I did rather fancy him!
‘So I agreed to the bet and it was quite funny to see how he
could hardly conceal his impatience until we left the restaurant
and I was back in his motor car. Charlton drove at terrific
speed — at least thirty miles an hour — back to their big house.
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carefully parting my cunney lips with his fingers, he began
feeding his enormous cock inside my tingling snatch, entering
my cunt slowly so that I was able to enjoy the sensation of
each ribbed muscle as first his wide mushroom helmet and
then his thick shaft slid deep inside my welcoming quim.’

‘Was he a good fuck?’ I asked Noreen for I was interested
to know whether Charlton Puckeridge possessed any expertise
in bed. Alas, in my experience too many of those gentlemen
fortunate to have been endowed with larger than average
members [though I am happy to say that Dickie Tucker is an
exception to the rule] are lazy lovers who think that all they
have to do is push in and out a few times to bring off their
partners.

‘Oh, I should say so, Lady Katie!’ she promptly replied. ‘I
won't forget in a hurry how blissful it felt when Charlton began
to pump away! Electric sparks crackled all over me when,
whilst he was sliding his shaft to and fro, he moved his hand
underneath my bum and stuck the tip of his little finger up my
arse! He followed this by pulling up my knees and tucking
them under his armpits as his rock-hard truncheon slammed
in and out of my squelchy hole. I spent again and again before
he jetted great blobs of creamy jism into my cunt.

‘I had to be back at Cheshire Hall by ten so there was only
time for one more game in which all three of us took part —
Charlton fucked Philemona’s bottom whilst I lay underneath
her and played with his balls as I tongued her cunney and she
bent forward to suck my juicy quim.

‘Actually, I didn’t get back till almost half-past ten but luckily
Mr Fletcher the butler turned a blind eye,” concluded Noreen
and there was silence for a few moments whilst I digested her
story. True, the pretty chambermaid had been very naughty
but I could not see why her saucy private behaviour should
have led to her being forced to give in her notice.

I said as much and a blush appeared on her cheeks as she
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how Annabel and I had met earlier this week at Johnny
McNichol’s house in St John’s Wood - though naturally I said
nothing about the high jinks off the tennis court!

Our butler Mr Luffkins was already standing in the drive as
Ridout brought the car to a halt outside the front door. He
opened the door for me and beamed: ‘Welcome back, m’lady.
It’s always a pleasure to see you home.’

Then he turned to Jeffrey and said: ‘Welcome to Tottenham
Lodge, sir. Viscountess Redbourne has asked me to convey
her apologies for not meeting you in person but she has a prior
engagement to attend a directors’ meeting at the cottage hospital
this afternoon. She hopes to return at about five o’clock. Mean-
while she has instructed me to take your luggage up to the
Blue Room. Alice will lay out your clothes, sir, as I’'m afraid
that Viscount Redbourne’s valet has accompanied him to
Edinburgh. Rose will look after you as usual, Lady Katie.’

‘Very good, Luffkins,’ I said and arranged to meet Jeffrey
in half an hour’s time before the butler ushered him up to his
room. I also went up to my bedroom to wait for Horabin to
bring up my cases. He arrived a few minutes later with my
personal maid Rose in tow. I had just taken off my jacket when
there was a knock on the door. It opened and there on the
threshold stood Annabel Whetstone.

‘Annabel! Do come in. What an unexpected pleasure to
meet you again so soon!’ I cried as we exchanged a sisterly
hug and kiss.

‘And it’s lovely to see you, Katie,” she responded with equal
enthusiasm. ‘I just had to stay on when I heard you were coming
back here. I hope your Mama did not think me too forward
when I asked if I could stay for another couple of days.’

‘Of course not,’ I replied and, leaving Rose to unpack for
me, I went out with Annabel to her bedroom which was next
door to my own. There we sat down together on her bed as she
said: ‘So I understand you have been standing in for your father
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feet. We dried ourselves quickly and when we had dressed I
escorted Annabel downstairs to the drawing room where I
introduced her to Sir Jeffrey Green.

Then Horabin wheeled in a tea trolley followed by Poppy, a
very attractive new parlourmaid who I noticed caught Jeffrey’s
eye when she helped the footman serve us tea. Nevertheless it
was clear that he was also taken with Annabel as he chatted
amiably with her about the differences between life in England
and America.

‘I have the impression that this country has been undergoing
a period of change since Queen Victoria died,’ observed
Annabel. Jeffrey pointed to the newspaper in the magazine
rack and grinned: ‘Ah, I take it you have been reading about
the latest Suffragette disturbances in London and how Mrs
Pankhurst has been arrested again.

‘However, I sometimes wonder whether these violent demon-
strations help the cause,’ he continued thoughtfully. ‘Of course
I accept the premise that women should be able to vote. There
is no logical reasoning for disenfranchisement on the basis of
gender but I believe that peaceful protest is a more sensible
path for the suffragettes to follow. Holding huge meetings in
Trafalgar Square will win more hearts and minds than smashing
shop windows in Bond Street.’

I was not wholly in agreement with this view because, despite
the tremendous support the suffragette movement could now
call upon from women throughout the country, the Government
appeared unwilling to honour its promise to legislate an end
to this foolish and hurtful injustice.

[Although the Liberal government elected in 1905 possessed
a huge majority in the House of Commons, Mr Herbert Asquith,
the Prime Minister, was at best lukewarm about giving women
the vote, fearing perhaps that working-class women would
support the new Labour Party and those from the upper classes
would vote for the Conservatives — Editor]
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So when she turned to me I sighed: ‘So dinner will be at seven
o’clock this evening, Mama?’

‘That is correct, Katie,’ she said as she made her way towards
the door. *You’ll find it will be a small inconvenience to pay
for listening to the Professor.’

June 18th, 1907 [concluded]

Well now, Diary, it is fast approaching midnight and I am
almost at a loss as to how to record the events of this extraordin-
ary evening in your pages. Suffice it say that, despite my
foreboding, my misgivings about Professor Leonard Shenley-
Hill’s discourse turned out to be totally unfounded. Indeed, I
can’t remember the last time I enjoyed such a hilarious enter-
tainment as the Professor inadvertently furnished for his
audience.

The walk of three-quarters of a mile to the village hall
provided us with a first-class constitutional to work off the
effects of Mrs Vincent’s superb Poulet et Langue a I’'Anglaise
and the bottles of a fruity *03 Chablis which Luffkins served
with it. As we strolled down the drive I dropped back out of
my mother’s earshot and cautioned Jeffrey to steer clear of
Mama’s friend, Mrs Henrietta Withers, if humanly possible.

‘She is only in her early forties but is very Victorian in her
attitudes. Why, she dismissed one of her parlourmaids on the
spot when she discovered the girl having a kiss and cuddle
with her young man down Lovers’ Lane on her evening off.’

‘Dear me, she sounds like a real martinet, he murmured
quietly. ‘Is Mrs Withers one of these ladies who believes it is
her duty to protect the lower classes from their own natural
instincts?’

“You describe her perfectly,’ I chuckled as we reached the
gates of Tottenham Lodge. When we arrived at the hall Jeffrey
carefully placed himself at the end of a row and invited my
mother, Annabel and myself to pass him and take seats in the
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centre. In fact, Mrs Withers only arrived a few moments before
Reverend Smeeth, our dear old Vicar, got up on his feet to
introduce Professor Shenley-Hill to the audience of some forty
people and she was forced to sit at the back of the hall.

After a smattering of applause following Reverend Smeeth’s
introduction the Professor climbed to his feet and began
by saying that hypnotism was an artificially induced state of
semi-consciousness characterized by a greatly increased sus-
ceptibility to suggestions made by the hypnotist.

‘There is nothing dangerous about the practice despite the
warnings of some ignorant and irresponsible journalists in the
popular press,’ declared the Professor, a well-built, distin-
guished-looking gentleman who, though as bald as a coot,
nevertheless sported a luxuriant moustache and a full black
beard. ‘Although the science probably dates back to ancient
times, it was the Austrian physician Friedrich Mesmer who
first used hypnosis in a medical capacity some one hundred
and fifty years ago. He proved that he could treat his patients
and spare them much unnecessary pain by imposing his will
upon them.

He droned on for a while about Dr Mesmer’s experiments
and I confess that after ten minutes or so my eyes began to
droop. Fortunately Jeffrey stopped me from falling fast asleep
by gently nudging me in the ribs with his elbow.

With difficulty I stifled a yawn as the Professor went on:
‘There are hypnotists currently displaying their craft on the
music hall stage, calling up members of the audience and
hypnotizing them into performing strange actions. This is a
matter of concern to me for I believe that hypnotism is a serious
business and should not be popularized purely for the purpose
of vulgar amusement.’

Somehow I managed to keep awake for the rest of his talk
and, with a sigh of relief, 1 led the applause when he finally
sat down. Thankfully there were only two or three questions
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from the floor after which Reverend Smeeth brought the meeting
to a close. People began to file out but Mama asked us to wait
whilst she had a private word with the Professor about whether
he could cure her migraine headaches.

However, shortly after she mounted the dais Mama was
joined by Mrs Withers who came bustling up to them. I heard
her snort with disapproval when the Professor said to my mother
that he would be happy to see if he could help her.

‘Really, Lavinia, I am surprised you are taken in by all this
mumbo-jumbo,’ exclaimed Mrs Withers. ‘I don’t believe that
hypnotism actually exists. I’ve seen one of these stage hypnotists
at work at a garden party and a gentleman pretended to be
hypnotized and went round the room quacking like a duck for
five minutes. The pair of them must have arranged these parlour
tricks beforehand.’

The Professor spread out his hands. ‘Not necessarily so,
madam, a genuine hypnotist would have no problem in making
the gentleman concerned behave oddly.’

‘H’mph, that’s as maybe,” she snorted and, turning to my
mother, she added: ‘I'd like to see somebody try and put me in
a trance!’

The Professor was clearly stung by the contemptuous tone
of her voice and said coldly: ‘Madam, you can rest assured
that it is impossible for even the most expert hypnotist to put
someone under his influence against their will.

‘Oh come now, Professor. I find that very hard to accept,’
said Mrs Withers, shaking her head in disbelief. But the
Professor went on: ‘I use hypnosis myself in my work. If you
like I will put you in a trance here and now. Of course, you
must not fight against me and naturally you have my word
that I shall not attempt to make you look ridiculous whilst you
are under my influence.’

‘Good enough,’” she answered promptly and at his request
sat herself down in Reverend Smeeth’s chair.
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Mrs Withers he asked: ‘Your friend Viscountess Redbourne is
standing here. Would you like to tell her if you received any
visitors at home today?’

Now this was an innocent enough question. No one could
possibly attach any blame to Professor Shenley-Hill for what
secrets were revealed after she answered: ‘I had no visitors
today and I cancelled all appointments in my diary because I
" knew that Bailey was due to come round this afternoon.’

‘Bailey?’ he prompted and Mrs Withers nodded: ‘Yes, the
new window cleaner who took over from Cheetham when he
retired last month. There is no doubt that Bailey performs his
work far better than his predecessor.’

I was surprised to hear that Mrs Withers showed even the
slightest interest in such a utilitarian matter. The Professor
must have been equally puzzled because he went on: ‘Yet you
were concerned that he would not polish the windows properly?

‘Don’t be so foolish! I couldn’t care less about the damned
windows,” she answered impatiently. ‘I was only concerned
about the state of his prick.’

‘His what?’ spluttered the hypnotist. Annabel and I collapsed
into a fit of giggles as Mrs Withers calmly repeated: ‘His prick,
I said. After all, it didn’t surprise me that Cheetham sold his
round on his sixtieth birthday as he was finding it impossible
to service all the ladies in the district who demand to be fucked
before he washes their windows. However, Bailey is a younger
man and if this afternoon’s experience is anything to go by, I
am sure he will be able to cope.

‘I had sent out all the servants on various errands so I opened
the scullery door myself when he arrived and asked if he would
like a glass of beer before he began his work. “Bring it upstairs
with you as I want to show you some marks on the windows of
one of the bedrooms which will need special attention,” I said
and then—’

By now my mother interrupted her friend by rising to her
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York Landaulette on which the randy pair were sitting, kissing
and cuddling with great passion. Indeed, their ardour was so
intent that they did not see or hear me open the door and close
it softly behind me.

By the time I had turned the key in the lock Horabin had
slipped off Poppy’s blouse and had pulled down the straps of
her chemise to reveal for a few moments her beautiful bare
breasts before he cupped the soft globes in his hands. Poppy
let herself be laid down on her back but then gasped with
astonished fright when the footman found the opening of her
skirt and tugged it off so that she was clad only in a pair of
tight white knickers, her shoes and stockings clearly having
been previously discarded. Now whether it was by accident or
design, I do not know but her sculpted thighs were already
parted as his hand reached down between them and began to
massage her pussey through the thin cotton of her drawers.

‘Oh Giles, Giles, you mustn’t do that,” panted Poppy when
he started to roll down her knickers, although she lifted her
bottom so that he could yank them down to her ankles and she
wriggled one foot free of them. ‘Remember what we agreed,
I'm not going to let you fuck me until I'm eighteen.’

‘But that’s only two months away,” the handsome footman
protested as he rubbed his fingertips over her hairy mound.
‘Still, if that is what you want, I promise that I will respect
your wishes.’

She wagged a forefinger at him. ‘Just make sure you do
because I mean what I say. Still, my friend Dora tells me that
it would be easier for you to keep your promise if I relieved
your feelings. But the trouble is, I'm not really sure how to do
it

Horabin’s face brightened up. ‘Is that what Dora said? Well,
she’s quite right — shall I show you what she means?’

Poppy nodded and Horabin swiftly pulled down his trousers,
not knowing, of course, that an extra pair of eyes was firmly
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Roger Garston, that cheeky young puppy who would appear to
be extracting money under false pretences from Viscount
Northwick’s daughter, Georgina.’

‘Oh yes, of course,’ I said for I had not forgotten reading
the letter that had slipped out of Jeffrey’s pocket the previous
morning from Georgina to her lover. The young man had asked
her to lend him a substantial amount of cash because his father
had forgotten to transfer funds from the family account before
leaving the country on a long voyage to South America.

‘I have this address in Eynsham and I plan to visit Mr Garston
this morning,’ said Jeffrey grimly as he threw back the sheets
and hauled himself out of bed.

‘Could Annabel and I come with you? I know she would
find your quest very exciting and I promise that we wouldn’t
get in the way’

‘Hm, I’m not so sure about that,” said Jeffrey doubtfully.
But then, seeing the look of disappointment on my face, he
relented and chuckled: ‘Oh, very well then, I dare say it might
be useful to have witnesses to my conversation with the young
whippersnapper.’

June 19th, 1907 [continued]

As I had forecast, Annabel was delighted to accompany us to
Eynsham. But just as we finished breakfast I received a tele-
phone call from Antony Hammond whose house was only a
mile or so away.

‘Are you free this afternoon, Katie? Do come over here for
tea. My people are away for the next three days and we’ll have
the house to ourselves,” he said eagerly.

Antony was probably disappointed when I told him that I
was not alone. But, being a polite young man, he went on:
‘Well, bring along anyone else you like, the more the merrier!
Anyhow, I'm expecting my chum Piers Brettenham and his
girl friend Louisa to come round too so we might as well make
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