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  My grandfather had made a killing in the retail business, in the days before taxes. He made enough money so none of his descendants had to work. My father didn't, nor did his brother. They played.


  They played so long, my father didn't get married till he was in his thirties. I'm the third child they had. The first died at birth. My brother, Andrew, is two years older than I. My name is Mandy.


  My mother is a woman I don't know very well. Even as a child, I didn't know her. I was brought up by a succession of nurses because she couldn't bother with us. Mother had her social life and her clubs; she had done her duty by having children, that was the end of it for her. She was one of the most selfish women I have ever known.


  It has seemed to me that my father has always been a cripple. I cannot remember when he was not in his wheelchair, attended by a nurse. One day, when I was very small, he fell from a horse. The doctors say he will never walk again. I have heard my mother say that she was jinxed by her marriage. Her husband a cripple, her firstborn dead—she turned her interests away from the house.


  I come from a decadent family.


  My grandfather, despite his energy and brain, must have passed along the seeds of moral decay to his children. It is difficult for me to understand how the family could have decayed so quickly otherwise. Certainly, my father was weak and my mother selfish, but how could the bad so easily outweigh the good?


  At nine years of age I did not know these things, or suspect them. My great interest then was sensation. I had discovered sensation...or come to realize it. I would spend hours looking into a mirror, straining to see into the depths of my own eyes. I caressed my own silky skin and compared it to the petals of flowers. I combed my reddish-brown hair, drawing each long hair out and watching the play of light in the sun dance along its length. I examined my growing breasts, touching, rubbing the nipples and making them pout. I undressed and stared at my nakedness, turning and twisting, trying to determine which angle was the best. I spent hours poring over my mysterious vulva. I tickled it, put fingers into it, teased it and let the multiple sensations overwhelm me.


  I knew all about the sensations that area could provoke. When I was five, my mother had engaged a nurse to care for me and Andy, my brother. Her name was Miss Lake. She was a thin, large-eyed girl with a rather athletic body and extremely strong hands. Even Andy could not break her grip. She had stayed with us until I was eight. From the very first day she had been with us, she had taken me aside, fondled me and petted me, and had licked me between the legs.


  Miss Lake, thus, became a large part of my early life. I was devoted to her. I could always count on her to take my part in my quarrels with Andy. Perhaps I did not hesitate to quarrel with him because of it. Andy did not like to fight—would do almost anything to get his way, but fight. Miss Lake was fond of me too, but probably not as much as I of her. I realize now, with the experience of years, that she did not love, she wanted satisfaction.


  I had my own room, of course. Miss Lake's duty was to see that I was tucked in each night. She never overlooked that duty. We had a secret between us—we had many secrets—and I never divulged even one. From the first day, our goodnight kiss included my lips and between my legs.


  “They won't like it,” she told me, “if you tell what we're doing. But it's good for you.”


  With Miss Lake, it was always “they.” But I knew whom she meant. My mother wouldn't like it. But my mother was never around, or almost never. Occasionally she came in to look at me in bed, and swept out again, sometimes after a peck on the cheek.


  Miss Lake's definite: “It's good for you,” resolved any fears of guilt I might have had. I don't remember that I had any, but perhaps, at that age—. One particular evening I became convinced that Miss Lake's statement was true. I had been upset and had been crying when I was put to bed. Miss Lake kissed me, then she cuddled up between my widespread legs and began to lick me cosily with her tongue, telling me to go off to sleep. It was the most soothing experience of my life to that point.


  After that, I pretended to be upset many times. Miss Lake always soothed me the same way.


  I don't remember my first orgasm—I called them spasms—but I know I was experiencing them soon after Miss Lake came to work for us. Often I brought them on with my finger; Miss Lake showed me how. She would read to me in the afternoons as I cuddled in her arms. The stories were the usual bear and chicken and fawn sort of thing. But Miss Lake would hold me so her hand was between my legs and her finger along my slit.


  She would read me the story of the Three Bears and masturbate me at the same time. Is it any wonder I grew to love her? All the good feelings I had stemmed from her and the delicious things she did to me.


  Our house was large, a columned white building in the finest plantation tradition, with a garden in front, trees and shrubs and an emerald sweep of lawn that was always littered with leaves. There was an asphalt drive that curved in from the distant road, and a three-car garage. There was an apartment above the garage where Mr. Hobbs, the chauffeur-gardener lived. We had only one car, a large black one, which my mother used. Mr. Hobbs drove her somewhere every day.


  There was also a small lake or reservoir near the house, and Miss Lake and I would stroll around it most afternoons when the weather was pleasant. She always wore a sort of blue uniform dress, not really a uniform, but an approximation. Mother didn't want a hospital effect. There was a woods near the reservoir and the two of us would blend into it. We had a secret place where we always went. Miss Lake would take off my panties and suck me off. She sometimes drove me half out of my mind with her tongue. She became very excited herself, as I could tell. That excited me more. I loved to see the sparkle in her deep brown eyes, and how her face lit up, becoming more animated and alive. She called me her darling and her little sexpot—I didn't know what that was, but I liked it. She would whisper that I was a blessed child and very unusual and that she loved me very much.


  We had a secret name for the sucking, we called it: Birdie. I had a doll named Birdie; I don't remember the connotation, or how sex became Birdie, but it did. Miss Lake knew that when I said Birdie, I meant I wanted to be licked...and I said it in the presence of others which was the most fun. “Where's Birdie? Have you seen Birdie anybody?”


  Miss Lake would smile gravely at me, take my hand and say: “Let's go look for it.” We would go to my bedroom and she would take down my panties lovingly and lick my legs and thighs till I almost screamed—and then she would suck me.


  As I look back, the most peculiar thing about the entire Miss Lake experience was that we were never caught. I was too young to take many precautions. Miss Lake must have taken a great many. She was avid, and never once denied me her mouth if I asked for it. She postponed the Birdie because of circumstances sometimes, but always came to me later and the spasm was the sweeter because I'd had to wait for it.


  I can remember dinners and a few small parties at the house, where Father was brought in and ate in the wheelchair, or sat by the brick fireplace. The guests often remarked what a poised little lady I was, and how well-mannered. How pretty, how lady-like. My mother always remarked that I was an exceptionally good child. I didn't run about and shout as many children did. I didn't break things and have to be scolded—and on and on.


  I always smiled and cast my eyes down, accepting all the compliments, as Miss Lake had told me to do. I didn't need to run and shout to let off steam. I was getting my kicks from sex.


  By the time I was seven, Miss Lake and I were accomplished lovers. When we went for our walks in the woods it was always to enjoy each other. Almost everything we did had a sexual end or reason. Miss Lake blossomed, I thought, her cheeks took on more color and she seemed to fill out a little. She said she was very happy to be with me. In the woods she would usually begin by unfastening her dress and bra. I would snuggle up to her and nuzzle her lovely bare titties and suck them as she sighed.


  “It warms me,” she would say.


  I could understand that. A glow seemed to come over me too. My blood flowed faster and hotter. I was so eager for her I trembled. There were times in the house, when Andy was about, or the cook, that I had to leave Miss Lake and go outside to cool off. I wanted her body so.


  She had taught me “to lick her also. Her apartment was at the end of the hall, in the west wing of the house. My bedroom, Andy's and hers were the only bedrooms in the wing. She had become so excited when tucking me in that she had encouraged me to run my hands up her legs. The first few times this happened, I had merely masturbated her. The feel of her cunt was so exciting to me that I had experienced a spasm without her touching me.


  The third time it had happened, she had come to my room late at night, clad only in a thin nightie. She had been fairly throbbing with sex urge. Almost roughly she put her cunt against my mouth. But I was aware now of what she wanted. I made her orgasm very quickly.


  Then I sucked her for hours. I was lost in the excitement and thrill of it, the lush fragrance of her and the passion of her kisses on me. I was mad for it. I would have sucked her all night long had she not put a gentle stop to our first orgy.


  In the morning we both looked drained and pale, she more than I perhaps. Cook mentioned it and offered some medicine which was good for whatever ailed women at that time. Miss Lake accepted with a knowing smile at me.


  She trusted me a good bit, I realize now. Her fate was in my hands in a very real sense. I could have destroyed her, for that time and town would have easily crucified her on my screams alone. She also trained me and guided me in every sort of dealing with my elders. Her advice in how to avoid suspicion, trouble, work and how to gain sympathy and turn away wrath were invaluable assets. She also taught me all the dirty words and what boys do and what boys want.


  She told me that boys were disgusting creatures for the most part. This was the one thing I did not agree with her on. I was fascinated by boys. I never told her so. Her own teaching stood me in good stead. I simply kept my mouth shut.


  I am positive Miss Lake thought me a perfect little lesbian.


  We had various signals which only we understood. With other people in the room, she would look at me and pout her lips slightly. It would make my blood run hot. As soon as possible I would fly to my bedroom and find her there. We would make love violently.


  Sometimes she would push out one titty, toward me. It was the most subtle gesture, but I always saw it and blinked at her to tell her I understood. I would lick my lips, thinking of them and how they would taste, as I went to meet her.


  In my turn, I would lift an eyebrow at her to show that I was interested. We made love many times a day when it was possible. The more we had of sex, the more we seemed to want. I knew by now I was a sexpot.


  When I was eight, I realized that Miss Lake was making trips into town, Addington, when I was at school. She told me that mother had sent her, or that she had business, or some excuse that I did not question. And then one day I saw Vivian. I was coming home from school early, and I watched Miss Lake get out of Vivian's car. The reason I thought it curious was that Vivian had not driven into the drive, but had let Miss Lake out near the highway.


  I recognized Vivian. She was the woman who ran the only book store in Addington. A very unlikely person to run a book store—a pretty blonde who never seemed to know a thing about her store. I had been there many times. Vivian never knew where to find a book. The customers had to do it themselves, but Vivian was cheerful and always smiling; no one minded. She was unmarried.


  Miss Lake always had Wednesdays off. She always spent the day in town and came home late. I began to notice, when I- was eight, that Miss Lake was never particularly interested in sex on Wednesday nights. She would put me off with sweet words and kisses.


  “I'm so tired, darling.”


  “Just let me lick you once—”


  “Sweetheart, I'm simply dead tired.”


  One Wednesday night I crept from the house, having opened a window fastening for the purpose, and slipped across the lawn to take up station near the highway. There was a car already parked there, under the trees. Vivian's car. It was impossible for me to get close without being discovered.


  I waited till Miss Lake got out of the car, adjusting her blouse. Then I ran back and got in bed. When I asked her about it, Miss Lake fumbled for words. That night she wasn't too tired. She insisted on mouthing me till I writhed uncontrollably. She knew what I wanted. Perhaps she understood an ultimatum when she heard one.


  After that she always got home earlier. I couldn't quarrel with that. I suspected she was meeting Vivian, but I was only eight I did the only thing I could do. I forgot it. After all, I had Miss Lake the other six days.
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  My brother, Andrew, was tall at eleven, handsome and weak. His hands were soft; he never played ball or entered sports, and he never walked when he could ride. According to photographs, he looked like our grandfather, but according to the elders of the family that was all he had. No one thought a great deal of Andrew. They tolerated him, and he knew it. His marks at school were bad, his attendance was worse and his habits were atrocious.


  He smoked cigarettes and he stole whisky and gin from the den. He stole money when he didn't need to. He loved doing this underhanded. He learned to leave me alone because Miss Lake would back me up—no matter what. I had a champion whom he couldn't contend against. He was able to wrap mother around his finger. She gave him anything he wanted.


  To say he was spoiled would be understanding it to a remarkable degree. He had been born spoiled and he went down from that.


  I doubt if Andrew ever knew how Miss Lake and I were indulging in sex. His bedroom was across the hall from mine and down a bit. And then, Miss Lake was a woman, and a nurse. He never showed the slightest sign of knowing—and I'm sure he would have found a way to turn it to his advantage if he had known.


  He did make passes at Miss Lake. She merely rebuffed him and laughed. He tried to kiss her, she told me, and tried to run his hands up her legs. When she pushed him off a few times, Andrew gave up. He never tried hard to do anything.


  Soon after my ninth birthday, Andrew was eleven, he began to invite a certain boy to the house more often than usual. The boy's name was Stan Jarrel, and he was a suitable companion for Andy. He had all Andy's bad habits, and irresponsibility. He was of a size with Andy, blond where Andy was dark, and had impudent gray eyes.


  The second time Stan came to stay overnight with Andy, I passed their room on the way to the back stairs. Then I went back and opened the door. They were playing records and didn't hear me. They were both on the bed, laughing and giggling, both stark naked. I closed the door, round-eyed. For days I carried the picture of two erect penises around in my brain. I had seen pictures but these were the first real male organs I had ever looked at in the flesh.


  I casually asked Miss Lake if boys made love together as we did. She told me about homosexuals, how they suck each other and put their penises into each other. She said it was disgusting. I thought it was the most interesting thing I had heard for some time. Apparently Andy had the same tendencies I had. We were the same stock.


  The third time Stan came to the house was on Wednesday. Unfortunately I was missing Miss Lake, wanting her, when Andy suggested we all swim in the pool. I put on my suit and went down—the pool was a large rectangular one at the side of the house, enclosed by trees and with a pleasant patio that gave on a side door. Andy and Stan were already in the water. My mother was reading a novel on the patio.


  The three of us played tag in the water. Every time he came close, Stan's hands were all over me.


  That was the first time a boy had ever really touched me. And I knew Stan meant it. The look in his eyes told me. I had enough experience with sex to know the look. Miss Lake often looked that way just as she pouted her lips at me. It inflamed me.


  I let him feel because I wanted him to.


  Mother never glanced up from the book, but Andrew knew what was going on. He couldn't help knowing. Stan cornered me, his hand went up under my suit and his hard finger went inside me. All the way in my cunt. Andy came over beside us, giggling. I hung onto the edge of the pool and onto Stan. His finger drove into me, in and out. I couldn't have stopped him no matter what. I stared at Andy, my mouth flopping open like a fish's, breathing hard, and he masturbated me till I came.


  I think I would have drowned in my helpless struggles if Andy hadn't helped to hold me up.


  “Jeez, she's hot,” Stan said, admiringly. He knew enough to taper me off with the finger. I could feel Andy's hands moving over my supple body too. I didn't care.


  We went back to playing tag. But now Stan was really hot for me. He slipped his trunks off and left them on the bottom of the pool. He rubbed his naked penis on my legs, my belly, and finally I grabbed it. I hung onto it as we swam all over the pool. I massaged it till he was ready to scream—and then it spurted. I could feel it pulsate and jerk in my hand. I knew he was coming. I jacked him off and helped him clutch the overflow lip of the pool. I kept on massaging it till it was limp. I was nine years old.


  Soon after that episode, I went to the hospital. Somewhere a germ had bitten me. I had scarlet fever. There was a small hospital in Addington, I had a room with an older woman, Mrs. Dent. She was a plump thing, jolly and talkative. I got sick of hearing about her husband and his auto-parts business. Her husband was a dark, intense looking man, with black hair and lined cheeks. He came to visit her every day and they would laugh and talk—together, often in whispers. I tried to pay them no attention.


  I was almost ready to be released, and was asleep one evening when Mr. Dent showed up. They woke me up by their sibilant whispers, but I did not open my eyes...at first. I opened them and peered across the room when they fell silent. My bed was in shadow, they did not notice that I was awake. She was busily masturbating him.


  It was a fascinating thing to watch. I could see little of his penis, he kept it hidden by his coat in case a nurse showed up, but I could see the red tip of it now and then. She made him last a long time. She enjoyed what she was doing. When he spurted, he caught it in a handkerchief and she milked it. Then he gave her the handkerchief. I was astonished when she licked it out. She obviously enjoyed that too.


  I thought about that a long time. I saw that picture in my mind's eye too, plump, pretty little Mrs. Dent licking up her husband's sperm. Was it that good? I knew I couldn't ask Miss Lake. I knew I was going to have to find out for myself.


  Then, in my ninth year, Miss Lake went away. I never knew the real reason. She said she had to go stay with her sister in the south. Her sister was an invalid. Mother said it was just as well, I no longer needed a nurse. I was growing up to be a fine young lady.


  I went to my room and cried when she left. I think I cried as much because I was losing a lover as anything else. How could I get along without pussy? I had been used to pussy. I needed it, I had to have it; I masturbated for hours the night she went away. I didn't really get over Miss Lake for years.


  The next time Stan came to the house he wanted me to go swimming in the pool. I didn't want to. He had sense enough not to chase me around obviously. But I let him see me as I walked toward the woods and the reservoir. I had been sitting in the woods, in a tiny grassy glade, for about ten minutes when Stan and Andy showed up, puffing and excited as two puppies.


  I think they would have jumped on me and half torn the clothes off me. I had to dodge them. I knew instantly that Andy knew all about the pool episode, the intimate details of it which he hadn't seen. I could tell now that I was fair game for Stan. He thought my body was his for the taking.


  Perhaps it was, but I made him work for it. I could run like a deer. They chased me around the reservoir and back through the woods and half around the reservoir again before I let myself be caught. They were too tired to do anything but hang onto me and pant.


  Andy would never have caught me in a hundred years. Stan might have in a longer race. When he caught his breath, he wanted to feel me. I let him have tantalizing squeezes and touches. Then I learned the lesson that every girl has to learn. You can tease a boy too much.


  Stan lost his temper. He grabbed me and powered me to the ground. He began to tear my panties off. Andy was scared. “Don't hurt her, goddamit, don't hurt her—”


  I fought him, but he didn't care any more. And I discovered that the harder I fought the more he hurt me. So I pretended to fight. I was curious about it anyway. Stan growled at Andy to: “Help me hold 'er— grab 'er legs!”


  Stan got a knee between mine, and then it was all over. My panties were torn off, shredded. Andy held one leg and an arm. Stan got his penis out and laid on me. I felt him jab it at me and I lifted my loins to help him. He knew it and smiled down at me. I felt it go in. “That's th'stuff,” he said. He pushed it hard. I spread my legs wide. It went in deep and I could feel the girth of it. He had a nice penis, as I already knew. It seemed to stretch me, but the pain was not enough to make me squirm. I was well lubricated. He thrust it in as far as it would go. Then he ran it in and out.


  I looked at Andy. His eyes were shining, watching us. He bit his lip, his face red as a beet.


  “I'm fuckin' her,” Stan said. He grinned at me, excitement in his gray eyes, hair hanging over his forehead. His boy's body plunging at me, the prick ramming me. He was panting, mouth open. I put my legs around his and held him. He giggled.


  “How do you like it?” Andy asked me.


  “It feels good,” I said.


  “Hurry up,” Andy said, “I wanna do it to 'er.”


  “Jeez, I'm fuckin' 'er,” Stan said breathlessly.


  “Well do it,” I said, “and stop talkin' so much.” I knew, even though I was on the bottom, that I had much more sex experience than either of them. Stan knew what to do, but he didn't know how. He rammed it in too hard and too fast, substituting speed and force for technique. Miss Lake had always been an advocate of the take-it-easy school. She had had to calm me down more than once. So I could tell him with some authority— “not so hard.”


  The ground was hard too. I wasn't used to having another body on top of me, working and wriggling. Stan didn't know how to keep his weight off me either. He pressed the breath out of me. I swore at him.


  “S'matter?” he asked, “don't you like it? It feels real good—you said you liked it.”


  “Do it easier,” I snapped. I liked the feel of the prong inside me, it stirred sensations I hadn't had with Miss Lake's tongue. As soon as Stan had entered me I knew this was a whole new field of interest. Stan was making work of it; he was annoying, but I knew that with the proper partner it could amount to something.


  But now I just wanted to get him off me. I gritted my teeth and waited till he finished.


  He was too excited to last long. I tried to bear down on it, whether I did any good I could not tell. But in a few minutes he gasped, jerked and wriggled and flopped like a fish out of water. And immediately he pulled it out and rolled off me. I blew out my breath and gulped air. And I sat up quickly, fending off Andy.


  “C'mon, it's my turn—”


  “Wait a minute,” I said. “I gotta get my breath. What you think I am?”


  “A cunt,” Stan said, leering.


  I picked up the pieces of my torn panties. Stan was wiping off his cock with a handkerchief. I patted myself with the panties. I had stuff running out of it. It smelled sharp, like Clorox.


  Andrew had his cock out of his pants. It stood up hard and stiff. He knelt by me, trying to push me onto my back. “Lemme do it, c'mon—you let Stan.”


  But I didn't want any more. Neither of them knew how to handle a girl. I wanted to let Andrew put it in me, but if he did it like Stan then it wouldn't be any fun. When Stan reached for me, to help Andy hold me down, I rolled out of their grasp. I got to my feet and took off like a bird.


  They shouted at me, but they didn't catch me. My first screw had been a bust. I missed Miss Lake more than ever.


  I wasn't large for my age, perhaps a little more rounded than some girls, but still slightly scrawny. When I undressed before my mirror, I looked thin and narrow-hipped with hardly any breasts at all. There were rising mounds, but hardly rising, topped by nipples that were hard and red. I stared at my pussy, viewing it from various angles, even pulling a chair close and holding the lips of it apart and inspecting it inside as far as I could see. I had had a cock in it. It had gone in me four or five inches and felt large and round. I had actually been fucked.


  But it hadn't been much. Miss Lake's tongue had been twice as good. Of course, Miss Lake had been a grown woman, and Stan only a boy. I wondered what sex with a real man would feel like?


  When I lay on the bed and masturbated, I thought about the two pricks I had seen and felt—not about Miss Lake.


  Stan stayed all night with Andy, and the two of them did everything they could think of to get at me. They would have raped me had they gotten their hands on me, but I avoided them. Naturally that made it worse. Stan even tried to climb into my window after dark.


  “You did it once,” he hissed at me. “Whatcha so stuck up for?”


  I just shook my head at him.


  In the next few days I couldn't avoid Andrew. He seemed to follow me around. Everywhere I went, he would be there. “Lemme do it, huh, Mandy?”


  When we were alone his hands would be all over me. I didn't like to slap him away, but he was too eager. Out of sight of the house he chased me. Finally he cornered me. I climbed into a tree and he sat under it.


  “C'mon, lemme do it.”


  “You're too rough,” I said.


  “Is that all?”


  “Isn't that enough? You're bigger'n I am.”


  “I'll be nice,” he said, “honest. I won't hurt you.”


  “No.”


  “I'll lick it for you—”


  I looked at him then. He must have read the look right; his eyes glistened, apparently realizing he had finally hit on the right path.


  “How 'bout if I don't fuck you—just lick it?”


  “You'll want to get on me,” I said. “I know you.”


  “Dammit, Mandy, I'm not Stan. Gimme a chance.”


  “Well-1-1,” I said.


  “C'mon down—” he motioned. “C'mon down.”


  I looked all around, then I slid down to a lower branch. Andy watched me eagerly, licking his lips. He didn't touch me till my belly was at the level of his face. I opened my legs and stared at him.


  He smiled, then he ducked his head under my skirt. I gripped the tree as he pushed my panties aside. I felt his mouth on me. His tongue dug into me and I cried out and swung my hips. His two hands held my hard buttocks and he began to lick me. Too hard.


  I tried to pull away from him. “Not so hard—not so hard—”


  He eased up. It began to feel better. I opened my thighs and lay back along the limb of the tree, holding on with both hands for dear life. I wanted it so!


  It felt wonderful, but I had to keep concentrating on the branch. “Wait a minute,” I said, annoyed. “Lemme out of this dumb tree.”


  Reluctantly Andy stopped. He wiped his mouth and helped me climb down. He waited patiently till I slipped out of the panties and laid down on the grass. Then he dropped between my legs and began to suck again. This time I rolled in delicious agony under his mouth. The beautiful sensations I had been missing for weeks, months, flooded back and engulfed me. I had an orgasm almost immediately. I bucked helplessly against his mouth, twisting and groaning in the sweet pain...
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