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				Extracts From The Stories And Essays Of Seasoned Erotic Writer Peter Birch

				From Pete & Samantha’s Guide To Seasonal Sex - Winter

				This is the opening to my article Saucy Santas and Vintage Vamps which is about dressing for sex in the winter and one of six contributions from myself and fellow writer Sarah.
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				Let’s start from the bottom. No, not that sort of bottom, I mean her feet. She’s wearing lipstick red high heels, as smart and shiny as fresh paint. Moving up a little, her stockings are white, enhancing her long, shapely legs and held up by taut suspender straps that disappear beneath her skirt. That skirt is short, so short that she only has to bend forward a tiny bit to show off the seat of her frilly white knickers. It is also scarlet and trimmed with white, as is her jacket, which is cut to show off her waist and cleavage just as the skirt is cut to show off her bottom, while the ensemble is topped off by a floppy hat, elf-style, in the same bright colour combination. She probably has bright red lipstick, and maybe she has rosy cheeks. She probably doesn’t have a long white beard and a curly moustache, although a purist might argue that she should.

				She’s in a girly Santa Suit, hardly an original image, but there’s a reason that sort of thing gets corny, and it’s because it’s also very, very cute. It’s also instantly recognisable, and deliciously saucy, guaranteeing a reaction from any potential playmate with blood in their veins. You can accessorize too, perhaps with a little whip for kinky games, or cuffs and a collar, depending on your personal taste. Or you can get the whole outfit in PVC, of leather and fur, even rubber, it that’s your thing. It doesn’t even have to be on a girl, because it’s just the thing for a pretty boy into cross-dressing or who likes to be a sissy.

				That said, most men are going to go for the more traditional Santa outfit, which is a style that I can recommend personally. You might not think it, but dressing up as Santa has an almost magical effect, and it doesn’t matter if you’re young or old, thin or fat, short or tall. All you need is the jolly bonhomie that everybody expects and you will be an instant crowd pleasers. I’m not used to random girls coming up and kissing me in the street, but when I’m dressed as Santa it’s a fairly common occurrence, and their boyfriends don’t even seem to mind, while to be Santa at a swinging party or a fetish club guarantees leaving sore but happy.

				So that’s my number one piece of advice for kinky costumes at Christmas, Santa up! Unfortunately the magic only works at the right time of year, and even in January you’re likely to get funny looks and people assuming you’ve only just come around from days or even weeks of booze induced oblivion.

				From Spanking, Threeways & Clowns

				An extract from an article entitled “Oh those Kinky Clowns! Peter Birch probes the dark underbelly of buffoonery” which was originally published in Forum magazine. The writing and research was a lot of fun, but the photoshoot was great.
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				It’s remarkable how similar the conventions of clowning are to those of BDSM. Hierarchy and punishment have always played essential parts in clowning, with the whiteface character in authority over the other clowns, the augustes or buffoons, subjecting them to humiliating fates that wouldn’t be at all out of place in a raunchy club. Whiteface is the dom, the recipients of his pranks and cruel humour the subs. Some scenarios even include an intermediate character who will receive from whiteface but dish it out to the buffoons. What could he or she be but a switch?

				It’s not really surprising either. Only the most po-faced of people would deny that there is a link between the sexual and the absurd, while the long history of clowning contains abundant examples of sexual display and mockery as humour. Sexual features were often exaggerated for comic effect, a piece of symbolism that seems to be as old as humanity. The Romans and the Ancient Greeks considered large cocks to be risible, which is apparently why all their statues are so poorly endowed, while from our own culture we have the sadly obsolete term “lobcock”, meaning a large, fleshy penis and also a plump, somnolent fellow. The same goes for big boobs and ample bottoms, or boobs and bottoms in any shape or form for that matter, just look at Benny Hill, while for me personally there are few things funnier or more arousing than watching a voluptuous girl get her bare bottom smacked. And as sex is so funny, why not make the most of it and indulge yourself in some kinky clown play?

				So how to go about it? That depends on your taste, so let’s start with straight sex from the male perspective. I find something exquisitely vulnerable about a pretty girl made-up as a clown, also highly arousing, and the cuter and more feminine the better. The original purpose of a clown’s make-up was not to disguise the features, but to accentuate them so that they were visible to the audience, often in dimly lit conditions. In the same way, bright, clownish make-up can be used to accentuate the erogenous zones, so that an erotic girl clown will usually have her nipples rouged at the very least, maybe her vulva too, making her at once whimsical and pretty, desirable and accessible. That’s certainly true of clown porn on the net, where the idea is generally to emphasise a girl’s sexual vulnerability and availability. One of the best examples shows a cute blonde clown girl in roller skates, sat down on her bottom as if she’s just crashed, her bare bottom, because her panties are around her ankles, her thighs are spread wide and her painted face gives the impression that she’s feeling deeply sorry for herself. What male could resist the temptation to comfort her, kiss her, and if she responds to insert his engorged cock where it would do the most good?

				From Pete & Samantha’s Guide To Seasonal Sex - Spring

				The is from my essay Rites of Spring, which looks as springtime sex rituals both now and across history, some of them sweet and sexy, some bizarre or even alarming.

				Another lovely example of naughty delights in ritual style is the relatively recent phenomenon of girls baring their breasts in return for strings of beads at Mardi Gras. Look this up on the net and you’ll find an effectively limitless supply of buxom beauties photographed pulling up their tops to the delight of their fellow revellers - excepting the occasional sour face among the crowd - or even pushing down their panties for a yet more intimate show. You may also come across a slightly snotty remark to the effect that this is not typical behaviour for Mardi Gras celebrations, but I bet it will be before too long.

				On a more serious note, this is a good example of how we manage to add a sexual dimension to things despite the best efforts of those who like to keep us “pure” and sexless. Mardi Gras, or “fat Tuesday”, after all, was originally a feast designed to allow people to fill up with fatty foods before the Easter fast, which in turn provides another example of the link between sex and ritual. Fasting is just one example of the Christian obsession with mortification of the flesh, which, despite being at least partially intended to suppress sexual desires has become associated with erotic flagellation. Try as you might, you can’t quench the fire.

				The same is true of punishment, intended to be merely unpleasant, but which can become both ritualised and sexual, often both. Most of the time that has nothing to do with the seasons, but one exception is the spring birching ritual, which ultimately derives from real punishment but has mainly developed as an element of modern, consensual sadomasochistic play over the past hundred and fifty years or more. As with modern pagan rituals, the details are very much a matter of personal choice, but my own preference runs as follows.

				Whoever is to be birched should be told of their fate some time in advance, perhaps the day before, perhaps longer. They should then be sent out into the countryside, or to the local park for that matter, where they must pick a dozen, fresh, supple young birch twigs. Style is important, so a girl might wear a loose summer dress with nothing underneath or a boy a pair of tight shorts, but always something designed to make them feel self-conscious as they pick the twigs for their own whipping. A girl might also wear a ribbon in her hair, or a boy carry a length of twine, which can then be used to bind the stems of the twigs together and so make the birch. All of this is designed to heighten apprehension and embarrassment, adding to the erotic power of the ritual.

				Once the birch has been made it should be inspected. If it fails to pass muster, being perhaps too small or too light, another one must be made and the severity of the punishment increased. Having been accepted, the birch can be soaked in brine or perhaps hung on the wall as a reminder of what is to come, then used the following day, with the victim in a bending position to make a full display of their bare bottom as they are whipped.

				It needs to be stressed that this is consensual erotic play, and that the birch should only be used within the limits of severity the couple have agreed on, while what is important is that the ritual makes the experience more poignant and more intimate than it would otherwise be. The birching ritual also makes an excellent initiation ceremony, as exemplified by The Merry Order of St Bridget, a fictitious lesbian society dedicated to erotic flagellation and published in 1857, so plainly the Victorians were at it with every bit as much vigour as we seen today.

				From Slap, Tickle & Tie

				The UK’s Top 20 Spanking Positions was originally written for one of the magazines in the Forum stable. I’ve always loved different spanking positions and set out to research which were the most popular. This is just the start.
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				When I was asked to write this article my first thought that I’d need some pretty pictures. A few quick phones calls and I discovered that a naughty girl was due to be punished at the local riding stables that same afternoon. Yes, they were quite happy for me to watch, in fact it would do her good, yes they were quite happy to spank her in twenty-four separate positions for my convenience, and yes I could take as many photographs as I liked as long as I put a few coins in the charity box on my way out. And here are the results.

				Of course what I really did was to arrange a photoshoot for the stern and elegant Mistress Sapphira to spank cute model Harley Page. Harley really does ride - that’s her own outfit - and she really is a naughty girl, because she thoroughly enjoyed what was her first ever spanking. She’s also a really good sport, because the spanking lasted two full hours with each of the twenty-hour different positions done in three styles. According to my calculations that means her jodhpurs and knickers were pulled down to bare her delectable bottom at least seventy-two times, while goodness knows how many smacks she took. So a big thank you to Harley, and also to Mistress Sapphira, who had to go to all the trouble of doing the spanking. Oh, and also the passing huntsman we called in to help with some of the more awkward positions.

				Having got the pictures, I then sat down with a magnum of claret, a kilo of best lube and my vast collection of British spanking literature to work out which positions were the nation’s favourites. I am therefore able to present, with great pride and not a little personal satisfaction, the UK’s Top 20 most popular spanking positions!

				Just holding on at number 20 we have an old favourite, The Handstand, ideal for saucy girls in skirts. It’s not an easy position to hold, and we found that a spanking is best administered with a little muscular assistance. Either that or you can play the meanest of games, award just six smacks but start again every time she falls over.

				At 19, a rare gem for those intimate moments, The Wheelbarrow, also known as the Open Bailey in honour of spanking queen Lucy Bailey. It’s her favourite, face down to the floor and bottom up with her legs spread to either side of her lover’s body, everything on show to his eyes, and to his hands.

				Susanna’s Run

				I wrote this short story back in the ‘nineties, when a lot of erotica was still published by enthusiastic amateurs and sold in shady Soho shops. The internet has given us freedom, but I can’t help but feel it’s also taken away some of the fun.
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				Jeremy gulped, steeling himself to tell his uncle to go to hell, the his resolve faltered and he stammered something about needing time to think it over. Sir Osmond didn’t reply, but his smile broadened to a contemptuous smirk. For a while there was silence, while the old man selected a twelve inch cigar from the sideboard humidor, lit it with a lighter carved from a single block of turquoise and began to smoke in a meditative fashion.

				“All right, I’ll do it,” Susanna blurted. Jeremy gasped but was silenced with a motion.

				“Good girl, good girl,” Sir Osmond purred. “I knew you’d see sense, and I must say, I look forward to the event with keen anticipation. In fact, I think a little preview might be in order. It wouldn’t do at all to find that my carefully selected pony was out of condition, would it now?”

				Jeremy sat open mouthed, his ability to speak, let alone remonstrate, lost in front of his uncle’s unbelievable arrogance. Susanna however stood up, her face a mask of haughty dislike, only the faintest of flushes betraying the fluttering of her insides. She took a step back so that Sir Osmond could see her from shoes to hair, reached behind her for her zip and with one elegant motion let her dress slide to the floor. Her bare breasts stood out proudly, the nipples erect despite herself, the soft flesh of her midriff and the firmer muscles of her legs showing a warm gold in the candle-light. She tossed her shiny black hair back over her shoulders and stood still for inspection.

				“Come on girl, off with the panties,” Sir Osmond growled impatiently.

				A darker flush coloured Susanna’s cheeks, but she didn’t hesitate for more than an instant before easing the flimsy scrap of white lace down over her hips and letting them drop to the floor. A thick bush of black curls covered her sex, neither trimmed nor shaved for neatness. Sir Osmond nodded his approval as he admired her sleek musculature, then made a motion for her to turn around.

				Susanna obeyed, turning gracefully to display her back and bottom. The old man gave a little noise of appreciation as he admired the delicate sculpture of the muscles of her back, the length of her legs and the firm rotundity of her bottom, with a wisp of hair visible where her buttocks met between her thighs.

				“Hmm, excellent,” the old man remarked with the air of an expert. “Yes, a fine filly. Nineteen aren’t you? A good age. Yes, I think I’m on a winner here. Hmm, very well, you may dress.”

				From Playful, Dirty & Free

				Playing the Losing Game, The Strange Joy of Defeat is one of my more thoughtful articles and deals with a curious kink in the human mind, the desire to lose and to pay a forfeit for that loss. Oh, and pillow fight was amazing.
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				If you creep up behind your friend and pull down her panties while she’s writing her diary you know what’s going to happen. She’s bigger than you and you’re going to get walloped with a pillow, at the very least. Maybe you’ll even end up flat on your face in a sea of feathers with her sat on your back as she in turn pulls your panties down for the purpose of dishing out a well-deserved spanking. Your pain and humiliation will be very real as you’re stripped and smacked. You’ll kick your feet and thump your fists on the floor in a desperate, pathetic effort to make her stop, but you’d be bitterly disappointed if she did, and you both know full well that it’ll happen again, and again, and again, for all that you’d never dream of actually asking her to spank you.

				What you’ve done is to provide an excuse to get what you need, a reason for it to happen that isn’t overtly erotic. You’ve also lost a fight, which makes your fate that much more exquisite. To the ordinary way of thinking that’s a paradox, and it’s anathema to the conventional ideas of domination and submission, where everybody knows their place. But for me it makes perfect sense, as it does for anybody who likes the idea of kinky sex or any piece of erotic play as the outcome of a contest, win or lose.

				The idea is beautifully expressed in one of the finest of the Paula Meadows cartoons. It shows two teams of girls in identical sports kit save that one group have their numbers marked on their tops on a black background, the others on white. The black team have their shorts off, three with their bare bottoms already aglow, one bent over a whipping stool and squealing in pain as a strap is used on her buttocks, the others awaiting their turn. One of the girls in the white team is applying the strap while the others look on in amusement and delight, although one, the nearest, looks more than a little apprehensive and has allowed a hand to stray to her own bottom. The viewer knows exactly what she’s thinking, that had her team not won the match it would be her now bent across the whipping stool with her pussy showing to all her friends as the strap cracks down on her naked bottom. Maybe she’d prefer to have lost?

				Personally I prefer to win, but that doesn’t mean I don’t appreciate the pleasure of coming out as the loser. One such incident is still vividly etched into my memory after more than twenty years. I was keen on a certain young lady and fairly sure she had hidden depths but would need an excuse to express them. Sure enough, one quiet afternoon I inveigled her into a game of cards and she made no objection as the bets grew increasingly rude. I had meant to win, and make a thorough pig of myself with her, but I didn’t have the sense to quit while I was ahead and instead of getting to have her I ended up face down on the floor of a public lavatory while she fucked me with an improvised dildo. I’d lost, and while there was nothing fake about my feelings of regret and frustration and shame as I lay there in the nude with a pretend cock up my bottom, it was also one of the best sexual experiences of my life.

				As an aside, there’s another important lesson to be learnt from that encounter. Had I simply come up to her and suggested she take me with a strap-on she’d probably have slapped my face so hard I’d have been hearing bells for a week, but as she lay on top of me, pushing the dildo in and out of my straining bottom hole as I lay gasping beneath her, she was laughing. That’s because the situation took time to develop, which is essential if you want to explore your more depraved fantasies.

				From Peter & Samantha’s Guide To Sex In The Summertime

				Strawberry Girl is a story of feminine teasing and masculine frustration, fiction, but born of a real experience back in my teens with a girl who was determined to let me know she was going to be sunbathing naked but equally determined that I’d never see. I saw.

				I remember it like it was yesterday. She was called Poppy and she was the daughter of the place where I used to work helping look after the soft fruit. She was so fresh, and so lovely, blonde and beautiful, and such a bitch. She used to drive me wild. Unfortunately she was engaged, to the son of the owner of a local farm machinery hire firm, a good catch, or at least much better than me, a student with no particular prospects doing casual work on her father’s farm to make ends meet until the following term.

				That didn’t stop me thinking about her, or watching her. She knew as well, and she used to dress to tease, and what with her father and I being the only two men working there I knew it was aimed at me. The shirts she wore were bad enough, or really the way she wore them, tied up under her tits with the buttons undone to leave her tummy bare and cleavage on show, so that you always thought that the next time she bent down to pick a strawberry her tits would fall out. Of course they never did, but if her shirts used to drive me to distraction her shorts were worse, because it wasn’t so much a case of her accidentally showing off her bum as that most of it was on show already. They were cut down jeans short, so tight they showed off every contour of her pussy at the front and her cheeks behind, or at least every contour that wasn’t already spilling out at the sides, because they were not only indecently short but badly frayed. When she bent over she showed everything, and I do mean everything. She knew I watched, and if we were both working in the strawberry fields and her old man wasn’t about she’d get into her tightest, shortest pair and then deliberately bend down in front of me, with most of her bum spilling out to either side and the frayed denim crotch pulled up so tight over her pussy that the lips stuck out to either side, while if she straightened up suddenly and they went lose I’d get the full view, and she was always wet.

				You’d have thought she was up for it, and I did, at first. When I suggested that she might like to nip up among the raspberry fences where we wouldn’t be seen she told me in uncertain terms that I could look but I’d better not touch, and that if I tried anything she tell her fiancé. He was a great red faced thug, with a bitter temper and a reputation for getting into fights, which he won. I did as I was told.

				After that she got worse, tying her skirts tighter still and wearing her shorts pulled up tight so that even just standing she’d make me shake with need, and she never lost an opportunity to bend over and show me what she’d got in even more detail. I hated it, but it was like a drug and I couldn’t stop myself. Not that I had much choice with her working alongside me, and we technically my boss so I had to do as she said, something she never seemed to tire of pointing out. I’d have left only I needed the money and work was hard to come by, or at least I’d have tried to leave. I’m not sure I could have done it. I needed her, and she knew it.

				She really did know it. She knew she had me on a string and she also knew I was harmless, not just because I was wary of her horrible fiancé, but because I’m a gentle, passive person and it shows. I’m human though, and male, and believe me she drove me to the limit of my endurance over the course of that summer.

				Annabelle

				This is the opening of an erotic novella I wrote in the early ‘nineties when we were just starting up our pony-girl club and exploring the opportunities offered by the fetish. The Fife Car is genuine, a wonderful late-Edwardian creation we saw on show in a Devon carriage museum, while the descriptions of harness and racing all come from reality.

				Annabelle Kitteridge had just been spanked.

				As she walked quickly along the corridor, the cheeks of her face blushed as hot as the cheeks of her bottom. She had made the mistake of cheeking Caroline Ward-Russell, the head of house. Caroline had taken her by the ear and put her across her knee. It had been in the middle of the common room, and fifteen of her fellow seniors had watched in amused delight as her big white pants were pulled off and her skirt turned up to reveal her well rounded bottom. Caroline had taken no notice of her squeals and kicks, but set about spanking her, using first her hand and then a convenient ruler that had hurt like anything. Worst of all, the head girl had wedged one knee between Annabelle’s thighs in such a way that her cheeks parted and the audience had been given a fine view of furry pussy and puckered, pink bottom-hole.

				When Caroline had finished, Annabelle had scampered sobbing from the room, recently stripped-off panties trailing from her right hand as she massaged a smarting bum-cheek with the left. The laughter of her school-mates still rang in her ears as she ran up the stairs, intending to go and sulk in her bedsit. As she reached the second floor landing and looked down the corridor, she saw two of her friends standing outside the bathroom. With her flushed, tear-streaked face and the little knot of white material clutched in her hand, they were bound to ask questions, questions which she didn’t feel she could face. Instead of making for her bedsit, she ran on up the stairs, stopping on the top landing outside a door that led to a cluster of little flats where some of the mistresses lived.

				Annabelle stopped and caught her breath, wiping a strand of her mop of tawny hair out of her eyes. She couldn’t stay were she was, and she couldn’t face going back down stairs. Above her was a trap door, presumably leading into the space under the roof. Pausing only to put her knickers back on, Annabelle balanced herself with one foot on the banister and one foot on a fire extinguisher. The trap door obviously hadn’t been opened in years, it was even painted in, and she couldn’t remember the last time the school’s ubiquitous creamy-white paint had been renewed. Flakes of it fell on her shoulders and into her hair as she pushed, a little crack appearing and then the trap opening with a groan. A moment later she was standing on a dusty floor, her spanking forgotten as she looked around in wonder.

				The school, Annabelle knew, had been founded in 1917. Before that it had been a country house, the last squire dying in the great war when only nineteen years old. It had passed to a distant relative, who, lacking the means or the will to keep it up as a great house, had founded Longmead Ladies College. The attic in which she stood was filled with the relicts of the last years before the great war. “The golden afternoon of the British Empire”, she remembered Miss Yates, who taught history and the piano, calling it. Dusty sunlight from dirty windows in the roof illuminated a great congregation of trunks, tea-chests and boxes, among which stood a fantastic assortment of paraphernalia. Near her was a great harp, it’s gold leaf almost invisible under the dust, beyond that a painting of a round faced man in a red hunting coat lent drunkenly against one of the chests, further still, under the next skylight, a beautifully made rocking-horse stood, waiting for children who would never return.

				Annabelle made for the rocking-horse, picking her way carefully to avoid being heard by anyone in the flats below. She reached it and brushed the thick dust away before mounting. As she shifted her weight, the unoiled springs squeaked in protest, and she dismounted reluctantly, patting the horse’s neck and moving on to other treasures. A particularly fine chest caught her eye, the heavy catch lying invitingly open. The lid came up reluctantly, revealing carefully folded dresses. Annabelle touched one, her fingers trembling at the feel of the delicate blue-white silk. She lifted it from the chest, holding it against herself. The fabric was brittle, but not hopelessly so, and it was more than she could resist not to put it on.

				Stripping off her skirt and blouse, she stepped into the dress, wrestled with the complex system of hooks and eyes to fasten it and smoothed the silk down around her body. The fit was a little tight, but it felt delightful and she added a hat and long white gloves before stepping away to look for a mirror. In the light from the fifth, and furthest window, she could see exactly what she needed, a full length mirror set in an ornate frame. After working her way carefully to the end, she brushed the dust from the mirror and moved it to get better light, then stood to admire herself. Other than the unruly tawny curls spilling out under the hat she looked every inch the reserved Edwardian lady. A few alterations and the addition of a parasol perfected the image, though she wondered if a real Edwardian woman might not have thought and the taughtness of the material across her big breasts rather indecent.

				As she posed, the gaudy box against which the mirror had been leaning drew her attention. She knelt down to inspect the picture. “The Fife Car” the heading announced, and beneath it was a colourful illustration of the car itself. It was a little carriage, perfect in every detail, with a boy in immaculate tweeds seated in the driving seat, a smirk of pleasure on his face, a bone handled riding crop in one hand and the reins in the other. However, it wasn’t a pony that was hitched between the shafts, but a beautiful golden haired girl of about sixteen, presumably his sister or a young nanny. Two dogs were also hitched to the cart and a pair of girls were helping to push. Annabelle giggled as she admired the scene, then froze at the sound of the trap door being pushed up.
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