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Debbie gets hot when she entertains an audience.

It was at the beginning of my final year at Oxford that I first met her. I was climbing the spiral stair to Prof Jocelyn's study for the opening tutorial of the Michaelmas term and first saw those wonderful honey cream legs climbing ahead of me nicely profiled below a black mini in the style so resonant of the time. I followed her like a little puppy salivating over a bone until we both stopped outside the Prof's door and she turned and, looking me straight in the eye with a knowing smile, offered her hand:

"Hello -- I'm Debbie"

Hoping that my lechery had not been too obvious I nervously introduced myself. It was my lucky day for once. My contact with girls at Oxford had been minimal and that's overstating it! Being a working-class scholarship lad, I was too busy to enjoy the social delights. I never found the academic work easy and as a consequence became more introverted as the years passed.

Well, in the tight passageway outside the door I was in close proximity to a very lovely girl for the first time. She smelt of fresh mown hay and there was just a faint hint of an exotic perfume I did not recognise. The hair was long and naturally blond, her face was slightly plumpish with full lips and mischievous blue eyes and there was an unforgettable undefinable sexiness about her that suggested that anything was possible.

We entered and were bidden by the Prof into two easy chairs to wait for the third student of our group who never did show up. As we waited my eyes kept drifting from Debbie's thighs, as she sat with her legs crossed balancing her file on her knee, up to those beautiful fulsome tits outlined under her tight woollen cardigan. In those days, girls wore natural sheer bras and her nipples were sufficiently free to reveal their profile under her close-fitting top. Sitting nicely in the V of her jumper was a small glittering red stone on a gold chain which led the eye nicely down to the promised land.

Once the Prof got going, she proved to be a real star -- intelligent and clever -- knowledgeable and insightful. I had trouble keeping up and the Prof was clearly smitten -- I would need to up my game with Debbie.

As we finished the Prof found a reason to invite her back for a "one on one" -- and who could blame him -- and we were dismissed.

My wet dreams now featured Debbie in all her mischievous and tempting voluptuousness. I became obsessed but as I was off campus through that term and, despite a brief attempt at stalking before thinking better of it, our paths never crossed outside the Prof's apartment.

After several weeks the fire had cooled a little but the tutorial was still the highlight of my week. It was about now that the Prof let slip that he was coaching Debbie in preparation for an audition for the next Literary society production which he was directing. This was a modern re-telling of the story of Shakespeare's Hamlet adapted from the original by the Prof and his wife Angelica, but with Ophelia's doomed relationship with Hamlet and her subsequent madness becoming the focus of the play.

Debbie would be trying, at the Prof's suggestion, for the role of Ophelia and he suggested I might like to go for Rosencrantz or Guildenstern. I leapt at the opportunity and, on an inspiration, suggested to Debbie that I could read her scenes with her to help her learn her cues.

My place was out of the question as it was a dump and I was sharing with two other oiks so I fetched up at her room in hall, text in hand. She answered the door looking more beautiful than ever -- short black stretch woollen skirt and tight knitted top with bare arms and legs and no bra. You just knew there were no panties! This woman was "sex on speed" and I could feel the "little man" begin to stir and grow. This was much better than wanking over a dog eared "Penthouse" back at the flat.

Her room was a very cosy nest -- warm and homely with neat little vases of flowers, nice family photos, books -- mainly modern classics, and one picture portrait of a young guy with glasses looking very formal and un-trendy -- not with long hair and scruffy cords like the rest of us.

She got me a coffee and leapt on to the bed like a 10-year-old and faced me cross legged with her text in her lap so managing to artfully, or was it innocently, block my view. We read through her scenes and she was superb -- a force of nature in her developing madness with fingers pulling at her hair with an intensity that was a little scary in the confines of the small room. Finally, she was on her knees on the bed for the climax of the final scene and her contortions and enunciation in her agony were, well, truly orgasmic.

I burst into a round of applause and she broke into a broad smile. Of course, she got the part and so did I!!

We became good friends -- she was always easy to talk to -- and we began to take time out together -- pubs, concerts, coffees -- as well as rehearsals. The cast were a mixture of students, staff, young and old and all the men were smitten with Debbie and, in those days, were not afraid to show it. She enjoyed the adulation and seemed to blossom but always kept them at a distance. She smartened me up with a new wardrobe and when the invites to the Christmas Ball were delivered, she asked me to take her. I should say at this point that the physical side of our relationship was as yet non-existent! Pathetically I couldn't bring myself to make the first move and she gave me no encouragement in that direction.

The day of the Ball came and when I arrived at her rooms to pick her up and saw what she was wearing I was speechless. A very short black satin dress showing off those luscious thighs with thin shoulder straps dropping to a braless décolletage with her back and shoulders bare. Black patent strap heels with seamed black sheer tights and gathered hair bunched up with a silver choker around that very kissable vulnerable neck. Oh my -- fucka fuck fuck!!

Walking with her, arm in arm, into the great hall when all eyes turned to look at us -- well, actually, her -- was one of life's never to be forgotten moments. You could see the boys thinking - why him? Well, I had to agree on that one!! We spent the evening together and as the drink took effect, I took her in my arms to dance and couldn't stop my lips wandering over those shoulders and that gorgeous available neck. She did not object and pulled me closer. As my hard prick pushed against her she smiled and nuzzled into me before whispering in my ear:

"Do you want me to?"

I nodded hesitantly being unsure of her meaning??

"Let's go somewhere private."

We found a small closet behind the great hall. She dropped my trousers and released my prick and fell to her knees. Taking it in her hand she ran her tongue around the tip and just before I was about to erupt, she backed off and explored the shaft down to the root. Looking down on her I could see the tips of her breasts below the satin moving backwards and forwards in a sweet rhythm. I gently stroked her hair and neck and when she ran her ringed thumb and forefinger up and down the shaft in a rapid motion, I could take no more:

"Please Debbie .... Please..."

She took me to the sweetest of climaxes and beyond, continuing until I had no more to give.

"Debbie -- that was fucking brilliant -- I can't believe you just did that!!"

She smiled without saying a word.

Even in my innocence I could tell from her technique that this was not her first time and this added to the intoxicating mystery of Debbie. My overheated imagination went into overdrive with wild Debbie fantasies of debauchery and erotic discovery.

We cleaned up -- she fixed her make-up -- and re-joined the party. I couldn't comprehend what had just hit me and, to be frank, was in a bit of a stupor after my first and, to this day, still greatest blow job. She never mentioned it again and I delivered her back to her rooms early the following morning. She made it clear she did not want me to stay and I walked home in a haze of perfume, satin, blond hair and full cherry lips.

*********

We continued with rehearsals as normal and nothing more was said. I began to sense that she had relieved me out of kindness and that the act itself, for her, did not signify any change whatsoever in our relationship. We were still just good friends and nothing more.

Full rehearsals now came thick and fast with both Jocelyn and his wife Angelica sharing the directing. Ophelia was the focus of Angelica's attentions and she wanted to open up the interpretation to strongly suggest that Ophelia and Hamlet had been lovers. She encouraged Debbie to act the "mad wanton" and daringly suggested that, at the appropriate point, Ophelia should tempt Hamlet by self-touching and simulated masturbation. Debbie took this on enthusiastically and her performance, behind closed doors during rehearsals, became the talk of the college. I should add that I was now also part of this Jocelyn invented scene being the "Guard" who brings Ophelia on to the stage for the final act and physically restrains her in her madness before leading her away to the Nunnery. In the process Ophelia's ethereal nightdress is torn and dishevelled before the Guard manages to remove her.

As the scene developed through rehearsal it became more violent and, for me, more arousing. Laying hold of Debbie and almost wrestling her off stage gave me lots of opportunities to explore and get to know her body. She wore a diaphanous nightdress for the scene with flesh coloured bra and panties but her violent reaction against her restraint meant that my hands were everywhere. When Jocelyn suggested that Hamlet help me get her off stage it got even hotter. I began to harden as the scene developed and in my "Tudor" tights it was probably pretty obvious. It was here, on stage, in front of the cast and crew, that I found that I enjoyed being watched and I know, in retrospect, she felt the same -- to be in character in front of an audience released her and gave her a sensuous freedom to express herself without fear or reproach. She was not holding back and I saw that she was becoming increasingly obsessive about her performance.

Our tutorials with Jocelyn focussed increasingly on the madness of Ophelia and the sexual frustration which, with encouragement from Angelica during rehearsal, Debbie began to interpret as the prime motivation for Ophelia's condition. It was now that the invitations to her room dried up -- much to my regret -- but in rehearsal things were about to get seriously hot.

During the first lighting rehearsal, Angelica took Debbie away for a quiet conversation and, on the second run through, it was obvious to myself and the players that she was wearing nothing underneath her nightdress. The large dark areola around her nipples were clearly visible under the lights along with tell-tale swing of her breasts as she walked. Her cunt was a fuzzy dark shadow but her bum profile was very clear. The set was very quiet as she silently went through her positions and you could sense that the cast, waiting their turn in the auditorium, were totally captivated by her. When the time came for Hamlet and I to wrap our arms around her, the feel of her softness was deliciously arousing but I naturally backed off a little at the climax of the scene such that she could preserve her modesty but in her manic writhing it was almost impossible to keep her covered.

Word had got out and the run over seven days was a sell-out. In the college rag she was christened "The Sex Queen of Oxford" or "The hottest Ophelia ever" and in her interview she defended her exposure as being necessary and justified in the context of the production's interpretation of Ophelia's madness.

On the first night as I dragged her out on stage, she deliberately wrenched away from me briefly exposing one of her breasts which drew a gasp from the females in the audience. As she ran wildly across the stage, backwards and forwards in her agonies, I could feel myself growing and as I restrained her in a bear hug, she deliberately pushed her arse into my crutch. She had seen my predicament and, rather than hold back, she upped the tension and pulled her nightdress down so exposing her breasts to the audience for several seconds before Hamlet covered her with his cloak and helped me drag her off.

It was sensational and the reviews were full of praise for her performance and also somewhat scandalised. Apparently, an order came from the High Table to tone it down for the remainder of the run but the damage had been done. She was now notorious in college and kept to her room seeing no one. There was still no underwear for the remaining performances but there was no more tortured exposure of bare flesh.

At the last night party, she brazened it out and basked in the praise. Apparently, the RSC were interested and there was talk of a brief run in one of the satellite theatres in Stratford. Female nudity was a big draw at this time and would always guarantee a full house.

The fuss died down after a few weeks and student life returned to normal after all the excitements, but whenever I took Debbie for a coffee or a drink, she now attracted significant attention. Males would nakedly lust after her and females would huddle in corners pointing and giggling. She transformed herself and played up to her new daringly thespian image, delighting in her braless blouses and gossamer hippy dresses with boots or heels. The hair and make-up were becoming more exotic with long plaited tresses and she added various adornments including spectacular ear rings and lots of vivid silver pendants and bracelets. For me she was everything I wanted -- fiercely intelligent with that intoxicating vivacity and pride in her animal sexuality. I was unconditionally hers and I could not hide it.

*********

I saw much less of Debbie in the build up to Finals and I was beginning to plan for life after Oxford. It was therefore with great surprise that, over a rare morning coffee invite to her place, Debbie mentioned that they -- both him and her -- had been invited to stay with Jocelyn and Angelica for a week-end at their country house near Wantage. They had also invited "Hamlet "or, as I now knew him, Roger Forrester, one of Jocelyn's up and coming young men together with several leading academics both male and female from the Literary Society and the London scene.

I still lusted after Debbie and eagerly accepted the invitation hoping for one last opportunity to get into her bed. For our last tutorial Jocelyn invited Angelica and she brought a bottle of Pol Roger to toast our futures. She also opened up about their plans for the week-end.

"I'm so glad you could both come over to stay -- we are delighted. Now the forecast says it will be a hot week-end so we will open up the pool and we are planning, as always, a little entertainment for the evening in the garden. There will be several readings but, as the highlight, we would like you both and Roger to reprise the final "Mad" scene from the production!".

Debbie was very eager:

"That would be wonderful. I always felt that it could be improved if I were free to fully express myself in the part. If we read between the lines you can see that Ophelia is so desperate, she will do anything to tempt Hamlet to touch her and make love to her just one more time -- to make him jealous and realise what he is missing."

Angelica picked up the thread:

"Now -- how might she do that? Show herself to him?"

Debbie bounced back:

"I think more. The text could indicate that, in her frustrated condition, she attempts to seduce the Guard in front of Hamlet to provoke a reaction!"

Jocelyn was warming to the discussion:

"What effect does this have on Hamlet?"

Debbie countered:

"He recognises she is lost and is pitiless and dispenses with her. In effect he passes her on to the Guard."

Angelica continued:

"... and she uses the Guard as a kind of surrogate Hamlet to release her from her madness?"

Debbie nodded as Jocelyn developed the scene.

"Yes -- but how far would you want to take this -- between the two of you -- would the degenerate relationship between Ophelia and the Guard be consummated at the end of the scene?"

Debbie affirmed this conclusion:

"It's the only logical ending to the scene and confirms Hamlet's view that Ophelia is gone -- a lost woman whose only recourse is a forcible exile to a Nunnery. Without consummation Hamlet would be tempted to have her again but now she is spoiled and there is no return."

Angelica agreed:

"That is so powerful -- I would love to incorporate your interpretation into our playing of the scene. We can develop this approach when you come over -- yes -- on the Saturday morning before the performance in the evening."

*********

Jocelyn drove all three of us -- the Players -- down to Wantage on a very hot and sticky Friday afternoon. Thunder was brewing in the west but did not deliver the promised rain. It was clear from the conversation on the journey that Debbie and Roger were also good friends, which for me was not a good beginning in my final attempt to fuck Debbie. Whereas I was the skinny wimp from the masses, Roger was the intelligently charming strongly built product of the English Public School system with a muscular physique I could only sport in my dreams.

My feeling of inferiority was confirmed when both he and Debbie were put up in the main house along with the senior guests and I was despatched to a small room with a shared loo in the stable block. This was not going well!!

Once I was settled in, I wandered down to the pool and Debbie and Roger were already doing lengths. She was a great swimmer with her broad shoulders and powerful legs -- curvaceous but not outright muscular. Older men in Panamas and one or two middle aged women were congregating at the little bar by the pool, languidly discussing the latest sensations on the London Arts scene over glasses of Pimm's and now and again stealing a glance at the swimmers. Angelica introduced me to one or two people and, suddenly, I was able to perform. Before Oxford I would have shrunk away -- now I had something to say.

The guy I was talking to -- some high up from the BBC -- suddenly paused and looked over my shoulder. I turned and saw Debbie in all her glistening glory climb out of the pool. She was wearing a barely there yellow two piece, transparent in its wetness. The top was string tied with two triangles of yellow cradling those heavy tits and the bottom was a thong barely covering her pube. I had never seen her naked but this was the next best thing.

My companion gasped:

"Christ -- look at that -- is she yours?"

I had to admit that, unfortunately, she wasn't.

"To spank that arse -- can you imagine??"

My tastes were yet to move in that direction -- If I ever managed to have free roam over Debbie's body there were many, many things I would like to try but spanking was not one of them.

Debbie was making no attempt to cover up and came up to the bar for a drink leaving a trail of water droplets on the stones behind her. Angelica introduced her to two middle aged, rather blousy, lady friends and they were soon in animated conversation while Debbie was arching her back ringing out her hair on to the stones thereby putting the small triangles of yellow under even more strain and stretch. She had the most beautiful arse -- plump and upstanding with the view below to the inviting profile of the succulent lips of her cunt barely covered by the thin material.

After a very pleasant BarBQ I retired leaving Debbie to continue her networking. We had snatched one or two conversations during the evening which was re-assuring and Roger was nowhere to be seen which was good for me but also a little puzzling.

Saturday morning came but annoyingly I was not invited to the run through -- I was told not to worry -- just go through the scene as before and follow Debbie's and Roger's lead! Despite this in the afternoon Jocelyn kindly offered to walk me around the grounds and after the tour we sat in a rose covered arbore where he produced from a small refrigerator a bottle of Alsace and two classic green glasses.

"I presume you are well aware that Debbie is a bit special?"

Of course, I was very well aware.

"You know she really likes you and you have been very good for her. She has been much more stable this year thanks to you and, between you and me, she should get her First. I believe great things are in store when she moves into the Law - yes -- she may not have told you -- she will be training in the Temple. She has been offered a place in her future father-in-law's Practice."

I nearly fell off my chair.

"They plan to announce their engagement anytime now -- her fiancé David I understand is also a high flier"

Fucking Hell - Fucking Hell - Fucking Hell!!!

"... so, this will be her last chance for a little adventure. You must know she is a very daring woman -- yes -- you know what I am talking about -- and I just wanted you to be aware that tonight she may offer you the opportunity I know you crave. We have all seen you together on stage and we know where the two of you want to go -- she wants it as much, perhaps maybe more, than you do- believe me.

Your shocked at my frankness?

...sometimes, and I speak from experience, fucking in front of an audience can provide a most arousing and enlightening experience. It's where she wants to go and I know you will follow her and give her that gift.

There, I've said it. What do you say?"

I immediately thought of Roger -- where did he sit in all this?

"Don't worry about Roger dear boy -- his talents lie in a completely different direction."

From the depths of despair to the height of acute anticipation in several seconds -- so this is where Debbie had been leading me -- a little aperitif at the Christmas Ball followed by an extensive period of forced abstinence under the severest provocation and now a culmination in this one all consuming, lifetime memorable, fuck session. It was sensational -- absolutely sensational.

"So dear boy -- when the time comes and she begins -- just go with her and enjoy it -- you may never get another opportunity.

Good luck and, by the by, I strongly suggest, one man to another, you take one of these just in case -- here you are -- take it half an hour before the performance and top up before you go on -- break the seal and inhale and you'll be fine."

*********

Debbie came to join us in the wings.

The readings had been completed and Jocelyn was introducing the scene.

The audience were seated in a semi-circle on the patio next to the pool. Before them a small area had been decked out as a stage with a couch and lighting. We were waiting inside the house fully costumed and made-up behind the curtains of the patio doors.

Roger was very nervous fiddling about with his doublet. I was made up as a dog-rough Elizabethan soldier and was already feeling sufficiently relaxed for my cock to stir under my tights. Although Debbie made no eye contact, I could see that she kept stealing glimpses at my growing crotch.

On his cue Hamlet was gone and, while he was setting the scene with his soliloquy, Debbie reached for me, gave me a hard passionate kiss and felt for my prick which immediately stood to attention feeling like it would never go down in a month of Sundays.

I grabbed her round the middle from behind -- as usual she thrust her bum into my cock -- and we were on, with me dragging and pulling her to Hamlet. Already one of her tits was out but there was no need to worry now -- I pulled her arms back as she faced Hamlet so thrusting her chest directly at him. I sensed the watchers breathing deeply and the silence was deafening.

Mid-way through their very animated dialogue -- at the point where he accuses her of being the whore of the palace - Hamlet reached for her nightdress and ripped it down to her waist. She reacted violently and her tits and my hands were everywhere. She kicked up at him using my arms for leverage.

At the point where she accuses him of making her pregnant, she ripped off the rest of her gown. She was now stark naked and going absolutely nuts writhing and sweating under the lights. When we both got hold of her, I was getting desperate for some relief but Jocelyn had told me to wait for a sign and I waited.

When Hamlet managed to grab her and I was free I could see her open wet cunt lips below their sparse covering of blond hair. As she screamed and struggled, she opened her legs and thrust her hips towards me in blatant provocation.

Then a change to the original script -- Hamlet in hatred and to spite her, ordered me to fuck her now so he could deny the child just in case she was speaking the truth. Now Debbie broke free and stood in exposed isolated agony as she recognised his betrayal and rejection of her. There was a female sigh from the audience.

She flipped and acted the wanton and approached and rubbed her body up and down against me before taking me by the hand to the couch and then violently clawing and tearing away the material at my crotch to release my throbbing cock before kneeling in front of me.

She used all her skills in the full light of the stage, and in a trance, I was dimly aware that the watchers had stood and come closer to better see Debbie service me. The movement of her body, the voluptuousness and glistening softness of her flesh and the smell of her effort seemed to be the incarnation of desirable woman -- the dream of mankind -- the source of life. I would never come anywhere near the emotion and intensity of those moments on stage with her, never ever again, either in public or private.

She withdrew her mouth and laid herself on the couch and opened her legs. She was open, moist and ready and I needed no further prompting. I easily slipped in and she took my hips in her hands and began to thrust and cry out in her passion. I wanted to ejaculate immediately but was simply unable to make myself fire and relieve the iron rod that was my prick. Later as I tired, we switched to me laying on my back with her riding and she really, and I mean really, worked me culminating in what seemed to be consecutive cums -- one after the other - accompanied by animal cries echoing out to the dark woods beyond. Finally, as she clutched her breasts and collapsed on to my chest, my fingers felt instinctively for her anus and by penetrating her there, brought us both to the ultimate crescendo of collective orgasm.

Before I knew what was happening, Hamlet had dragged her still writhing and struggling off stage and I was alone. In character I managed to peer around inquisitively and exit somewhat sheepishly. I could dimly hear applause and some "bravos" out on the patio but inside all was quiet and I headed back to the stables.

**********

The taxi was ready to take me back to Oxford at 7.00AM on Sunday morning.

Jocelyn was there to say farewell:

"You played your part perfectly as I expected.

Wasn't she wonderful?

You both gave us something we will remember for a very long time and we are all very grateful. I saw her potential but I never imagined that she could give us such a profound and deeply moving experience.

Of course, I know you will keep our secret if only for her sake. If this became public, not only would it be embarrassing for us all but it would ruin her and you would not want that... and, of course, I would deny everything dear boy.

She wanted an early taxi with no fuss and I was very glad to oblige.

She will get her First and you will get your strong Upper Second and you will both go on to be very successful. Now go and enjoy your life and claim those glittering prizes."

By the time I was back in Oxford and at Debbie's door she had gone. There was no message -- nothing to signify that we had ever known each-other. I had that dreaded empty feeling in my stomach which would stay with me on and off for years and, yes, it still hurts now. To me she is irreplaceable and I have met no one that comes close to her. That is my tragedy to this day and is the reason I will be forever single.

I did see her once more. As business editor I was covering an economic forum for my newspaper in Westminster -- a glad handing between politicians and leaders of Finance and Industry. By chance I caught a lecture on Corporate Governance by a high-flying City lawyer and there she was confidently and very competently outlining the challenges of the 21st Century -- still ravishingly gorgeous -- still formidably intelligent - and still agonisingly just beyond my reach.

At the end I just walked through London's streets until I could go no further.

***********

