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The Blind Sto­ry­teller


by Jack Faber © 2025




Find­ing the old sto­ry­teller was not dif­fi­cult, ev­ery­one knew him and knew where to find him. It was much more dif­fi­cult to con­vince the gnarled old man that I was a renowned writer and wanted to write an au­then­tic bi­og­ra­phy about him. 


I was about to give up, be­cause I had al­ready wasted three weeks.  Then Min, his daugh­ter, sud­denly ap­peared, call­ing me in a soft, gen­tle voice to ac­com­pany her to her fa­ther. Min looked like an ex­traor­di­nar­ily pretty 17 or 18-year-old, but I had heard ru­mors that she was much older, much older. I grabbed my bun­dle and fol­lowed the pretty girl. I don’t know if you, dear reader, have ever fol­lowed a pretty girl. I fol­lowed Min at a dis­tance of two steps, her sway­ing gait mak­ing her small but­tocks dance gen­tly but provoca­tively be­fore my eyes. Her semi-trans­par­ent veil cloak left noth­ing to the imag­i­na­tion, but re­vealed ev­ery­thing to the ad­mir­ers eye. Re­ally ev­ery­thing. 


The old man was camp­ing in a cave on the river bank. I bowed to the ground, as I had learned to do at the im­pe­rial court, and clasped my fist in my other hand. He nod­ded ca­su­ally, looked around the cave with a grin, and mut­tered that his palace was rather dusty.  We both grinned and he made me sit op­po­site him on a tree trunk. He ques­tioned me in de­tail, I told him ev­ery­thing, ser­vice in the army, im­pe­rial scribe, re­tired from ser­vice with all hon­ors and rich gifts. Yes, I was 38 years old, un­mar­ried. I couldn’t find any­one who would have been worth stay­ing with for more than 3 weeks. I re­luc­tantly ad­mit­ted that I didn’t like sleep­ing alone. The mas­ter smiled smugly.


That was the cue. He pointed to the two sleep­ing mats and had Min put a third one next to them. “You will prob­a­bly stay with us for a few days, no, prob­a­bly a few weeks and make your notes, dear Mas­ter Tshü. We, my daugh­ter Min and I, will prob­a­bly stay here for a few more months, we want to tell our sto­ries in all the lit­tle towns. And you will ac­com­pany us ev­ery­where, my good Tshü!”  The old man was one of those peo­ple who could de­cide within the first minute who they trusted.


Young girls from the vil­lage brought us ready meals and all kinds of food, that was agreed upon. The vil­lagers took into ac­count that the old man only wanted young girls be­tween 14 and 20 around him. The young girls seemed to like it when the old man briefly reached up this or that one’s skirt. I was also very quick to judge peo­ple and se­cretly de­cided not to call the book “The Life Story of the Fa­mous Mas­ter Pyi Lai” but “The Lust­ful Sto­ry­teller” or some­thing sim­i­lar. Min, who usu­ally stuck to me as silent as a shadow, let out a quiet laugh when she read my note. “That would be very in­ap­pro­pri­ate,” grinned the sweet child-woman, “You should be a lit­tle ashamed of your­self, dear Mas­ter Tschü.” I grinned as did she.  I will have to get used to Min sit­ting half be­hind me with her head on my shoul­der, read­ing ev­ery word I wrote down. I did not feel it was cen­sor­ship when she made a note, it was prob­a­bly on the old man’s or­ders. It was ex­tremely calm­ing be­cause she gen­tly pressed her body against mine. 


Af­ter din­ner, Mas­ter Pyi Lai leaned back and be­gan to speak sleep­ily.  “Per­haps we should start from the be­gin­ning, how my life be­gan. I am a dragon-man, half dragon, half hu­man. And that’s how it came about. My mother Liao was a very pow­er­ful sor­cer­ess, a hu­man through and through, and she was to live a very, very long time. Her hu­man body re­mained that of a 30-year-old girl, al­though in purely sober terms she was much, much older. One day she fell in love with my fa­ther, Dr­rmh Tschih’aa, who led a pow­er­ful dragon clan. She used all her magic and cun­ning to get the guy into bed. He was not a fam­ily man, but very well-dis­posed when my mother be­came preg­nant. He would ar­rive ev­ery night with his men to calm her in­creased car­nal  crav­ings un­til dawn, which she liked very much. My mother was cer­tainly not a picky eater and a very tal­ented “White Witch”, one of the good ones.


When I was born, the sis­ters helped her to make it as pain­less as pos­si­ble. To­day I can no longer say whether they were bi­o­log­i­cal sis­ters or just sis­ters in spirit, but my mother Liao was happy that I was a splen­did, healthy dragon per­son. Ac­cord­ing to tra­di­tion, they cut off the lit­tle tail on my back, which was maybe two inches long, leav­ing only a tiny scar. Oth­er­wise there were no ex­ter­nal signs of my dragon ori­gins.


The sis­ters drank lots of home­made spir­its, danced in a cir­cle and each was al­lowed to make a magic wish. “A very long, healthy life!” “Strong mag­i­cal pow­ers!” “A splen­did cock that will bring joy to the girls well into his old age!”  “He is sup­posed to en­chant, mes­mer­ize  all girls!” “The abil­ity to trans­form into a dragon and then back into a hu­man!” “A clear, knowl­edge-hun­gry mind that will lift him into the high­est of­fices!” “Wealth and for­tune should flat­ter him!” 


My dear Tshü, I learned all this from my mother, and she was happy to list the sis­ters’ magic spells; there may have been oth­ers as well, but I have prob­a­bly al­ready for­got­ten them. I grew up well-pro­tected with Liao, she was a nat­u­ral mother. She taught me to read, write and count, and by the age of 4 I was al­ready read­ing thick tomes on as­tron­omy, which cap­ti­vated me even then.


Let’s skip ahead to child­hood, it was beau­ti­ful and very ex­cit­ing. Pu­berty took hold, and I sud­denly dis­cov­ered that there were girls among my play­mates. Of course, I in­ves­ti­gated this phe­nom­e­non metic­u­lously, and my cur­rent pref­er­ence  for young girls may have come from this time. Soon the game of “mommy and daddy fuck­ing” was high on the agenda and Mother Liao re­al­ized that it was the right time to teach me to fuck.


My dear Tshü, many be­lieve that boys and girls can fuck nat­u­rally. That may be true for the ba­sics. But it makes a big dif­fer­ence to have been well trained in fuck­ing. Why not ask 100 girls if they know where their G-spot is? If there are more than 2 who know, then you have caught a spe­cial group. Usu­ally none or only one knows what you are talk­ing about, my dear Tshü!


The mi­nor­ity of dragon peo­ple is so small that we do not know in­cest like hu­mans do. So do not be sur­prised, Mas­ter Tshü, to find me as a teenager in the arms of my mother and her sis­ters.  Thank God I was smart enough back then to re­alise that I had to learn and that it was to my ad­van­tage. I fucked her and her sis­ters very dili­gently, prob­a­bly a dozen times a day. Let’s skip this pe­riod of learn­ing too, you’ll know it your­self. And I re­ally wanted to be a well  ed­u­cated man! 


My mother soon re­alised that I had to learn to fight. She ig­nored my ob­jec­tions about how many guys I owed my bloody nose to. “A good fighter doesn’t care whether he’s fac­ing one guy or 20, he’ll win in any case!” She left me with her sis­ters for days and went look­ing for good fight­ers to train me. That’s what she ex­pected from a 14-year-old, and that was a com­plete waste of time! 


A very old gen­tle­man, but fast and ven­omous like a snake, trained me in hand-to-hand com­bat and fist fight­ing.  He had only been given a year by my mother, she didn’t want him in her bed for any longer. So he whipped me on, 7 days a week and some nights too. I worked like a mad­man, de­vel­oped mus­cles, re­ac­tion and pre­ci­sion in my punches and kicks. He was also the one who trained me in aerial com­bat, the high­est dis­ci­pline of close com­bat. The “fly­ing bat” was a mar­tial art that was thou­sands of years old and which I was able to mas­ter in the end. The old man left, as he told me, with deep re­gret, be­cause he had made the most of the nights of love with my 35-year-old mother. My mother just pulled down the cor­ners of her mouth. “To give you some­thing, I would jump into bed with even the lamest de­mon, that’s ob­vi­ous!”


Now Mas­ter Feng came, a mas­ter with sword, dag­ger and short spear. Even Mama blos­somed, be­cause he could fence just as well with his cock.  He taught me even the mean­est tricks, be­cause in the end, the only thing that mat­tered was sur­vival. When I turned 16 and turned 17, he gave up. He couldn’t teach me any­thing any­more. Nev­er­the­less, Mama kept him in her bed for a whole month; he was an ex­cel­lent rider. 


Now came the last teacher, who was sup­posed to teach me mil­i­tary rid­ing and strat­egy. The horses flared their nos­trils and kicked their front legs in the air be­cause they smelled the dragon man in me. But they got used to it. Rid­ing was very easy for me, I loved the many tricks that Mas­ter Tschin taught me. “These are not cirkus tricks, you fool!” he barked at me, “all this makes a rider dan­ger­ous in bat­tle, these are fight­ing tech­niques, damn it!” 


But I found the games we played to­gether in the sand­box more in­ter­est­ing. I re­al­ized that plan­ning an am­bush or tak­ing the land­scape into ac­count were an ab­so­lute must. His bam­boo stick al­ways landed on the back of my head when I had sent my men to their deaths. He pulled a blue scarf from his sleeve.  “This is the river, you are on this side, the en­emy on the other. Now, show me some­thing fool­ish again, Pyi!” I knew that he had won sev­eral im­por­tant bat­tles on the river banks and was there­fore dear to the em­peror. I wanted to learn ev­ery­thing about strat­egy from him, ab­so­lutely! 


Evening fell, Min had lit a small fire in the stone cir­cle and served us din­ner. You would think we lived like cave­men, but far from it! There were com­fort­able silk cush­ions and small car­pets, clean, solid dishes and the finest of the finest to eat and drink. Mas­ter Pyi loved good wine and let me keep up with plenty, only Min drank no al­co­hol, only fruit juices. What to­day was a good co­gnac and a cigar, was then served in the finest desserts and sweets back then. I could tell, even at the im­pe­rial court there was noth­ing bet­ter.


An icy wind raged out­side the cave, but the fire in the cave warmed us suf­fi­ciently. It was bed­time, we were heavy from the food and wine. Min took off her veil and I ad­mired her beau­ti­ful girl­ish body. She was a beau­ti­ful girl, a 16 or 17 or 18 year old, whose eyes be­trayed age and ex­pe­ri­ence. Her breasts, semi-cir­cu­lar ap­ples with pointed nip­ples, were sim­ply vir­ginal and di­vine. She was del­i­cate and slim, only her hips were al­ready rounded in a wom­anly way. Above her pu­bic slit was a flame of black hair, which she kept neatly trimmed. The pink slit did not re­veal that she mas­tur­bated dili­gently ev­ery night to fall asleep. 


Mas­ter Pyi pulled her to­wards him. His cock was as­ton­ish­ingly large, al­most twice as long as my own and also thick.  So he too had a meaty cock that kept its shape and stiff­ness af­ter squirt­ing and that you could fuck all night long with be­cause it didn’t need a nor­mal erec­tion. The two of them fucked silently, pas­sion­ately and fo­cused on their sex­ual plea­sure. The mas­ter’s cock didn’t even go half­way into Min’s fuck hole, but she quickly got go­ing and had a vi­o­lent or­gasm and sev­eral small ones.


Min had laid down next to me with her legs spread. She bent one leg so that her knee touched my hip. She then put the whole bent leg over me, her hand guided my hand along her thighs to her in­ner thighs. Ev­ery­thing hap­pened silently, with­out words. I was sup­posed to strike her in­ner thighs while she was be­ing fucked, and of course I did. I felt the old man’s rhyth­mic thrust­ing, he had strong loins and knew how to use his long cock very well. It didn’t even go half­way into Min’s fuck hole, so she could hold the rest of the cock with her fist. Min some­times looked into my eyes, her ex­pres­sion was in­fin­itely sad, tears glis­tened in the cor­ners of her eyes. I rec­og­nized this in­fin­itely sad look from many women when they grad­u­ally walked up the hill, to­wards the top. Min also walked up the path, to­wards her top. Her thighs upon mine be­gan to shake, it was about to start, I knew that.


I watched with great in­ter­est, be­cause I was al­ways an in­ter­ested spec­ta­tor when two peo­ple were fuck­ing. Min’s face twisted in or­gasm, now you could see that she was much, much older than 16. But it would be a long time be­fore I found out her real age. She must have been ly­ing on the sleep­ing old man’s chest for a quar­ter of an hour and her breath­ing had long since calmed down. Then she turned to me. “Come,” she said with a smile and shook her head as I raised my chin to­wards the old man. “That’s fine, we al­ready had agreed on that.” She lay down on the mid­dle mat. “On my back, if that’s okay with you, Mas­ter Tshü.” I nod­ded.


I pen­e­trated her very gen­tly and del­i­cately, just as her fa­ther had pen­e­trated her care­fully. Min’s fuck hole was god­damn tight, it lay like a silk glove over my cock. But her fuck hole was very sup­ple and ad­justed to my cock with ease.  At least my cock went in com­pletely and we smiled into each other’s eyes when the tip of my cock touched her cervix. “You see, it fits per­fectly!” whis­pered the woman with the girl’s body. I fucked her for about 20 min­utes, she had a very nice trem­bling or­gasm, and she smiled very, very sweetly into my eyes. “Our sexes are made for each other. Please don’t leave too quickly, I want to en­joy the plea­sure with you for as long as pos­si­ble!” I nod­ded and put a can­died date in both of our mouths.


“Is Mas­ter Pyi re­ally your fa­ther?” I be­gan my in­ter­ro­ga­tion. Min nod­ded, “Yes, he is my bi­o­log­i­cal fa­ther and the best I could wish for!” I re­mem­bered what he had said about in­cest. Dragon peo­ple did not know in­cest. Min read my thoughts.  “No, of course I can’t marry my fa­ther, you stupid guy! I’ve lived with him all my life, and I never saw my mother. She was the only one my fa­ther ever fell in love with.” 


Min looked at me with a smile. “When I was born, my fa­ther was com­pletely blind. His blind­ness forced him to be­come a sto­ry­teller. It wasn’t un­til I was a big­ger girl that I met Grand­mother Liao, his mother. She hadn’t heard any­thing about his blind­ness and was hor­ri­fied. She and her sis­ters im­me­di­ately brewed a magic oint­ment, and af­ter two months he had his sight back. 


Nev­er­the­less, he re­mained a sto­ry­teller, he had had enough of ad­ven­tures. I stayed with him and led him to the vil­lages like a blind guide. And of course I se­lect the girls for him who come with him af­ter the camp­fire and let him fuck them. Or let him de­flower them be­fore­hand. It’s true, he acts like a mag­net that at­tracts young and youngest girls like honey at­tracts a bear.” She chewed her lower lip. “You’ve prob­a­bly heard that my mas­ter has a pref­er­ence for vir­gins and young girls. Af­ter pu­berty, it was quite nat­u­ral for me that he would turn into a dragon and fly with me on his back once a year to the “Black Raven Moun­tain”, where he could re­ju­ve­nate me with magic and sor­cery, turn­ing me into a 16, 17 or 18-year-old girl, as you know me now.  I re­turn from this magic moun­tain ev­ery year as a vir­gin, with a com­pletely new hy­men, and it is a great event for him to de­flower me year af­ter year. I only keep my mind, my knowl­edge and my mem­o­ries, noth­ing is lost, only my body is re­ju­ve­nated.” 


Min wanted to be fucked twice more, which of course I was very happy to do. The mid­night raven called and told us to sleep. I dreamed a lot of strange things, most re­cently I was with Min’s preg­nant mother, who looked ex­actly like Min and fucked just like her lit­tle daugh­ter. It was not a night­mare, on the con­trary. Min woke me up when break­fast was pre­pared. But be­fore break­fast the three of us went to the river to bathe. 


The old man dived un­der sev­eral times and let Min rub his back. He stood next to me and mur­mured, “Good morn­ing, my dear friend!  Did you en­joy the night with Min?” I nod­ded, but I wasn’t sure how he felt about it. “Min told me your cock was made for her.  And that you know how to use the brush well, you scrib­bler!” He gave me a friendly pat on the shoul­der. “Don’t look too con­spic­u­ous, but the lo­cal chil­dren are hid­ing in the bushes op­po­site, they watch us bathe ev­ery morn­ing!” He grinned. “Peo­ple in the coun­try are dirty piglets, they bathe ev­ery few weeks or months at most.” He shook his head. “I have to bathe ev­ery morn­ing, oth­er­wise I feel dirty like a piglet.” 


Af­ter break­fast Min poured us a glass of cold wine. I wasn’t used to it, but Mr Pyi was the mas­ter of the house here and set the pace. I lis­tened with my brush drawn and bam­boo strips on my pil­low, felt Min snug­gling up to my back. The girl con­fused me, her body was re­ally so child­like, but she could read my scrib­bles and com­ment im­me­di­ately when there was some­thing to say. That wasn’t an­noy­ing, but very help­ful, be­cause she too wanted to get as com­plete a pic­ture of  her fa­ther.


Pyi Lai con­tin­ued. When I was 17 years old, my mother Liao took me to the royal court of Qin. She knew all 7 royal houses, went in and out of them and knew ev­ery­thing. She knew that I ab­so­lutely wanted to join the royal body­guard of Qin, the most fa­mous war­riors at the time. Three weapons mas­ters ex­am­ined me and unan­i­mously ac­cepted me. How proud I was to wear the uni­form, this very uni­form! I knelt be­fore the good King Zuo and swore loy­alty to him un­til death. 


I served in the royal guard for 12 years. It was not a bor­ing ser­vice, not at all. Pro­tect­ing the king and his fam­ily from as­sas­si­na­tion at­tempts, high­way­men and other en­e­mies was ex­cit­ing and thrilling. The well-filled trea­sury was a temp­ta­tion for any crim­i­nal! And I had a lot of free time. 


Well, at a royal court like this you can find the most beau­ti­ful girls as well as the dark­est souls. And I took full ad­van­tage, not sleep­ing alone for a sin­gle night. I skill­fully out­did my com­rades in sex­ual com­pe­ti­tion, con­quer­ing all the vir­gins, of which there were not many left. Nev­er­the­less, my com­rades gave me the nick­name “The Hy­men-Piercer”, which I could be proud of. My se­cret mag­netism at­tracted the youngest in par­tic­u­lar, and I was happy to leave the older ones to my com­rades. 


The young queen, the chaste and mod­est wife of the old king, also had her eye on me. She was not the most beau­ti­ful at court, but the most loyal. She made an ex­cep­tion for me, with an ul­te­rior mo­tive of course. She wanted to give chil­dren to the king, whom she loved loy­ally and with all her heart. I came just in time. I was deeply touched by the way she sur­ren­dered to me.  Never be­fore had a woman looked at me so sadly as she did, her gaze like that of a fa­tally wounded doe. Her tears flowed in­ces­santly, al­though she gave her­self com­pletely to the act. Ev­ery morn­ing or af­ter­noon she had a best friend sneak me into her bed­room. She stood mo­tion­less in the bed­room cor­ner to make sure that I did not ask her mis­tress to do any­thing in­ap­pro­pri­ate, such as cum­ming in her mouth or fuck­ing doggy style, both very com­mon but also frowned upon.


I fucked the queen, who was so shy and yet so de­ter­mined, un­til she was fi­nally preg­nant af­ter four months. The old king must have known who the good donor was, be­cause he in­ter­ro­gated me sev­eral times, kindly but firmly. She had triplets, three lit­tle princesses, a year later a prince, and an­other year later a lit­tle daugh­ter.  The king pro­moted me ev­ery time a child  was born, he sent a sack full of gold pieces to my mother be­cause the body­guards were not al­lowed to ac­cept bribes. The king treated me with lov­ing grat­i­tude, and I wasn’t the only one who no­ticed. But I didn’t have any real en­e­mies at the time, maybe en­vi­ous peo­ple, but what does that mean?


Prince Ying Zheng, from a pre­vi­ous mar­riage of the king, as­cended the throne at the age of just 14 when the good King Zhuo sud­denly died. King Zheng was a very clever man, an ex­cel­lent strate­gist and a lit­tle am­bi­tious. Well, let’s just say he was down­right am­bi­tious. He liked the fact that his king­dom was the largest and rich­est of the 7 king­doms, but he wanted more, he wanted to be a god. He took a third of his body­guard with him, the oth­ers guarded the royal fam­ily and the golden trea­sure. He set off, and af­ter less than a year he had de­feated all 7 other king­doms, con­quered them and in­cor­po­rated them into his em­pire.  He had brought all the Chi­nese peo­ples un­der his roof and when he was crowned em­peror he gave him­self a new name, Qin Shi­huangdi, the first em­peror un­der heaven. He was not a blood­thirsty beast, but some­one who set out to do some­thing and then con­sis­tently fol­lowed through on it. He did not want to con­quer more coun­tries, be­cause nei­ther the Mon­gols nor the In­di­ans were Chi­nese.


Qin Shi­huangdi was a suc­cess­ful ruler, but he also used bru­tal­ity and vi­o­lence when it served his goal. He was suc­cess­ful be­cause he re­built the state from scratch, in­tro­duced com­mon lan­guage, cur­rency, units of mea­sure­ment and much more. I was in his body­guard dur­ing his first four years and then re­turned to the old royal court to guard the royal fam­ily and the trea­sure. Dur­ing these four years many women from var­i­ous king­doms and tribes fucked with me, which I found de­light­ful over­all. 


Em­peror Qin Shi­huangdi di­vorced his first wife. She had only given birth to one daugh­ter and was then bar­ren. He sent her into ex­ile in the south be­cause she had dared to in­dulge in hun­dreds of lovers, which was shame­less and dis­hon­or­able, es­pe­cially since as em­peror he had to de­fend his honor. When she rode off with a ser­vant, some no­ble­men ac­com­pa­nied her. This an­gered the hot-tem­pered em­peror and he sent four skilled as­sas­sins af­ter them with clear or­ders. They quickly slaugh­tered the no­ble­men and their fol­low­ers, leav­ing only the ex-em­press and the ser­vant alive. They fucked the two un­for­tu­nate women non-stop for a day and a night un­til they were all ex­hausted, then they stabbed a dag­ger in their necks.  They re­turned to the em­peror and brought him the heads of all those killed as proof.


He then let his daugh­ter Li Shi sleep in his bed af­ter she turned 13 and ru­mors spread that he had taken her as his wife. And so it was, he had her crowned em­press on her 16th birth­day. She was to give him 4 sons and 11 daugh­ters. The lit­tle girl was much bet­ter in bed, more filthy and more dar­ing than her mother, whom she de­tested even af­ter her death.  She left no fri­vol­ity, no ob­scen­ity out; she loved her fa­ther more than any­thing and not only de­lighted him with nightly sex, but with sex­ual per­for­mances, acts and dis­plays of all sex­ual kinds. 


The em­peror, who threw him­self into work like a berserker dur­ing the day and built the united king­doms into a well-thought-out im­pe­rial state, lay ex­hausted in the evening in his daugh­ter’s lap and en­joyed the sex­ual ex­cesses in Li Shi’s lap. He had no cue, what his wife was do­ing on day­time. She was his main wife; he took only a few con­cu­bines and ig­nored the old cus­toms ac­cord­ing to which the king — now em­peror — had to have one or an­other lady lie with him on cer­tain of­fi­cial  oc­ca­sions.  He didn’t re­ally en­joy it, but he couldn’t al­ways pre­vent it, or didn’t want to, when the woman he was sleep­ing with was a re­ally lovely thing.


Li Shi was al­ready 17 when Cap­tain Pyi was or­dered to the court, it would be four years. Li Shi’s clit flared up im­me­di­ately when she saw me for the first time. She was very care­ful in choos­ing her lovers and she could get by quite well with­out a lover for a long time. But when she had a vic­tim in her sights, there was no es­cape. Hardly any­one dared to fail, be­cause the em­press let the ex­e­cu­tioner work with­out a sec­ond thought, just like her fa­ther and hus­band. No­body had pre­pared me for this, I lived among my com­rades, just as I had at the court in Qin.


At the im­pe­rial court, of course, there was a huge se­lec­tion of girls of all ages and back­grounds, but there wasn’t a sin­gle vir­gin at the court.  The “Hy­men-Piercer” was now re­named “the one who grabs the new­ly­weds’ un­der­wear,” laughed his com­rades. It was true, I at­tracted girls and new­ly­weds like a mag­net. This was my hobby, my des­ti­na­tion and I loved it more than any­thing. The em­peror grinned when Cap­tain Pyi asked for the priv­i­lege of tak­ing their girls, fi­ancés or wives with them on for­eign mis­sions. The com­rades grinned as did the em­peror, some for ob­vi­ous rea­sons, the other be­cause the troops were func­tion­ing bet­ter than ever be­fore. From now on, the em­press ac­com­pa­nied her fa­ther, hus­band and em­peror ev­ery­where, be­cause she had her rea­sons. 


Suc­cess proved her right. She could not get any closer to Cap­tain Pyi, but she used her chance very clev­erly.  The em­peror, very con­cerned about his phys­i­cal safety, had the Qin royal guard ac­com­pany him ev­ery­where and no one dared to at­tack these tough guys. Dur­ing both of the as­sas­si­na­tion at­tempts that were made on the em­peror, he was not un­der the care of the im­pe­rial guard. The em­peror trained ev­ery day with the weapons mas­ters and body­guards be­cause he was con­vinced that some­one could at­tack him any­where and he wanted to be able to de­fend him­self if nec­es­sary. The em­peror was a bat­tle-hard­ened, well-trained war­rior, not a wimp like many of his suc­ces­sors.


Li Shi cun­ningly guided me, Cap­tain Pyi, be­tween her volup­tuous thighs. She was her fa­ther’s wor­thy daugh­ter, strate­gic, cool and pru­dent in her plan­ning, even though it was “only” about a se­cret fuck. My deputy led the guard more and more of­ten, and I was be­tween Li Shi’s mag­nif­i­cent thighs as or­dered and served the em­press will­ingly. Ex­cept for her preda­tory hooked nose, she was a beauty, she cared a lot about per­sonal hy­giene, weight and hy­giene. She knew that she was al­ways gam­bling with her head and mine, but the mat­ter was worth it for her and she didn’t ask me. I gave it my all and she per­ished in my pow­er­ful thrusts. Not with­out rea­son, I some­times thought that I was the bi­o­log­i­cal fa­ther of her four sons. But that was not an is­sue. Not at all.


I knew that Li Shi was not an or­di­nary whore like many oth­ers at court. She was an al­most faith­ful wife, al­most shy and al­most de­cent.  I en­joyed the hours I spent with her, be­cause she had learned to fuck from the best cour­te­sans of the court. I was al­ways amazed that the em­peror never ac­tu­ally caught her in the act and that the ru­mor mill did not help him ei­ther. The lat­ter was prob­a­bly due to the fact that the ex­e­cu­tioner’s sword was some­thing to be feared when it came to the em­press. So I was the em­press’s se­cret stab­ber for four years.


Un­for­tu­nately, the em­peror had a strong de­sire to live for­ever. In ad­di­tion to his para­noia, there were the quacks. If he added a lit­tle bit of mer­cury to his food, yes, he would live for­ever! Within half a year, the em­peror had poi­soned him­self. One night he ran up a moun­tain half-naked, wav­ing his sword, to fight against sup­posed mon­sters, evil spir­its and ter­ri­ble sor­cer­ers. Li Shi had the un­lucky raven cap­tured and locked him up at night. The poi­son caused his li­bido to over­flow pre­ma­turely, he in­dis­crim­i­nately fucked the no­ble­women at court, like a dog in heat, in front of ev­ery­one. He there­fore had to be locked up dur­ing the day and Li Shi con­tin­ued his busi­ness. Em­peror Qin Shi­huangdi died a hor­ri­bly painful death. It was kept se­cret for 3 months be­cause his chan­cel­lor had un­law­fully seized the throne. Li Shi avoided the pub­lic, she had lost her fa­ther, hus­band and her lover and did not stop the chan­cel­lor.
 

I watched the old sto­ry­teller very closely be­cause I only knew the time of the first em­peror in broad out­line. But he looked me straight in the eye when I said how sur­pris­ing his story about the first em­peror sounded. I didn’t even want to cal­cu­late how old the sto­ry­teller must be? He looked at me quite openly. “Dragon peo­ple are known to live a very long time. My mother is now older than 900 hu­man years.”  He shrugged and stirred the camp­fire with a branch. “Don’t think about it too much, Mas­ter Tshü, you’ll prob­a­bly have to leave out a lot of your story so that you don’t get pelted with camel dung. Just let me tell you ev­ery­thing and then de­cide what you can and can’t write.” Old Mas­ter Pyi drank a whole cup of wine in one go and con­tin­ued to tell his story.


There were also un­pleas­ant tasks, of course. I was sent with a small troop to pick up the bride of one of the most un­pleas­ant of­fi­cials at court. Noth­ing ex­cit­ing. But that’s how I met Igdis, the only real woman in my life. We trav­eled slowly, only for 4 days. But we started talk­ing and our hearts beat in uni­son. On the sec­ond night she lay down next to me and gave me her maid­en­hood. We were meant for each other, she said.


The groom was shocked when Igdis poured him clear, bit­ter wa­ter. The hot-tem­pered id­iot chal­lenged me to a duel, which was per­fectly le­gal. The duel was to take place with the so-called “sticks”, a feared weapon of the royal body­guard. It was a straight stick about 60 to 65 cen­time­ters long made of hol­lowed-out stone wood that was filled with bronze. It was held to­gether at both ends by iron clamps.  In the hands of a trained fighter, a truly deadly weapon. 


Be­fore the duel, we faced each other and I as­sessed the of­fended groom. A small, over­weight fool, cov­ered from head to toe in iron ar­mor, but of course that hin­dered him. I was only wear­ing my nor­mal uni­form, noth­ing else. One of our ar­mor­ers dis­creetly stepped next to me. “Be warned, cap­tain, the guy was in the guard for 5 years be­fore he went into pol­i­tics. He’s good at fight­ing with a stick, he’ll mainly go for your thighs and legs. Of course, he doesn’t be­lieve in fair­ness, the guy! Re­mem­ber the “jump­ing fal­con” ex­er­cise!” 


In short, the duel be­gan and the guy ac­tu­ally wanted to knock my legs off.  I did the “jump­ing fal­con”, not ac­cord­ing to the in­struc­tions, but when it seemed right to me, so that he knew what I would do to de­fend him­self, but not when. He even brushed against the soles of my feet sev­eral times; he fought un­fairly, but well. With each fal­con I hit him on the hel­met, which gave him a good shake. But that way I man­aged to knock the hel­met off his head. I didn’t give him a chance to get back to his hel­met. He was now com­pletely con­fused, some­thing that should never hap­pen to a trained, well-trained fighter. I didn’t give him the chance to con­cen­trate on my legs. I hit him re­lent­lessly on his arms, shoul­ders and legs, pick­ing his ar­mor off his body piece by piece. 


He wasn’t pre­pared for that, he cursed and yelled be­cause he re­al­ized that I was go­ing to kill him. I knocked the ar­mor off his up­per body piece by piece and made him howl.  For the first time dur­ing my ser­vice, I did the “Fly­ing Bat” and chopped his skull in two from above. Igdis was mine, I had fought for her hon­estly. My two weapons mas­ters snapped their jaws shut again, they had never seen the “Fly­ing Bat” be­fore. 


I spent the most beau­ti­ful 9 months of my life with Igdis. I only had eyes for her, I no longer looked at any­one else. Only the Queen Dowa­ger could or­der me to come to her, I had to see our 5 chil­dren once a week and then fuck the Queen Dowa­ger prop­erly. Igdis didn’t care, she said noth­ing against my weekly vis­its to the Queen Dowa­ger. Some­how she felt sorry for the widow, whose car­nal de­sires in­creased im­mea­sur­ably at the on­set of menopause. Igdis sent me out two or three times a week to “see my chil­dren”, as she said with a smile.  She was com­pletely out of hor­monal shape dur­ing her own preg­nancy, I fucked her ev­ery free minute and she didn’t mind giv­ing up or lend­ing her lover to the other suf­fer­ing com­pan­ion. I fucked the Dowa­ger Queen two or three times a week, I let her sigh, groan, moan and scream her way to the end. 


Min’s birth did not go as planned. Igdis screamed her throat hoarse, the mid­wives were at a loss. Af­ter two ag­o­niz­ing days, Min was born. Igdis took the lit­tle worm to her breast and hugged her. Igdis some­how knew that she had to die. She made me swear a sa­cred oath to al­ways be there for Min and to pro­tect her like the ap­ple of my eye. Of course I swore and kept my oath. Igdis per­ished in my arms, in my tears. I asked the Queen Dowa­ger to bury her like an hon­or­able wife in the palace burial ground. I found a young, sweet girl who looked af­ter lit­tle Min like a mother and lay with me at night for the next 14 years.


Gril was a good, suit­able mother and al­ways loved to be fucked by me. I took a larger cell in the cas­tle so that I could sleep and live in the same room with Min and Gril.  Gril loved to be fucked while she was suck­ling, that was be­yond doubt. She breast­fed Min with a smile un­til she was 5 years old. Even now, gen­er­a­tions later, I still mourn Igdis, but Gril’s nat­u­ral car­nal­ity and her in­sa­tiable sex­ual de­sire quickly brought me back down to earth. She may have been a com­pletely un­e­d­u­cated child from the coun­try, but she had a good in­stinct to build me up as a man. In ret­ro­spect, I think that with­out her shame­lessly hon­est and un­con­torted nat­u­ral way of fuck­ing me ev­ery day and mak­ing me fuck, I might not have found my way back to life.


One day I stopped rudely send­ing away the girls who were mag­net­i­cally at­tracted to me. I re­mem­ber how hes­i­tant and un­cer­tain I was when I slipped un­der the cov­ers of a new­ly­wed, how sad and aban­doned I felt with the dear girl. How could we have cheated on her hus­band so hap­pily?  How could we, re­joic­ing in or­gasm, cuck­old him? Were we not hap­pily ra­di­ant and nat­u­ral chil­dren or dark, de­vi­ous de­ceivers? For the first time, I was un­cer­tain whether I was do­ing the right thing.


I could not fall back into the old ways, old habits. More and more of­ten I spurned a mar­ried woman be­cause I re­jected her mo­tives. It was im­por­tant to me now to pay at­ten­tion to this. And I def­i­nitely felt bet­ter. Yes, the fic­tional Igdis, with whom I some­times con­versed, praised or crit­i­cized my choice of part­ner. I tried to do her jus­tice, as stupid as that may sound. And it was not wrong to do so. Like a hunter who fi­nally re­al­izes that it does not have to end in wip­ing out the en­tire an­i­mal pop­u­la­tion, but only in killing a few an­i­mals. I no longer ran af­ter women’s skirts, I re­ceived those who crowded into my an­te­room and chose care­fully.  You might think, dear Tschü, no-nah, of course, that’s how it’s done! What I want to con­vey to you is that it was a deep turn­ing point for me, a se­ri­ous re­flec­tion. I was no longer the same.


Min warned us that it was time to set off for the lit­tle town and be­gan to tidy up. Mas­ter Pyi went to the river again and dived un­der briefly, then put a fresh shawl around his shoul­ders. I de­cided to take my writ­ing equip­ment with me, per­haps I could write the story. We walked leisurely into town, Min led us to the inn, where well-sea­soned chick­ens with spiced rice and light coun­try wine were al­ready wait­ing for us. The innkeeper was a good host, he or­ga­nized the evening lec­ture on his large lawn and earned a good amount from the bar. You didn’t have to pay for the lec­ture it­self, the innkeeper would give part of his prof­its to the sto­ry­teller at the end of the evening. 


We had reached the sweets and hot tea when a dozen young girls came to the ta­ble. I quickly un­der­stood what was go­ing on. They wanted to know which of them could sit on the sto­ry­teller’s lap. The girls opened their dresses and the “blind” sto­ry­teller felt the bod­ies, one by one. I would have bet that the se­lec­tion was based on the girls’ breasts. He re­jected two girls whose breasts were al­ready quite large. Then he chose three of them af­ter feel­ing their breasts and their pussies. Breasts that were at most half an ap­ple or less, and pussies that had only a del­i­cate downy hair. He made his se­lec­tion and the lit­tle horde stormed out again nois­ily.  Min, who was sit­ting next to me, ex­plained that “un­der no cir­cum­stances did he want to take a vir­gin with an in­tact hy­men, or a ma­ture, half-grown girl. Yes, he loves young girls, but he is very care­ful that she is not too young. That would be very rude, an as­sault. No vil­lage com­mu­nity would for­give him.” I nod­ded, that was quite fine. At that time there was not the wide­spread ur­ban hys­te­ria that was fed by a few pe­dophiles.


Min as­signed me a seat to the side of the mas­ter. There I would be able to hear well and take my notes with­out be­ing dis­turbed by the crowd. Then she as­signed the girls who had pre­vi­ously crowded into the inn to seats in the front row.  Later she told me that she had in­structed the girls to sit com­fort­ably and not tensely and to let their slits be seen if they wanted to and to play with their pussies or clits, be­cause the mas­ter liked to see that. From where I was sit­ting I could see many cute lit­tle slits, my gen­tle­men! The rows filled up, there must have been 100 to 130 lis­ten­ers. The fold­ing chair on which the sto­ry­teller would sit was in the mid­dle of a cir­cle of young lis­ten­ers.


Pyi Lai en­tered the cir­cle, bowed deeply to the au­di­ence and sat down. I had brushes and bam­boo strips ready.  He took a long sip from a large wooden cup, then said in a loud, sonorous voice: 


“My dears, as a pro­fes­sional sto­ry­teller I travel far and wide and am happy that so many of you have come to the camp­fire. Save your coins, my re­ward will be a bite of your flesh that is cook­ing over there. My name is Pyi Lai, and the lady Liao Lai, my dear mother, had me trained to be a war­rior. She brought me to the royal court of Qin, where she was highly re­spected, and I served in the royal guard for 12 years. Many crooks wanted to rob the king’s trea­sury, we had to break a lot of heads and of course no one could get to the trea­sure. Care­less han­dling of a black pow­der charge led to an ex­plo­sion that cost many peo­ple their lives and my eye­sight. I be­came a blind   sto­ry­teller and have been trav­el­ing through the Em­pire of Heaven for over 65 years. Mas­ter Tschin, who  hos­pitably, let me choose from among his ser­vants which one should warm my feet at night. The girls whis­pered as I un­dressed them one by one and ex­am­ined them with my fin­ger­tips. I made a good choice, I hope. But I di­gress, for­give me! To­day I will tell you about the ex­cit­ing life of a princess who, shortly be­fore I saw the light of day and the heav­ens, closed her eyes and went to her an­ces­tors. A life full of em­per­ors and con­cu­bines, mur­der and man­slaugh­ter, in­trigue and poi­son. Bat­tles are fought, on the field as well as on the sleep­ing mat. Em­presses will moan in love like the ladies of the court and the sim­ple Chi­nese women. Yes, let the young girls sit right at the front so that my old eyes can de­light in their ten­der fe­male flesh!  An­other good sip of your thin beer to smooth my throat and fill my voice, but also to re­mem­ber the un­for­tu­nate brew­mas­ter who ex­pects you to drink such a thing as beer.”


The au­di­ence ap­plauded, they liked the dou­ble en­ten­dres and the filth­i­ness that the old sto­ry­teller’s tales were not lack­ing. My brush flew over the bam­boo strips, I’ll prob­a­bly have to take notes for quite a while to­day. The old man gave a sig­nal and the first girl in the front row stood up proudly and sat on the old man’s lap with her back to him. His hand dis­ap­peared into the folds of her skirt and his face lit up when he found his tar­get. His eyes slid over the sweet cracks in the front row, then he raised his voice. “It’s go­ing to be ex­cit­ing and even scary, so dear ladies and girls, hold on to your neigh­bor, even as he is not your hus­band, maybe you’ll find a safe grip to hold on to!” He grinned so cheek­ily that some of the guys in the mid­dle and back rows cheered en­thu­si­as­ti­cally.  The hands of women and girls dis­ap­peared into the folds of their neigh­bours’ trousers and, grin­ning, clutched the firm grip; most of them were not their hus­bands. But all were happy with it.









The story of the princess
with the tat­tooed dragon



Eight hun­dred years had passed since the first em­peror, Qin Shi­huangdi, had de­feated the 7 king­doms and united them into the Chi­nese Em­pire. He had changed, im­proved and ar­ranged many things. China was no longer a bunch of war­ring princes and tribes, but a clev­erly or­gan­ised state that was in no way in­fe­rior to the Baby­lo­nian, As­syr­ian or Egyp­tian em­pires. One re­form that lasted a thou­sand years was his cur­rency re­form. Un­til then, there were only bronze coins of equal value and newer cop­per coins, which Em­peror Qin left as the com­mon man’s money. He in­vented the small sil­ver boats, a hun­dred of which made a sil­ver boat as big as the palm of the hand, a hun­dred of which made a gold-plated sil­ver boat weigh­ing half a pound.  By com­par­i­son, you could get a good horse for 10 small sil­ver boats, and a stal­lion for 15. The im­pe­rial seal was stamped on the un­der­side, but the peo­ple were not fooled. By God, that was not an im­pe­rial seal, but the sweet pussy hole of the young em­press, in which Em­peror Qin’s overly large cock reared up to squirt. The em­peror had de­flow­ered his fa­vorite daugh­ter at 12 and she gave him 11 daugh­ters and 4 sons. She re­mained faith­ful and shy on his sleep­ing mat for 40 years, he was al­lowed to de­flower his 11 daugh­ters and fuck them in turn, he had made his fa­vorite daugh­ter em­press at 18 and he let her fuck ev­ery­one if it served his in­ter­ests. She in­tro­duced the cus­tom that a de­cent, hon­or­able Chi­nese woman had to mas­tur­bate while hav­ing sex. There were no records of this, but many schol­ars as­sumed that she was ad­dicted to mas­tur­ba­tion and or­gasms.  Un­for­tu­nately, Em­peror Qin fell into quack­ery and mixed mer­cury into his food in or­der to at­tain eter­nal life. Un­for­tu­nately, it led to mad­ness and a quick death af­ter 6 months. He went naked into the thorn bushes, cut them in half with his sword and vic­to­ri­ously fucked their wives. Of course, he in­jured him­self with the thorn women and the hor­ri­fied em­press had her ladies-in-wait­ing, with pil­lows tied to their backs, re­ceive the fight­ing em­peror in the thorn bushes, who was now even more con­vinced to fuck the wives and daugh­ters of the de­feated, un­til one day he fell over dur­ing the sex and died. The em­peror had founded the emer­gence of a pup­pet-like court, but could no longer stop its tu­mor-like growth.
 

Ap­par­ently the girl had or­gasmed on the sto­ry­teller’s lap; she sup­pressed the ex­ter­nal signs ex­cept for the trem­bling of her thighs.  The old man had con­tin­ued to tell the story, al­though he ob­vi­ously no­ticed it, but he con­tin­ued with the story and the girl’s clit.


At that time, about 300 to 400 years be­fore our era, ru­ral women were still truly sub­servient to men. Thank God, sex­u­ally trans­mit­ted dis­eases were not wide­spread or did not ex­ist. A sharp com­mand was enough to be able to fuck them, even if you were not your hus­band. And most women sub­mit­ted to this de­grad­ing cul­ture, be­cause they were su­per­sti­tious to the core. Ghosts, jinns and the souls of the dead were ev­ery­where and forced women to open their thighs for sex and to do their bid­ding in si­lence. Un­wed men, young and old, nat­u­rally took ad­van­tage of this. They ap­proached sleep­ing women at night and pre­tended to be ghosts or jinns. The women were afraid, turned onto their stom­achs and buried their faces in the pil­lows. They bared their but­tocks and stuck them out the back so that the pow­er­ful could fuck them.  This was a real plague in the coun­try at that time. Only rarely would the hus­band wake up and chase away the ghost, who would come back af­ter a while and fuck the woman. The women buried their faces in the pil­lows, be­cause you were not al­lowed to look di­rectly at a ghost. The ghosts fucked just like the men. When the ghost asked for it af­ter cum­ming, she buried her face even deeper in the pil­lows and reached back to rub the ghost’s cock un­til it was stiff again so that it could fuck her again. 9 out of 10 coun­try women ex­pe­ri­enced this, many for years or a life­time. It was a wild, un­bri­dled mil­len­nium. Many hun­dreds of thou­sands of women were fucked night af­ter night by a ghost, be it the kind neigh­bor, a sex-hun­gry bach­e­lor or a ran­dom wan­derer. They all fucked the fright­ened women and girls at will.  Many women were al­ready so con­di­tioned that at the slight­est noise at the door or win­dow they im­me­di­ately lay on their stom­achs, buried their faces in the pil­lows and raised their bare asses. Who­ever it was, he could fuck them im­me­di­ately and in com­plete si­lence. Grand­fa­thers, fa­thers-in-law, un­cles and broth­ers, even their own sons ben­e­fited from the lav­ish of­fer. 


Now morals wors­ened. It was gen­er­ally tol­er­ated and ac­cepted that chil­dren and young peo­ple, and later adults, mas­tur­bated in pub­lic, boys as well as girls. Morals de­te­ri­o­rated more and more, it was no longer nec­es­sary to pre­tend to be a ghost. Men and women fucked in pub­lic with­out wor­ry­ing about spec­ta­tors or mod­esty. Hus­bands locked their doors at night if they hon­ored and pro­tected their wives, but there were not many of them.  Sex­u­al­ity was pub­lic, free and noth­ing spe­cial any­more.


Min turned 12, she turned 13 and the old prince, her fa­ther, still made no move to de­flower her ac­cord­ing to cus­tom. When she was 14, her fa­ther be­came painfully aware of his duty and com­mis­sioned his el­dest son from his first mar­riage to de­flower Princess Min. 


The half-brother was al­ready 30 and mar­ried, but he obeyed his fa­ther, the prince. He spoke kindly and se­ri­ously to the girl Min and pre­pared her for it. Min al­ready knew about it, of course, but it was so nice and in­ti­mate to talk to her big brother about de­flow­er­ing and fuck­ing, the clit and the cock. She hid her dis­ap­point­ment that he only wanted to ful­fill his fa­therly duty and did not want to take her as his wife. But she pre­pared her bed­room care­fully, new bed­clothes and lots of can­dles to light up her first night with a man. Then she led her brother by the hand into her bed­room and let her dress fall. 


She un­dressed him and saw how his cock stiff­ened; just the sight of the beau­ti­ful naked girl ex­cited him with­out them hav­ing spo­ken a sin­gle word.  She was very slim, her breasts were still small and vir­ginal and her pu­bic area was com­pletely hair­less, she never had any pu­bic hair in her life. Her pussy looked as un­touched and touch­ing as the pussy of a ten-year-old. He hugged her warmly and whis­pered that he would be very care­ful. Min smiled grate­fully and lay down on the bed, pulling him along. He ac­tu­ally pen­e­trated her care­fully and Min only felt a small prick. He pen­e­trated very deeply un­til his cock touched her cervix. “Now you are a real woman and I want to fuck you prop­erly,” he breathed and she whis­pered, “Yes, just cum in­side, I’m still too young to con­ceive!” He was a prac­ticed fucker and fucked her slowly, in­creas­ing the pace. She got hot­ter and hot­ter, but she couldn’t trig­ger an or­gasm in all the ag­i­ta­tion. He sat up af­ter 15 min­utes. “I have to cum now, lit­tle sis­ter,” he gasped and she nod­ded.  He came won­der­fully and she felt ev­ery jet that splashed into her. Af­ter­wards he held her in his arms and kissed her cheek. “That was won­der­ful, lit­tle sis­ter, and I will keep that in my heart!” They whis­pered for a while, but he shook his head. “I’m mar­ried, lit­tle Min, I love my wife with all my heart. She agreed when our fa­ther or­dered me to in her pres­ence. I be­long to her, please don’t be sad about that. I will tell our fa­ther and he will make sure that you al­ways get a good man to fuck!” So they sep­a­rated and Min cried into her pil­low.


And again the girl’s thighs trem­bled in or­gasm, the old man smiled and let her go. The next girl sat on his lap, her lovely face hap­pily turned to­wards the au­di­ence. The old sto­ry­teller did not in­ter­rupt his story, the girl took his hand and led it to her pussy. The del­i­cate girl’s hand twitched as it touched the sto­ry­teller’s erect cock. She quickly stuffed it into her fuck hole and sat down again to let it pen­e­trate her com­pletely. She looked into the au­di­ence, but only her friends in the front row saw it, as did Min and I. I could see it clearly from my po­si­tion and ne­glected my notes for a mo­ment of ex­cite­ment. Min, who was sit­ting half to the side be­hind me, whis­pered in my ear. “He’s def­i­nitely not squirt­ing, he’s done it for the first 50 years of per­for­mance, but now not young any­more and hadn’t done that while telling sto­ries. He’s just mas­tur­bat­ing her with his fin­gers like the other girls in the au­di­ence do!”


Her fa­ther, the prince, ac­tu­ally made sure that Min hardly slept alone for a sin­gle night. He al­ways had guests and he put them with Min. She met many men, most of whom were not very good at fuck­ing. But above all, when the prince wanted to re­ward one of his of­fi­cers, she got a good man to fuck with. Of course, she had to re­port to her fa­ther at least af­ter the night with one of his guests. Her fa­ther lis­tened with a straight face; the po­lit­i­cal side was im­por­tant to him, but the sex­ual side was of lit­tle in­ter­est to him. Nev­er­the­less, Min never felt like a princely whore; she fucked for her fa­ther’s sake. She served her fa­ther like this for 5 years, night af­ter night she fucked ev­ery­one he sent to her. But at 19 she fell madly in love.


At 19 she was no longer a lit­tle child, she had even lain in the old sto­ry­teller’s lap sev­eral times and let him squirt in her pussy, com­pletely im­pressed by his silky-soft fin­gers on her clit.  So one day she met an of­fi­cer, their eyes met and her clit screamed with joy! She asked him for tea in the gar­den. His name was Kai and he came as a li­ai­son of­fi­cer from the neigh­bor­ing king­dom of Xin. He would only stay for three months, he said with re­gret. Af­ter the in­tense con­ver­sa­tion, she asked him if he would be sleep­ing with his wife that night? Kai smiled, he was not mar­ried and was sleep­ing with some girl from the court like all the other of­fi­cers. All of­fi­cers had a woman like that to fuck and no one ex­pected more. Min was an ed­u­cated, smart woman and took her fate into her own hands. She led Kai to her bed­room. 


It was the most beau­ti­ful night as a woman so far. Kai was ath­letic and sporty and she had an or­gasm for the first time while fuck­ing. Later an­other, and so she made her de­ci­sion. She spent three months ev­ery night with Kai, who proved to be not only a good and con­sid­er­ate fucker, but also an ed­u­cated, equal part­ner.  Af­ter 3 months she went with him to the prince, her fa­ther, and asked to ac­com­pany Kai to the king­dom of Xin. Her fa­ther knew that Kai would be a gen­eral in Xin, but he was not a par­tic­u­larly good match po­lit­i­cally and fi­nan­cially. Min re­mained stub­born, say­ing she would go with Kai and that she was sorry that she would not be a princess who would marry well, as far as her prince was con­cerned. But as a fa­ther he could only give her his bless­ing, no other op­tion, she said firmly. She got his bless­ing.


The king of Xin was an old, bit­ter man who had not had good ex­pe­ri­ences with the mil­i­tary. Af­ter 20 years of bore­dom, his wife had run away with a young of­fi­cer. So it came to pass that he for­bade Gen­eral Kai from mar­ry­ing a for­eign princess. Kai laughed about it, he didn’t care whether he was al­lowed to marry or not. Min lived with him, he didn’t want any­thing more. They loved each other with all their hearts and that was enough for them.  They both de­spised the grumpy king.


Kai gave her a spe­cial gift. A Ja­pa­nese tat­too artist was to tat­too her back. Min was moved by his love for her and im­me­di­ately agreed. Kai ini­tially sat by while she lay naked on the tat­too artist’s as­sis­tant and the mas­ter worked on her back painfully. To dis­tract her from the pain, the as­sis­tant pushed his cock into her pussy and main­tained his erec­tion for 3 or 4 hours. Min was con­fused and amazed at first, but Kai wanted to get her tat­tooed and that was part of the process. The fact that the as­sis­tant fucked her while do­ing it didn’t bother him at all. Min had al­ready fucked hun­dreds of men, but this fuck­ing while get­ting a tat­too was some­thing very spe­cial.


The as­sis­tant’s cock was mis­shapen, but as soon as it was in her pussy, it felt won­der­ful, fill­ing her pussy stiffly and won­der­fully. What­ever the rea­son, he was able to fuck her slowly from or­gasm to or­gasm for three or four hours with­out stop­ping.  She lay mo­tion­less on the as­sis­tant, who did all the fuck­ing on his own. She lay naked on the as­sis­tant and let her­self be fucked from or­gasm to or­gasm, so she felt very lit­tle of the pain. She smiled, be­cause she had never ex­pe­ri­enced a man with such stead­fast­ness. Kai held her hand and smiled at her very sweetly when he sat next to her and she had or­gasm af­ter or­gasm, he was happy for her.


The tat­too­ing took half a year. Ev­ery day Min lay naked on the as­sis­tant, ev­ery day she hap­pily in­serted the as­sis­tant’s cock into her pussy hole and let her­self be tat­tooed and fucked. Af­ter three or four hours the as­sis­tant could no longer hold back, he grabbed her hips and came pant­ing. She stayed ly­ing on the as­sis­tant, be­cause the mas­ter mounted her from be­hind ev­ery time, he fucked very gen­tly be­cause he was al­ready an old man, he stroked the dragon and came from be­hind.  This was how it went ev­ery day.


The tat­too cov­ered her en­tire back, from her hair­line to her heels. A jet-black dragon bit into her neck in highly ex­cited ec­stasy dur­ing mat­ing. Its claws and paws clung to her back at the mo­ment of ejac­u­la­tion. Only his cock was fiery red and stuck in her pussy, spurt­ing. This was one of the most dif­fi­cult parts; the tat­too artist fucked Min him­self for sev­eral days and rubbed her clit with a con­nois­seur’s eye from or­gasm to or­gasm to de­ter­mine the po­si­tion of the dragon’s cock. Min screamed with lust as the two Ja­pa­nese men took turns fuck­ing her. But the tat­too artist found the right places, stab­bing the dragon’s cock into her ass cheeks, her labia, her clit and the fore­skin of the clit with car­di­nal red ink. Tat­too­ing the clit was very, very painful, even though the as­sis­tant was mas­tur­bat­ing the clit vig­or­ously at the same time.  One day the paint­ing was fin­ished. Kai was al­most left breath­less, the pic­ture was so vivid. When Min took a step, the dragon fucked her from be­hind and his fiery red cock spurted into her pussy. Only a few peo­ple saw the mas­ter­piece and hardly any­one knew later that her nick­name ‘Black Dragon Lady’ did not come from her black cape with the golden dragon.


The girl on the sto­ry­teller’s lap bent for­ward, her ass bounc­ing up and down on his cock a few times. She caught her­self again and did not in­ter­rupt the mas­ter’s story for a mo­ment. He con­tin­ued his story and his fin­gers con­tin­ued to mas­tur­bate her clit. I just had to look, she leaned back and laid her head on his col­lar­bone. She was ac­tu­ally im­paled by his cock. I looked at Min’s face, her breath­ing had also quick­ened, be­cause she had been look­ing through the folds at the cock in the girl’s pussy the whole time.
 

For 5 years Min was able to en­joy her hap­pi­ness with Kai. Kai was fed up with the bad rule of the king and could be se­duced so eas­ily by the rev­o­lu­tion­ar­ies. One day he left his place and dis­ap­peared with Min. Min had been busy with the de­mands of the rev­o­lu­tion and en­cour­aged Kai. The old king ruled badly and very bru­tally. It was right that the peo­ple rose up.  She lived the sol­dier’s life in a tent. For three years they trav­eled around and at­tacked the roy­als when­ever the op­por­tu­nity arose. Min went to the river ev­ery morn­ing and pre­sented her dragon on her back to the sol­diers who sat on the bank and mas­tur­bated at the sight of her. She washed her­self thor­oughly so that the dragon could fuck her prop­erly. She looked back over her shoul­der to see the men squirt­ing in high arcs into the river, over and over again. Then she went back into the tent, smil­ing con­tent­edly. Kai smiled too; it was a wel­come change for his men. Min was phys­i­cally faith­ful to him, as he was to her. When his men went through a vil­lage and raped all the girls and women, he him­self did not join in. The two loved each other very much. Then they were cap­tured.


Be­fore sun­rise, the roy­als had raided their camp, wounded a few of their men, and cap­tured Kai and Min. The im­pe­ri­als rode all day long, the two pris­on­ers in their midst.  They stopped at a safe place. For days they de­bated whether or not to hand over Gen­eral Kai to the king. But the oth­ers won. Kai was forced to his knees in the square at the crack of dawn. He was al­lowed to say good­bye to his wife. They were both tied up and could not hug each other, a fi­nal kiss was all they could do. Then Kai had to kneel. The cap­tain raised his sword, Kai’s own sword, and cut off his head. Min screamed like a mad­woman, but no mir­a­cle hap­pened, the gods cow­ardly stayed out of it. Kai’s head lay at her feet, his empty eyes looked into the dis­tant fu­ture and his lips smiled. Per­haps he had looked into the fu­ture and was proud of his wife.


Min sat in the cor­ner with a stony face. Night fell, she called for one of the guards, he had to un­tie her hand, yes, ab­so­lutely. It was a woman’s job, said Min slyly.  The good man didn’t want to do any­thing wrong and un­tied one hand. He turned away, it was a woman’s job af­ter all. Min wrapped the rope on her other hand around his neck and stran­gled him. She cut her­self free with the dag­ger, took his naked sword and dis­ap­peared into the dark­ness.


Like a ghost, she ap­peared at night next to the sol­diers and silently slit their throats. When no one was stand­ing guard, she killed all those who were sleep­ing. One mo­ment of care­less­ness and all 40 roy­als lay dead. Min looked for the leader, took Kai’s valu­able sword and his black cape with the em­broi­dered golden dragon from him and looked for Kai’s body. She dug a grave, cov­ered him with stones. Now she could cry, and she cried for her lover, for her hus­band. She ran through the for­est and didn’t look back. 


4 weeks later she reached the men and told them ev­ery­thing. The fact that 40 mur­dered roy­als had been found had of course long since made the rounds and there was no bet­ter rea­son for her re­spect. She sat with them at the camp­fire and just lis­tened. Of course, it was about who would lead them. On the third evening she got up and went to the mid­dle, to the fire.  “I will lead you,” she said qui­etly and wrapped her­self in the black cape that she wore from then on and made her trade­mark. It was im­me­di­ately quiet, dead quiet. “I will lead you!” she re­peated a lit­tle louder. No one moved. Then some­one shouted very loudly, “Long live our leader, Princess Min!” and all hell broke loose. The men lifted her onto their shoul­ders and car­ried her around the camp­fire.


So it came to be that Min led the men clev­erly, skill­fully and treach­er­ously, and the king lost team af­ter team. The rev­o­lu­tion­ar­ies be­sieged the cap­i­tal, led by a woman. They called the woman in the cap­i­tal the “Black Dragon Lady” be­cause she al­ways wore a black cape with an em­broi­dered golden dragon. She was tough, bru­tal and clever. No trap, no mat­ter how cun­ning, snapped shut, no at­tack suc­ceeded be­cause the rev­o­lu­tion­ar­ies had moved into a bet­ter po­si­tion in time. The des­per­ate king called the em­peror for help.  The old Em­peror Wu Tschün half-heart­edly sent a few troops, but that was all. Min sent a mes­sage to the Em­peror, say­ing that she had no quar­rel with him, she would only get rid of the old king. Pe­riod.


Of course the Em­peror did not an­swer. “Princess Min, the Black Dragon Lady”? Who is that? An­noyed, he threw the mes­sage away. Min waited four weeks, then she marched to­wards the cap­i­tal with 750,000 men; no one could stop her. She had the army camped out­side the gates of the im­pe­rial city of Guan’ang. At night, she set out with three trained fight­ers. They knocked out the guards where nec­es­sary, but they didn’t kill any­one. This is how Min got into the im­pe­rial palace. Fear-stricken guards showed them the way be­fore they were knocked out. Min got to the in­ner­most cham­ber, to the em­peror’s bed­room.  But the em­peror was not there.


Min looked out of her hid­ing place three times. This was not Em­peror Wu Tschün, he was a boy and not a 70-year-old man fuck­ing a pretty older woman. Min waited in her hid­ing place and agreed with her com­pan­ions to wait un­til the end, then she would go her­self. The com­pan­ions grinned from ear to ear at Min’s clear sex­ual hand ges­tures. They waited. 


The young man came af­ter 10 min­utes and Min stepped silently in front of him. He and his girl looked at her in con­fu­sion. She stepped in front of the naked youth and said, “I am Princess Min, they also call me the Black Dragon Lady. I came here to speak to Em­peror Wu Tschün, face to face. I was sent here!” Be­fore the youth could say any­thing, his girl stepped be­hind Min and raised a dag­ger, scream­ing. “The Black Dragon Lady! The Black Dragon Lady!”  she screamed and jumped at Min. Min dodged, the dag­ger went into her shirt with­out touch­ing her body. The scream­ing woman col­lapsed dead, one of Min’s com­pan­ions had thrown his knife into her back and pierced her heart.


The young man sank onto the pil­lows and wept speech­lessly. He pointed to the dead woman. “That was my mother!” he whis­pered silently and wiped away his tears. Min took a step to­wards him. “I’m sorry, but these men are only de­fend­ing me. I’m sorry about your mother, dear sir!” Min gave him a minute. “I’ve come to speak to the em­peror, face to face.” The young man stood up and straight­ened his back. “I am the em­peror, Em­peror Teng. My un­cle, Em­peror Wu Tschün, has been dead for two weeks; his wife poi­soned him. I have been ap­pointed the new em­peror. I am Em­peror Teng, Princess Min!” He spoke with such dig­nity that Min im­me­di­ately bowed to the ground. “Greet­ings, Your Majesty! I was not pre­pared for this sit­u­a­tion, I only wanted to clar­ify the sit­u­a­tion with the em­peror, but he is now dead. I have no quar­rel with you, Your Majesty!”  said Min and bent down, her fore­head touch­ing the ground. She looked at one of her com­pan­ions and gave him a hand sig­nal to take the dead woman away.


The em­peror thought about it. “Well, since you’re al­ready here and have killed my guards,” here Min in­ter­rupted him rudely. “We haven’t killed a sin­gle per­son, Your Majesty, we’ve only knocked them un­con­scious. We came with a mes­sage, not with blood on our hands!” Em­peror Teng told Min to sit down on a cush­ion. “Now that you’ve come peace­fully, Princess Min, speak and ex­plain to me, I don’t know any­thing about your mat­ter yet.” Min put Kai’s sword on the ground and sat down as or­dered. Em­peror Teng took the sword in his hand, drew it three cen­time­ters from the scab­bard and nod­ded with a know­ing look. “A sword from the Three Horses Smith from Japan, I have one from him too. Well, what’s the mat­ter, Princess?”  Min told him about the up­ris­ing against the old king of Xin, the rea­sons for the up­ris­ing and that her hus­band, Gen­eral Kai, had be­come one of the lead­ers be­cause he had taken the side of the peo­ple. He had been be­headed by the roy­als two years ago and since then she had been lead­ing the army camped out­side the city gates. “I wanted to talk to the for­mer em­peror about that.”


She spoke to the young em­peror for over two hours. He didn’t shed a tear for his mother. She had taken him to her bed when he was 12 and taught him how to fuck. Now he was 28 and she just wouldn’t let him go. He had never fucked an­other woman in his life and since he was em­peror she ruled as if he were her ward. That would never have worked out, said Em­peror Teng.


They agreed on a peace­ful so­lu­tion. The em­peror would re­move the king, first through a diplo­mat or 12 hours later through some as­sas­sins.  Min should with­draw her troops and send them home, the peo­ple could name a new king, no mat­ter how they chose him. The em­peror rum­maged through a jewel box. He gave Min a golden brooch and asked her to come back in 6 weeks and show her iden­ti­fi­ca­tion with the brooch. If she wanted to con­tinue talk­ing to him, oth­er­wise she didn’t need to come back. Min thought for a few mo­ments. “Give me 8 weeks, Your Majesty, I have to choose a king, dis­band the troops and de­cide whether I want to talk to you again. Would you agree to that?” Em­peror Teng bowed slightly. “As you com­mand, Princess, I wish you suc­cess in all these things. I ex­pect you in 8 weeks to the day!” 


Min re­turned to Xin. A pop­u­lar, ed­u­cated man was cho­sen as king and the em­peror was in­formed of this. The old king, who of course did not want to ab­di­cate de­spite the em­peror’s re­quest, was buried three days later with­out any pomp and cir­cum­stance, and his fam­ily was al­lowed into ex­ile un­harmed. Min let the troops go home; they had won. Many of the rev­o­lu­tion­ar­ies wanted to serve in the army un­der the new king. Min said goodT­shü to ev­ery­one and dis­ap­peared one morn­ing. 


Em­peror Teng was wait­ing for the princess on the agreed day. She showed the guards the brooch and was let through with­out any prob­lems. The em­peror pointed to the chair, and Min sat down. She had dressed up, bathed, per­fumed and put on elab­o­rate make-up. She was no longer a gen­eral, she was a princess from a dis­tant land. Em­peror Teng cleared his throat.  “You have cho­sen a new king, Princess, now there is peace in the King­dom of Xin. You have sent the troops home, a wise de­ci­sion. Life in the king­dom can be worth liv­ing again. But what about you? What hap­pens next?” Min smiled, she had been look­ing for the an­swer to this ques­tion for weeks. “I buried my hus­band with my own hand two years ago. Since that day I have not had a man, I have not fucked any­one. It is time to fol­low a new man, I am only 27 and I am fed up with be­ing a widow.” Min knew how over­whelm­ing her smile could be. She smiled over­whelm­ingly. 


Min raised her head. “You wanted me to re­turn. Here I am, bring­ing back your brooch. If I am to stay longer, you must as­sign me a room be­fore I re­turn to Xin.” Em­peror Teng or­dered lemon­ade and fruit, then he shooed the ser­vants out.  “Yes, I wanted to talk to you, Princess. I wanted to get to know you and talk to you pri­vately. I sent ev­ery­one away so that we could talk freely and with­out be­ing dis­turbed.” The Em­peror let a min­is­ter in ev­ery hour, with whom he talked for 5 min­utes while Min fresh­ened up and the ser­vants brought lemon­ade and fruit. Then the Em­peror chased the ser­vants away and de­voted him­self only to Min.


He told how his mother brought him into her clutches. Ev­ery evening she took his lit­tle boy’s cock in her mouth and sucked it un­til it was com­pletely stiff and throb­bing vi­o­lently, which he loved so much. Af­ter that she rubbed his cock for a long time, even though he couldn’t ejac­u­late at the time. She sucked and rubbed it ev­ery night un­til he was fi­nally able to ejac­u­late af­ter years. She let him ejac­u­late in her mouth for many days un­til he could ejac­u­late re­ally well. Now he could fuck her when­ever he wanted.  The em­peror blushed when he ad­mit­ted that dur­ing pu­berty he had mounted her a dozen or more times a day, but she went along with it, smil­ing. He was grow­ing up and wanted a wife, but his mother pre­vented it. Af­ter a long time she al­lowed him to fuck one or the other ser­vant a lit­tle in her pres­ence, she in­serted his cock into the ser­vant’s pussy hole and left her hand there to check the progress. Af­ter a few min­utes of fuck­ing, how­ever, he had to mount the mother, fuck her and com­plete the act. More and more of­ten she missed the mo­ment and let him cum into the ser­vant’s hole with an ugly smile. Now he was fi­nally al­lowed to fuck the ser­vants, and of course he con­tin­ued to fuck the mother, she in­sisted. In the last few years he had fucked all the ser­vants in the palace from start to fin­ish, most of them sev­eral times. He ig­nored the mother’s ven­omous looks, fucked the girl hard and hap­pily cummed in­side her. Min looked down.  It was clear to him that his mother was watch­ing over him like a mother hen and wanted to co-rule for at least a while. He had his un­cle’s wife and son be­headed be­cause he could not tol­er­ate the mur­der of an em­peror. He could not break away from his mother on his own.


Min told him ev­ery­thing too. About mas­tur­ba­tion, which she had learned from ob­serv­ing the sto­ry­teller and which she still needed ev­ery night. She told him about her half-brother, who had de­flow­ered her like a gen­tle­man when she was 14. Her fa­ther, who sent a state guest or one of his of­fi­cers to fuck her ev­ery evening. Gen­eral Kai, whom she had fol­lowed to the King­dom of Xin and how his wife lived with him. The Ja­pa­nese tat­too and the hours of fuck­ing with the as­sis­tant and, af­ter he had cum, with his mas­ter. Em­peror Teng in­ter­rupted, she had to tell him in de­tail about the tat­too, which had taken six months. He wanted to see it right away, but she just said later. Their time to­gether in the up­ris­ing, the ex­hi­bi­tion­is­tic dis­play of the naked dragon for the sol­diers. Em­peror Teng slapped his thighs with laugh­ter, “I have to see the dragon!” Min nod­ded and said again, “Later, Your Majesty!” She told him about her cap­ture and Kai’s death.  Her re­venge on the roy­als. Her es­cape through the for­est. How she be­came the leader. And that she hadn’t fucked any­one since Kai’s death.


Min stood up. “I’ll show you my dragon if you show me your dragon.” Teng needed sec­onds to un­der­stand. He nod­ded, grin­ning, and Min let her dress slide to the floor. She stood naked in front of him and he al­most for­got that it was his turn. Min helped him out of her robes, they were both naked now. She touched his chest so that he sank onto the sofa. She smiled as she looked at his cock, it was a beau­ti­ful, quite us­able piece. Then she turned around and took a few steps. The em­peror let out a sound of sur­prise. The dragon moved and fucked Min from be­hind! Min leaned over and touched his cock with her in­dex fin­ger. It rose now and she nod­ded in sat­is­fac­tion. She picked up her dress and got dressed.  “Shall we con­tinue to­mor­row, Your Majesty?” she asked, then he let her go.


Over the next few days they again talked for hours about the things that were im­por­tant to them. Min was able to make it clear to him that as em­peror he had to do ev­ery­thing to pre­vent the peo­ple from re­belling. On the con­di­tion that no vi­o­lence was used. The em­peror was now bet­ter in­formed about the func­tions of his coun­cil and the lo­cal em­per­ors. Of course Min’s idea came into con­flict with the ram­pant cor­rup­tion. He would abol­ish it, he told Min, but it would take a long time and cost many tears. Min nod­ded, “I know, that’s why some­one has to tackle it and take the first step. And then an­other two steps and only half a step back.” Teng nod­ded in agree­ment.


Min had no prob­lem show­ing him her darachen ev­ery day. He was not al­lowed to touch her, even though they were both naked. Or only on a re­cip­ro­cal ba­sis.  She lifted one leg and showed him the fiery red cock of the dragon, which was squirt­ing into her pussy. She showed him that when the clit be­came erect in ex­cite­ment, the tip of the cock was vis­i­ble. The Ja­pa­nese mas­ter had tat­tooed a three-di­men­sional hole, like a man’s cock, into the fiery red clit with black ink. Min laughed as Teng rubbed her clit with her fin­gers and re­vealed the hole. “It just can’t squirt prop­erly, the dragon’s cock! But when I walk, I feel it squirt­ing into my pussy with ev­ery step. It’s the most beau­ti­ful gift my hus­band has given me!”


Now she touched his glans, since it was mu­tual. His cock be­came stiff, af­ter a while the em­peror gasped and squirted over her hand. “My mother did that too, for years.” Min nod­ded, it was okay. In the third week, Em­peror Teng asked that it was nice to cum ev­ery day, but he was more in the mood for fuck­ing. Min sat up abruptly. “I’m not that kind of per­son! I want to fuck too, Your Majesty, but I want to be an hon­or­able woman and not a cheap or ex­pen­sive whore. Don’t get me wrong, Your Majesty! I fucked my hus­band be­cause he was my hus­band. Do you hon­estly want to fuck me?” Em­peror Teng pulled back. “That should be well thought out!” he said and didn’t say any­thing else.  “I want to be an hon­est, chaste woman, Your Majesty, please ac­cept that. I want to be a woman, not a mis­tress.”


They spent an­other 3 weeks talk­ing and ly­ing naked next to each other and touch­ing each other, agree­ing on a mu­tual ba­sis. He was al­lowed to rub her clit un­til the hole be­came vis­i­ble and her thighs trem­bled in or­gasm. In re­turn, she was al­lowed to rub his cock re­ally hard with her fist un­til he squirted on her hand. But they didn’t go any fur­ther, they just mas­tur­bated each other.


Em­peror Teng hugged Min af­ter he had cum. “Would you like to be my wife, Princess Min?” he asked and she looked into his eyes. He was se­ri­ous.  “You are the op­po­site of all the women I know who live in my court. You are ed­u­cated and clever, so clever that I will ask you for ad­vice when you are my em­press. You are as beau­ti­ful as a cut di­a­mond from In­dia, daz­zling the eye with beauty. And you are a sex­u­ally ex­pe­ri­enced woman who puts de­cency and strength above de­sire and long­ing. I want you as my em­press!” 


Min had achieved more than she had set out to do. She would have loved to be­come the em­peror’s mis­tress if he had sim­ply or­dered it, but his char­ac­ter was pure, purer than what his mother would have made of him. Min hugged him and kissed him on the mouth.  “I want to be your wife, your em­press. I want to love you, my hus­band, as long as we live and not give my­self to any­one else un­less you ex­pressly or­der me to. I want to work at your side to en­sure the well-be­ing of the peo­ple as far as our strength al­lows. I want to bear you chil­dren, many, many chil­dren.”


The em­peror or­dered the wed­ding and coro­na­tion to be pre­pared in 10 days. The mas­ter of cer­e­monies tore his hair; a year of prepa­ra­tion was nec­es­sary! The em­peror smiled, “10 days, and you’ve only wasted the first half of the day!” The mas­ter of cer­e­monies ran as if his head de­pended on it. The old im­pe­rial palace came to life again, ev­ery­one was run­ning, hur­ry­ing and shout­ing at each other. The em­peror in­vited all the kings, in 10 days.  Even if they had to ride day and night, in 10 days!


Min was the pic­ture of calm. She didn’t let the maids and seam­stresses rush her or drive her, and she cer­tainly didn’t let them make her ner­vous. She chose the fab­rics and jew­elry in all calm­ness, and that went with­out any star­tled cack­ling. Most peo­ple at court were amazed at the em­peror’s choice. There were so many pretty, clever and fuck-ready no­ble girls with wom­anly, invit­ing hips! Why an un­known woman, a princess from the lower no­bil­ity of a tiny and in­signif­i­cant king­dom!? Only the new king of Xin, who had fought at Min’s side for years, grinned from ear to ear. “I’ll lead you, she said, do you re­mem­ber? That’s our princess Min, she’ll tell you how to go!” He slapped his thighs and laughed.  “The Em­peror is get­ting a real jewel for his wife. Hope­fully he’ll re­mem­ber that when he wants to con­tra­dict her. Be­cause if he’s care­less, his kit­ten will be­come a ti­gress!” He was damn happy about Min’s hap­pi­ness! She de­served it! He went to the gold­smith’s work­shop to see the progress of his wed­ding gift.


Min drank tea with the em­peror like ev­ery day. They re­frained from cud­dling naked be­cause he let her in on all gov­ern­ment busi­ness. He was se­ri­ous about mak­ing her his co-re­gent with­out any for­mal­i­ties. She had learned a lot dur­ing the up­ris­ing, she was an old sol­dier. She knew how im­por­tant diplo­macy and long-term plan­ning were and how unim­por­tant and point­less armed bat­tles were. She had an unerring in­stinct to rec­og­nize the webs of lies spun by courtiers and min­is­ters. She was not only clever, but also smart and could eas­ily un­ravel the cun­ning of oth­ers. It was clear to the em­peror that he had struck lucky and that he had to con­tinue and in­crease his luck. He prayed and spoke to the gods, he thanked them ev­ery day and left the can­dle on their al­tar burn­ing day and night. In the past he had not been some­one who thought much of the gods, but he could not deny that the gods loved him.  Be­cause of this deep feel­ing, he re­jected ev­ery temp­ta­tion to do dirty, filthy busi­ness. He wanted to be an up­right, up­right and proud em­peror and had no need to suc­cumb to temp­ta­tions.


The bride and groom ex­changed their mar­riage vows qui­etly, only for them to hear. The em­peror raised his voice and crowned Min his em­press. The fes­ti­val lasted for three days and nights, the em­peror was not stingy and spoiled the peo­ple with food and drink. There were jug­glers, ma­gi­cians and plays, all put on in 10 days. The women let them­selves be fucked more or less pub­licly, by any­one who wanted to fuck them. That was al­ways the case at such big fes­ti­vals, ev­ery woman was tri­umphantly proud when she let her­self be fucked in front of ev­ery­one. The am­bas­sador of Ni­hon, the Ja­pa­nese em­peror, brought two Chi­nese-style swords as a gift, made by the three-horse black­smith.  The “Great Light­ning of Storm” and its smaller coun­ter­part “The Small Light­ning of Storm”, since the Em­press was known to be a swordswoman. Both were ex­cel­lent mas­ter­pieces. 


Min took the Great Light­ning in her hand and swung it. “That suits me. How does the Small Light­ning suit you, Teng, my love?” Min laughed hap­pily, it was only a joke. The gift from the King of Xin was ad­mired by all. It was a 100 kg im­age of the cop­u­lat­ing dragon that the King had ad­mired hun­dreds of times on Min’s back. The young Em­press blushed when it was pre­sented. Of course, Em­peror Teng rec­og­nized the dragon too, for ev­ery­one else it was sim­ply a dragon in the throes of sex­ual ec­stasy. Em­peror Teng had it placed in the mid­dle of the great mar­ble hall.


Min could have cried with hap­pi­ness. Teng turned out to be a good lover, she had sus­pected that from the be­gin­ning. Ev­ery time she had made him squirt, she thought that. He could squirt so won­der­fully. Now he took her in his arms and fucked her lov­ingly. When he was cocky, he fucked her from be­hind in the doggy po­si­tion and growled, “Now! Now your dragon is go­ing to squirt!” and they both had to laugh af­ter­wards. They re­ally only fucked for plea­sure, be­cause Em­press Min never got preg­nant. When she was in her mid-40s, she re­alised this. She had a hall built where up to 400 or­phans could eat and sleep. She was of the opin­ion that the chil­dren could not help be­ing or­phaned. It was these small steps that brought the em­peror and em­press great pop­u­lar­ity. 


Em­press Min was an ex­cel­lent politi­cian.  Within the first three years, the bribes, the cor­rupt and the un­der­handed dis­ap­peared from the palace with­out her hav­ing to kill a sin­gle one. They were re­placed by good, re­li­able peo­ple. The em­peror ben­e­fited from this, he could con­cen­trate on mov­ing for­ward and not waste valu­able time on the un­wor­thy. But Min didn’t miss a thing. Teng was loyal to her, but af­ter such a long time his eyes wan­dered more and more of­ten to the breasts and hips of the young peo­ple. Min her­self did not have this de­sire and she loved Teng with all her heart. She had an ex­ten­sion built, right next to the sleep­ing quar­ters. Teng asked about it and she replied that she was hav­ing a women’s shel­ter built. She said noth­ing more.


The women’s shel­ter was fin­ished. Min told Teng that to­day there would be din­ner in the women’s shel­ter, to mark the open­ing. Em­peror Teng walked through the women’s shel­ter in amaze­ment. “There are 40 rooms!” ex­claimed Teng. Min smiled, “I won’t al­low you more than 40!”  and the poor guy didn’t un­der­stand any­thing. “What, what, ad­mit 40? What do you mean?” Min put on her smile, which the for­eign diplo­mats hated like the plague, be­cause this smile was her death sen­tence. She smiled gen­tly. “40 con­cu­bines at the same time, my love, I won’t ad­mit any more to you!” Now Teng smiled like a caught school­boy. “40 con­cu­bines? For fuck­ing?” and Min nod­ded, this time se­ri­ously. Teng didn’t ask any more ques­tions, they came to the main room. There was al­ready a per­son sit­ting at the ta­ble.


Em­peror Teng was re­ally sur­prised. That was the girl he had been star­ing at for days. How could…? But of course, Min didn’t miss any­thing im­por­tant. Min said qui­etly to him, the lit­tle one is al­ready 15 and still a vir­gin, she had bought the de­flow­er­ing from her fa­ther. Her name is Wi Ju and she is very charm­ing, but the lit­tle one had ob­vi­ously al­ready nib­bled on the red wine.  The three of them had din­ner, the em­peror tried to have a con­ver­sa­tion with Wi Ju, but the lit­tle girl was still too young for a se­ri­ous con­ver­sa­tion, she gig­gled quite a lot. Min whis­pered to Teng, “The three of us are go­ing to bed, you will de­flower her and fuck her, be­cause I can feel your de­sire. Whether you want to fuck me af­ter­wards is not up to me. You de­cide how long she stays in the women’s shel­ter, one night or a year. That’s what I de­cided and it’s a good de­ci­sion!”


The three of them lay down on the mat. The girl Wi Ju was slightly drunk and very ex­cited. Min asked her if she wanted to be made a woman her­self. The girl smiled with shin­ing eyes. “Yes, of course! I’ve been get­ting on Dad’s nerves about it for months and he said it would hap­pen this year, be­fore I’m 14! And I’m 14 in a month.”  Min and Teng smiled and both hugged the child. Then Min let go and left it to him to turn the girl on. It didn’t take much, she wanted it her­self and the red wine wanted it too, ab­so­lutely. Teng lay on top of the girl and Min grabbed his cock, she pushed it in and the hy­men tore. She felt ex­actly how the hy­men first stretched and pushed Teng’s cock through the hy­men with a firm tug. Wi Ju let out a quiet squeak, but it didn’t seem to re­ally hurt her. Teng’s cock pushed for­ward and only then did Min take her hand away.


Teng felt Min’s hand, she grabbed firmly and guided his cock. He saw that Min had bent down and was now thrust­ing his cock for­ward with a jerk. Of course he felt the hy­men tighten. Min thrust his cock for­ward with a quick jerk and the hy­men broke. He thrust deeper and Min let go of his cock. The girl’s pussy hole was not as tight as he had ex­pected, Min’s hole was much tighter and tighter. But it felt damn good. Wi Ju closed her eyes as Teng be­gan to thrust. He thrust and thrust for a good 10 min­utes, then he felt the squirt ris­ing in his loins. He pulled his cock all the way out and squirted his se­men all over the girl’s pu­bic area. His eyes met Min’s.  She un­der­stood very well that it was dif­fi­cult for him, but he did not want to fa­ther a bas­tard with a child.


He laid his face on Min’s breasts and gasped for breath. “It was nice,” he whis­pered with dif­fi­culty, “You can go to your room, Wi Ju, you are a real woman now!” Wi Ju walked silently. The em­peror lay on Min’s chest for about ten min­utes. “You saw the wild an­i­mal in my eyes, mis­tress, and you fed him un­til he was full!” Min smiled and stroked the hair on his neck lov­ingly. “I will al­ways feed the wild an­i­mal, my lord and mas­ter, so that he does not eat small chil­dren!” she said qui­etly. “It only hurts a lit­tle when your own hus­band fucks some­one else. But I can deal with that.” 


Em­peror Teng was a good em­peror, a good hus­band and a fair man. The next day Min was very sur­prised when a tall sol­dier came to them af­ter din­ner.  “You know what is ex­pected of you?” asked the em­peror and the gi­ant bowed, touch­ing the ground with his fore­head. “Yes, my lord, your majesty! I am to fuck the em­press so that the stars sparkle in her eyes, your majesty!” The sol­dier stood up. “That’s more or less what my cap­tain or­dered! The thing with the stars!” The em­peror nod­ded in sat­is­fac­tion and told him to un­dress. Min, who had been watch­ing this in si­lence, opened her eyes wide. The young man had a very big cock, a re­ally very big one! The em­peror took off her cloak. The sol­dier’s cock twitched when he saw the em­press’s beau­ti­ful, full breasts. Min didn’t bat an eye­lid, it was Teng’s show.


She slid back, her head on a silk pil­low. The sol­dier an­swered that his name was Cheng, then he care­fully lay down on top of the em­press. She reached be­tween her thighs with prac­tice and guided the gi­ant’s cock into the en­trance to her vagina. She had done it a thou­sand times be­fore, she thought, smil­ing at Teng. “Your re­venge is sweet, my love!” she breathed and con­cen­trated on fuck­ing. 


The guy’s cock filled her pussy hole com­pletely, she felt his glans on her cervix. He was not a so­phis­ti­cated fucker, he thrust and thrust and Min con­cen­trated on let­ting her or­gasm break out. A small scream es­caped her throat, she looked tri­umphantly into Teng’s eyes and en­joyed the or­gasm to the full. Cheng con­tin­ued to fuck, the or­gasm did not stop him from thrust­ing like a bull. Af­ter the strong or­gasm, Min re­mained at a high level of ex­cite­ment and had one small or­gasm af­ter an­other.  “I have to cum, Your Majesty,” gasped Cheng and the Em­peror nod­ded, “Yes, of course, fin­ish her off!” Cheng grabbed Min’s hips even tighter and half sat up. He squirted with a roar and sank onto the Em­press. He rolled onto his side and gasped for air. The Em­peror stroked Min’s hand. “Have you seen the stars, my lady?” he asked gen­tly and she nod­ded. “Yes, all the stars of your em­pire,” she added, “all of them!” 


This was very fruit­ful for their love life. They fucked ev­ery night like newly-in-love cou­ples, but nei­ther of them told in ad­vance when they would re­ceive a vir­gin or an of­fi­cer as a gift. Em­peror Teng be­came a very good ruler, he had a clear head dur­ing the day and didn’t waste too much time star­ing af­ter the girls. Min in­ter­preted his glances re­li­ably and led the girl to him.  Only rarely were vir­gins de­flow­ered by Min with a quick tug of her hand, of­ten it was the new­ly­wed wives who caught his eye. Not a sin­gle one could re­sist the em­press’s wish. Min knew how much he was at­tracted to the shy, chaste, re­served. Nev­er­the­less, these wives were not whores, they low­ered their eyes, be­cause it was in­fi­delity, they all knew that. They were obliged to be faith­ful to their new hus­band, and for­ni­ca­tion re­mained for­ni­ca­tion. But it was a great honor to be fucked by the em­peror. Dur­ing these ad­ven­tures, Teng fa­thered many bas­tards who grew up mag­nif­i­cently in the no­ble fam­i­lies. 


Min was not un­happy, be­cause her hus­band al­ways re­turned the fa­vor with a strong lover. Nei­ther of them ever cheated, be­cause they sat next to him when he or she was fucked. It was a beau­ti­ful, calm time. The two ruled the coun­try with a firm, kind hand, the econ­omy and trade flour­ished.  These 10 years of Em­peror Teng’s reign were rightly praised as a golden age.


The lit­tle girl on Mas­ter Pyi’s lap again cramped for­ward in or­gasm and needed min­utes to re­cover. Pyi told her to stand up and only in­ter­rupted the story briefly. The next girl came, lifted her skirt unashamedly and, grin­ning to the au­di­ence, pressed Pyi’s cock into her fuck hole, then sat down on it with a sigh. She let her skirt slide back over her legs and used her hand to guide his hand to her clit un­der her skirt. She was the only girl who kept her eyes closed the whole time, her head lean­ing on his col­lar­bone.


But the Norns were an­gry, noth­ing was more an­noy­ing than a kind, beloved em­peror! So they tore the thread of Em­peror Teng’s life apart in anger. One morn­ing he col­lapsed af­ter break­fast. Even be­fore the court doc­tor ar­rived, Min knew that her lover had been poi­soned.  It hap­pened very quickly, less than a quar­ter of an hour later the em­peror was dead. Min held the dead em­peror’s head mo­tion­less in her lap for about 20 min­utes. The film of the beau­ti­ful 10 years as em­press at the side of Em­peror Teng ran be­fore her in­ner eye. No, she would not cry un­til she had atoned for the high trea­son. She looked up and or­dered the palace to be her­met­i­cally sealed and the best po­lice de­tec­tives to be called. 


The em­press was wear­ing a light dress and had laid a snow-white cloth over her hair as a sign of her grief when the de­tec­tives en­tered the mar­ble hall. She looked the eight men in the eye, her gaze slid­ing from one to the other. “One of you should be the leader,” she de­manded in a firm voice. Ev­ery­one looked at an old, white-haired man at the same time. He then stepped for­ward and bowed deeply.  “Chang is my name, Your Majesty,” he said in a clear voice, “we will find those re­spon­si­ble and not close an eye un­til we have him or her.” Min nod­ded with re­lief. “Mas­ter Chang, I place the re­spon­si­bil­ity in your hands. Do what­ever is nec­es­sary, you have free rein. Don’t take rank and name into con­sid­er­a­tion, be­cause it was prob­a­bly a high-rank­ing per­son who cow­ardly had my hus­band and your em­peror mur­dered.” Old Mas­ter Chang bowed to the ground.


Chang gave his or­ders and as­signed each de­tec­tive a task. He went back to the em­press, he wanted to in­ter­ro­gate her per­son­ally. Min raised an eye­brow. “No con­sid­er­a­tion of rank and name,” whis­pered the old de­tec­tive. Min re­laxed, of course. Chang metic­u­lously ques­tioned the em­press about the em­peror’s last hours.  Min said that the three of them had spent the night with the wife of a courtier, that morn­ing they had break­fasted to­gether, and then the em­peror had col­lapsed. Chang wanted to know ex­actly how the three­some had come about. Min had spo­ken to the young hus­band him­self and he was shocked at first, but then agreed, af­ter all it was the high­est honor. No, Min did not have the im­pres­sion that the hus­band bore a grudge. His wife was also fright­ened and shy at first be­cause they had only re­cently mar­ried. She was a chaste wife, but not in­ex­pe­ri­enced. Chang raised his head ques­tion­ingly. “She was ac­tively in­volved from the be­gin­ning,” said Min, “she quickly gave up her shy­ness and re­served na­ture and just wanted good sex,” said Min. “She fucked the em­peror very skill­fully and mas­ter­fully, not as clum­sily as a vir­gin. And when the em­peror needed a break af­ter the first fuck, she fucked me clit to clit.” Chang raised his head.  “Not many women have sex with other women, but she was one who did it quite nat­u­rally. Af­ter all, I wanted it too.” Chang shrugged his shoul­ders. “You do it with ev­ery­one, Your Majesty?” he asked. “With most ex­pe­ri­enced peo­ple, yes. With in­ex­pe­ri­enced peo­ple, never.” Min an­swered. Chang wanted to know ev­ery­thing in de­tail. How they lay while sleep­ing, who was with whom. Min had fallen asleep in the em­peror’s arms, as al­ways, af­ter mas­tur­bat­ing. Chang’s head jerked again. “I mas­tur­bate ev­ery night be­fore I go to sleep, Mas­ter Chang!” Min said in a firm voice. “The em­peror holds me in his arms un­til I’m fin­ished.” Min held back her tears and Chang looked out the win­dow, he didn’t want to see the cry­ing. Min de­scribed in de­tail how they woke up and got dressed, then the em­peror told the ser­vant that they would be ready for break­fast in 5 min­utes. Min had to de­scribe ev­ery move, ev­ery bite of break­fast. How the em­peror grabbed his neck and fell off his chair.  The white foam at the mouth. How their mu­tual lover had run to the door and raised the alarm. Chang nod­ded con­tent­edly. He said goodT­shü with a deep bow. Min re­mained seated. She was 34, a widow and em­press. She had to de­cide where the jour­ney would take her. 


Min had called the great coun­cil to­gether. “I am the em­press and I will take over all of­fi­cial busi­ness from now on. There have been many em­presses be­fore me, so don’t look so sad! I am cur­rently hav­ing the mur­der of Em­peror Teng, my dear hus­band, in­ves­ti­gated and ev­ery stone is be­ing turned over. I tell you and you tell your peo­ple, ev­ery­one must be ready for the in­ves­ti­ga­tion, no ar­gu­ments! And then one more thing.” Min paused for ef­fect and walked up and down in front of the throne.


“I know very well that deep in your heart you want an em­peror. And you shall have one. As a widow, I will take three months of mourn­ing, af­ter which I will look for a hus­band and per­haps even an em­peror among your sons. Do not send sons with gouty fin­gers or crim­i­nal faces, we have enough of those here. But you have my word.”  Min walked up and down again and stopped.


“I will bury my hus­band, our em­peror, in 12 days. Come in large num­bers, bring your loved ones, your peo­ple. Em­peror Teng de­serves it.” Min paused, she would not burst into tears here, in front of the as­sem­bled coun­cil. One stood up. “Dear Em­press, Your Majesty! We have learned to love you at the side of our em­peror, we are unan­i­mously of the opin­ion that we ac­cept you un­con­di­tion­ally as our ruler. And yes, we will send you our best sons for an in­ter­view be­cause we are happy to obey you and your or­ders. And don’t worry, Em­press Tschü ruled for al­most 60 years, we know that and wish you an equally long and re­spected reign!”  All the coun­cil­lors drummed their fists on the ta­ble in ap­plause.


The girl on the old man’s lap be­gan to trem­ble vi­o­lently and only those who were pay­ing at­ten­tion could see that she was pump­ing Pyi’s cock sev­eral times. He con­tin­ued with the story and mas­tur­bat­ing his clit.


Em­peror Teng was cer­e­mo­ni­ously car­ried to his grave, hun­dreds of thou­sands of peo­ple were there to give the kind ruler a dig­ni­fied farewell. At the end of the fu­neral, a hun­dred thou­sand throats rang out, “Long live Em­press Min!”


Min slept in the arms of her favourite maid and best friend. She gave her the warmth and close­ness that ev­ery griev­ing per­son needs, but also the sex­ual at­ten­tion that makes you for­get your mis­for­tune for a mo­ment.  Nei­ther the maid nor Min were les­bians, but they mas­tur­bated each other lov­ingly and fucked each other clit to clit un­til they were mad. For the next 4 months, no man en­tered her bed­room, she only slept in her maid’s arms. Mas­ter Chang ap­proached her, he had a re­sult.


He had im­pris­oned 11 peo­ple, from the bribed cook to the mur­der­ous client. The no­ble­man, who was not un­known but a mar­ginal fig­ure at court, made a full con­fes­sion. He had har­bored a deep-seated grudge against Teng, who was not yet em­peror at the time, for 20 years. Teng had beaten him ter­ri­bly at the time be­cause he had re­peat­edly fucked and dis­hon­ored Teng’s mother against her will. The coun­cil met and sen­tenced all 11 to death. Em­press Min sat with a mo­tion­less face in front of the podium where the 11 were to be be­headed. The ex­e­cu­tioner’s arm be­came heavy; he had al­ready be­headed 10 in a row. Only the main cul­prit re­mained. The em­press stood up and climbed onto the podium. She took the sword from the ex­e­cu­tioner’s hand, put the mur­derer’s head on the ex­e­cu­tioner’s block and cut it off. Then she re­turned to her seat com­pletely calmly.  The in­jus­tice was atoned for.


The girl on Pyi’s cock or­gasmed again, trem­bling, sup­press­ing all other signs. He let her get up and leave. No other girl sat on the old man’s lap, which grad­u­ally rounded off the story. 


Af­ter 4 months, Min took off her mourn­ing veil and re­ceived the sons of the no­bil­ity. Ev­ery­one was given the same chance to con­vince her over din­ner and then dur­ing sex. Some only stayed one night, oth­ers for days. She kept a 20-year-old for 10 nights; he was ed­u­cated and clever and made her blood boil when he fucked him. Min was al­ready on the verge of mar­ry­ing the hand­some guy and mak­ing him em­peror when she was told things that she didn’t want to be­lieve at first, but she had them in­ves­ti­gated thor­oughly and chased him to hell. 


It was still a good de­ci­sion. She was in no hurry to get mar­ried and share power.  She was only 34 and had a great de­sire to fuck and be fucked. The court, the no­bil­ity and the pa­tri­cians sent their sons to fuck and she wel­comed them all. She loved small, medium and large cocks. Size was rarely im­por­tant, fuck­ing was an art that only a few mas­ters knew. She mem­o­rized the names of these mas­ters so that she could in­vite them to fuck again and again un­der flimsy ex­cuses. Fuck­ing did her damn good. Very good, in fact.


De­spite all her diplo­macy and ex­pen­sive gifts, Em­press Min could not pre­vent the Han from the north from seek­ing war and at­tack­ing in the 6th year of her reign. The ini­tial shock lasted only a mo­ment, then she threw her army at the Han. Good thing she had fucked many of­fi­cers over time! She gave an en­cour­ag­ing speech and looked these of­fi­cers in the eye. They went into bat­tle with her in mind too.  Af­ter 4 weeks, the Han army was wiped out and the Em­press or­dered the or­di­nary sol­diers to be let go and only the of­fi­cers to be taken pris­oner. Then she sent her best diplo­mats and ne­go­tia­tors to the de­feated Han King­dom. She had given them a clear frame­work.


The nar­ra­tor’s eyes kept glid­ing over the au­di­ence. A sub­tle smile on his face re­vealed that noth­ing es­caped him. Of course, he did not fail to no­tice that the girls and women who were hold­ing on to the firm grip of the mostly un­known per­son sit­ting next to them were mak­ing their dear neigh­bor grin. They rubbed the “firm grips” slowly but con­tin­u­ously and let him cum in his pants. Only a very few girls bent over at the mo­ment of cum and let the cock cum in their mouths. They looked around at the other neigh­bors with a grin and wiped their lips with the back of their hands. But that was the idea and they con­tin­ued in com­plete se­crecy, the lec­ture was far from over.


Dur­ing the war, the Em­press had no man in her bed for a month; the maid slept with her and warmed her heart, her soul and her clit.  Then she re­ceived the vic­to­ri­ous gen­er­als, they were pub­licly praised and richly re­warded. She dis­missed the pub­lic and re­mained alone with the proud war­riors. She said she was giv­ing each of them a night of love and they should step for­ward. About 30 stepped for­ward, about 15 did not. She walked down the line of 15, they were all old, tired men. She gave each of them a beam­ing smile and shook their hands. Two were still young, but when asked they said they didn’t care about women. They still re­ceived a beam­ing smile and a warm hand­shake. Then she walked down the line of 30 and ex­am­ined them su­per­fi­cially. One raised his hand and said his friend would be stand­ing here next to him if he weren’t in the hos­pi­tal. “Did he fight bravely?” asked the Em­press and the gen­eral nod­ded em­phat­i­cally, “just as bravely as ev­ery­one here!” She sent word to the in­jured man that he should claim his re­ward when he was back on his feet.  She told ev­ery­one that they should co­or­di­nate among them­selves who would come to her for din­ner that evening. Min was of course aware that they would get it from any whore in the city, but she firmly be­lieved that fuck­ing the em­press would be some­thing spe­cial, and she was right. The 30 war­riors got their re­ward.


The em­press in­spected the cap­tured hand of­fi­cers in the dun­geon. She or­dered the chief dun­geon mas­ter to come to her. The sick and se­ri­ously in­jured were to be ex­e­cuted the next day. The dun­geon mas­ter was to send her the strong­est one for din­ner ev­ery evening.


Min re­ceived the pris­oner in a friendly man­ner and had him dic­tate a farewell let­ter to his loved ones to the scribe. They ate din­ner peace­fully, the em­press did not make small talk, but in­ter­ro­gated them in a friendly man­ner. If they did not want to an­swer, she took note of it.  At the end she of­fered him one last night of love, al­most ev­ery­one ac­cepted the gift. Only a few were so de­jected about their im­pend­ing death that they did not want to fuck, she sent them straight to the ex­e­cu­tioner. The oth­ers she led to her bed­room. The con­demned fucked like drown­ing men gasp­ing for air. That was some­thing very spe­cial, death in­spired the of­fi­cers to peak per­for­mance and Min was fucked more vig­or­ously than he had been for a long time. In the morn­ing she sent him to the ex­e­cu­tioner. Af­ter a few weeks the dun­geon was empty, she had fucked the war­riors with full vigor and had them ex­e­cuted the next day.


Pyi’s eyes were as sharp as a hawk’s. In the back rows, in the dark, there was real fuck­ing go­ing on. Of course, he watched with sci­en­tific in­ter­est how the women were fucked. The man on whose lap she was sit­ting back­wards and lis­ten­ing to the story had grabbed her by the but­tocks and lifted her up slightly. The men fucked very slowly from be­low so as not to at­tract at­ten­tion, al­though ev­ery­one knew they were fuck­ing. Most of the women had put one hand un­der their skirts and their fin­gers were danc­ing on their clit. If you watched very closely, you could tell when she was hav­ing an or­gasm by the trem­bling of her thighs or but­tocks. Most of the men lifted the woman a few more cen­time­ters when they fucked like rab­bits at the fi­nale and squirted from be­low. They only waited a few mo­ments, then they pulled out their cocks and pushed the woman fur­ther onto the lap of a wait­ing neigh­bor.  He reached around the woman’s more or less fat ass and mas­tur­bated her with his fin­ger, then he fucked the woman prop­erly like the other men. Most women were fat and heavy and buried the man un­der their masses of flesh, which was not some­thing any­one liked. Al­though these fat women were the ones who did it best. 


The fuck­ing started al­most at the be­gin­ning of the story and only ended when the story was over. The girls and women of course knew what was go­ing on in the back seats and acted ac­cord­ingly. In many small towns and vil­lages it was one of the few op­por­tu­ni­ties or the only one where they could be fucked by sev­eral men with plea­sure and with­out a long court­ing process.  This was a wel­come change, they weren’t cheat­ing on their hus­bands in a se­cret af­fair, the fuck­ing here on the fes­ti­val grounds was purely a phys­i­cal af­fair.


It was usu­ally the teenagers and young men from the lo­cal area who were able to fuck many girls and women back there, to the max. Some women and girls sim­ply stayed seated, the guys ap­proached from be­hind and sim­ply lifted up their skirts. They ca­ressed the pale ass cheeks un­til the girls bent over and their pussy slits were vis­i­ble from be­hind. 


Back then, only the ladies of the high no­bil­ity shaved, sim­ple girls from the coun­try were nat­u­rally hairy. Some guys grabbed boldly and cleared the way through the thicket, oth­ers sim­ply pushed their cocks for­ward and pen­e­trated. The girl sighed deeply with sat­is­fac­tion, the cocks were com­pat­i­ble in size with the tight, small Chi­nese pussies.  The girls sighed deeply be­cause they were look­ing for­ward to be­ing fucked. 


The boy held onto their shoul­ders or hips and be­gan to fuck the girl prop­erly. Hardly any cou­ple made an ef­fort to achieve a com­mon pace, the guys just wanted to cum in­side. The girls en­joyed be­ing fucked with a tense, happy ex­pres­sion. The boy sat up and squirted his full load in­side, that was the whole point, wasn’t it? When he had fin­ished cum­ming, he went off to re­cover for a few min­utes and stared at the next part­ner.


Some girls, how­ever, sank down from their seats onto the grass if they wanted to be fucked ly­ing down. It was a quiet, happy gang bang, the boys fucked over and over un­til they had com­pletely ex­hausted them­selves. Some girls were fucked a dozen times, some even more of­ten.  At that time, of course, the com­mon peo­ple in the coun­try­side didn’t think about con­tra­cep­tion, so if she got preg­nant that night, that was fine. There were sur­pris­ingly few girls who had an or­gasm, hardly any of them mas­tur­bated while fuck­ing.


Em­press Min ruled for an­other 25 years, she was still look­ing for a hus­band and fucked the sons of the court, the no­bil­ity and the pa­tri­cians. She grew older ev­ery year, but her lovers stayed young and re­ally went all out when fuck­ing the old woman, af­ter all they all wanted to be em­peror.


 Her fa­vorite maid and best friend had died, she had warmed Min ev­ery lonely night, loved her and hugged her and mas­tur­bated her clit, and like no other she could fuck Min with her clit against her clit un­til she was mad. In the first few years the ser­vants would stand around her bed, watch­ing ex­cit­edly as the maid rubbed her own clit vig­or­ously un­til it stuck out like a bat­tle spur. The maid sought out Min’s small clit and pressed her stiff, larger clit against it. She fucked Min’s clit like a man, hard and fast. Min screamed with lust be­fore she came and clung to her friend un­til the or­gasm sub­sided. The maid kept go­ing un­til she had a ter­ri­bly strong or­gasm her­self. Min loved it, it was a good sub­sti­tute for fuck­ing men, even though nei­ther of them were les­bians.  Min gave her a fu­neral like that of a min­is­ter or a coun­cil­lor.


Min be­came an old woman, she was 65 and still let her­self be fucked ev­ery night by the 13 to 18 year old no­ble boys and sons of the no­bil­ity. She pre­ferred to be fucked by very young boys who had never fucked any­one other than their mother. All these boys were still ly­ing with their mother and fucked her with­out stop­ping. The boys were cu­ri­ous and horny, they had to keep fuck­ing over and over again in or­der to squirt out all their se­men. The dance of hor­mones dur­ing pu­berty and then in their teenage years drove them re­lent­lessly for­ward, they had to keep fuck­ing im­me­di­ately af­ter a short break. They had al­ways done this with their moth­ers, aunts and ser­vants and now they did the same with the old em­press.  Min’s pussy hole had be­come in­creas­ingly nar­rower over the years, so that she could only fully en­joy the cocks of the ado­les­cents.


In re­cent years she had also found a young man whom she pro­posed to the coun­cil as her suc­ces­sor. She was very sat­is­fied be­cause he could fuck quite well, but she was even more im­pressed by his char­ac­ter. The man was se­ri­ously ex­am­ined and met with the coun­cil’s ap­proval. Ev­ery­thing was in or­der, Min did not want to leave any chaos be­hind. The day be­fore her death she gave a speech to the coun­cil, it was a farewell speech. She knew that she had lit­tle time left and took stock of her more than 40 years as em­press. She told the coun­cil about her life, it was a long, event­ful life. 


Decades, even cen­turies later, peo­ple still talked about her, the good Em­press Min. 


Pyi Lai stood up and bowed deeply to the au­di­ence. The lis­ten­ers shouted, clapped or whis­tled through their teeth. He had told them a juicy, hearty and ex­cit­ing story and many had taken the op­por­tu­nity to en­joy them­selves with small car­nal plea­sures. Pyi turned around bow­ing, then he went with Min to the innkeeper to re­ceive his wages. It was al­ready deep into the night when the three of us set off. The three se­lected girls were wait­ing in front of the inn and asked if they could buy wine and ac­com­pany her to the river. Pyi cast a quick glance at Min, then nod­ded. The girls got wine from the innkeeper and marched off.  The two ma­ture girls that Pyi had elim­i­nated dur­ing the se­lec­tion of girls waited a lit­tle fur­ther ahead and joined the small group with­out say­ing a word.


Min added wood so that the camp­fire in the cave was burn­ing again, the 5 girls sat around the fire and drank or sipped wine be­cause they were not used to it. Mas­ter Pyi had each girl tell what sex­ual ex­pe­ri­ences she had had so far. He chose one and had Min lay a mat next to the fire. He took a girl by the hand, care­fully un­wrapped her naked and lis­tened to her “con­fes­sion.” It was noth­ing ex­cit­ing, she had been mas­tur­bat­ing since early child­hood and had her vir­gin­ity taken away by one of the young ser­vants. Since then, she some­times let her fa­ther fuck her in rainy weather, which her mother watched with a shake of her head. But fuck­ing or mas­tur­bat­ing was the only dis­trac­tion when the weather was bad.  Mas­ter Pyi nod­ded un­der­stand­ably and fucked her right next to the camp­fire. The other girls looked very ex­cited be­cause it was just so ex­cit­ing. When he had cum in­side, he turned to me. “Well, Mas­ter Tshü, wouldn’t you like to fuck one or two of the girls too?” Damn, that was an­other ques­tion that could only be an­swered with yes. Min had al­ready laid a sec­ond mat next to the fire. I looked into her eyes be­cause I was al­ready a lit­tle bit in love with her. She smiled very nicely and friendly and gave me the hand of the old­est girl with a sub­tle smile. OK, that was a clear an­swer.


It was of course clear to me - and prob­a­bly not just me - that the girl ac­tu­ally wanted to fuck the old man, but Min’s de­ci­sion was the right one. The two older girls were cer­tainly not as easy to fuck as the younger ones and she didn’t want to make things more dif­fi­cult for the old man than they al­ready were.  


I slowly un­packed the girl, she was about 19 or 20, a ru­ral beauty with al­ready moth­erly breasts. She looked very care­fully to see if I was pen­e­trat­ing her prop­erly. Then she sank back onto the mat and left the work to me. I fucked her slowly but force­fully. She had come to terms with fuck­ing or let­ting her­self be fucked by a com­plete stranger, be­cause the mas­ter him­self did not want her, ob­vi­ously did not want her. I con­cen­trated on the fuck­ing, the erotic im­pres­sions of the evening were still hav­ing an ef­fect. Af­ter all, two of the three girls had clearly put the nar­ra­tor’s cock in them­selves and all three had let him mas­tur­bate them un­der their skirts, they or­gasmed in front of the au­di­ence. The au­di­ence was busy hold­ing on to firm han­dles, I no­ticed this with a smile.  I only found out what ex­actly hap­pened in the last two rows the next morn­ing from Min, I couldn’t see any of it my­self.


I was ready af­ter just a few min­utes and squirted my hot load into the girl’s fuck hole with­out ask­ing her first. It wasn’t very nice, but I just didn’t feel like it. I sat down on my pil­low with my bare bot­tom and thirstily drank a whole cup of wine. She was a rather un­pretty coun­try girl, who only fucked with nat­u­ral in­stinct and shyly looked back to get dressed. She too had that in­fin­itely sad look in her eyes like most girls I’ve ever fucked.


Mean­while, Mas­ter Pyi had un­packed the sec­ond girl and had let her tell him ev­ery­thing. Of course, she had also mas­tur­bated since she was young, but not as of­ten or as reg­u­larly as the first, who was ad­dicted to mas­tur­ba­tion. She had been de­flow­ered by her fa­ther, much to the dis­plea­sure of her mother, with whom her re­la­tion­ship was very strained and full of jeal­ousy. I could well imag­ine that the mother would not sim­ply ac­cept be­ing pushed out by a younger girl, who she also some­how loved. I watched as Pyi’s thick cock parted her labia and quickly pen­e­trated. Of course, the mas­ter knew that it could not pen­e­trate all the way. Nev­er­the­less, a broad, sunny smile spread across his face, be­cause the 15 or 16 year old girl was young enough for him.


Min had been look­ing at me for a while. Yes, I’m com­ing! I called out to her silently.  She let the sec­ond ma­ture girl sit on my mat, she also looked very rus­tic and not ugly. I slowly un­dressed her, her breasts were not quite as big as the first, but she was also around 18 or 19, if not older. She had also just bathed and smelled of vi­o­lets, which you could sim­ply rub on your skin as per­fume, the per­fume of coun­try girls. She did have a huge bush, which was rare among our Chi­nese women. I could make out her pussy well, though, and it was ac­tu­ally ir­rel­e­vant for the fuck whether she had a lot or lit­tle pu­bic hair. 


I mounted the chubby girl and tol­er­ated her in­sist­ing on kiss­ing me. This was also rather un­usual for such a ran­dom fuck, but I ac­cepted it. Min told me later that the girl Yui was al­ready preg­nant, which I hadn’t no­ticed. In any case, she was much bet­ter, much more pleas­ant and eas­ier to fuck than her friend.  Amaz­ingly, she came to or­gasm quite quickly and I squirted my load into her fuck hole while her or­gasm slowly faded away. She gave me sev­eral hot French kisses, which re­ally threw me off track. I just couldn’t make sense of the girl Yui’s be­hav­ior. Min sat down next to me on my pil­low.


She asked qui­etly if fuck­ing Yui was un­pleas­ant. No, of course not, I whis­pered back. “I’m just a bit con­fused by her kiss­ing, Chi­nese girls from the coun­try don’t tend to kiss so in­tensely!” Min nod­ded, “I was afraid you wouldn’t have liked the fuck­ing, the way you made a face.” We laughed qui­etly so as not to dis­turb the mas­ter dur­ing the fuck­ing. “Would you like the last girl? She’s barely 17 and my fa­ther al­ways saves the youngest un­til last.” Of course I didn’t want the girl, I didn’t want to snatch the old man’s treat.  “No, dear Min, I’m sav­ing my strength for the night with you, I’ve been look­ing for­ward to it all evening.” Min looked at me side­ways. “Mas­ter Tshüe, don’t dig too deeply into my flesh, as much as I feel flat­tered. You’ll be leav­ing again af­ter a few weeks, and I’ll stay with my fa­ther. So, be sen­si­ble, my love!” She squeezed my hand very gen­tly and lov­ingly, which of course fanned my fire even fur­ther.


The old man had let go of the girl, his fleshy cock hang­ing half-soap be­tween his thighs. He closed his cloak to hide his old, wrin­kled body. He sat down on his pil­low and drank a thirsty cup of wine in one go. “Ahh! I was thirsty!” he said.  “The lit­tle one fucks won­der­fully, I was in eighth or al­ready with one foot in ninth heaven! — But tell me, Mas­ter Tshü, did you get on well with the older girls?” He had care­lessly spo­ken in a loud voice and all eyes were on me. I blushed a lit­tle and fibbed for the sake of the au­di­ence, “Thank you, Mas­ter Lai, for let­ting me have the two best!” A thou­sand laugh lines played on Pyi’s face. “And thank you for spar­ing me the ex­haust­ing fuck­ing with the old ma­trons,” he whis­pered and winked.


He let the last girl sit on his lap and care­fully un­dressed her. She only an­swered him in a whis­per about her pre­vi­ous sex­ual ex­pe­ri­ences, so I couldn’t un­der­stand any­thing. But I could tell from his ex­pres­sion that she was whis­per­ing some­thing rather dis­turb­ing into his ear, shy and em­bar­rassed. He looked at the naked, sweet child with plea­sure. “So, you’re al­ready 17?” he asked and she nod­ded. “17 and three months, ex­actly.” He stroked her pussy. “Very clever of you to fuck the whole vil­lage right af­ter you lost your vir­gin­ity. I would have given you that ad­vice too, be­cause it was ex­actly the right thing to do. So lie down on your back, or bet­ter yet on your side, that’s not so stren­u­ous for me!” She lay down on her side, he threw back his cloak and lay be­hind her. He spread her ass cheeks and pen­e­trated her from be­hind, let­ting out a sat­is­fied grunt.  She sighed as her tight pussy hole took in the big thick cock. He fucked her slowly, glid­ing and sav­ing his en­ergy. She was very ex­cited and al­most jumped out of her skin, but she just couldn’t or­gasm. He squirted a lit­tle bit slowly and calmly into her, he had used up all his am­mu­ni­tion. 


We let the girls go, five of them were more pro­tected and we weren’t wor­ried about their safety. There hadn’t been any wolves in the area for decades, the for­est rob­bers were sleep­ing off their drunk­en­ness at this time and five girls didn’t have to worry about the odd hiker, but the poor hiker had to worry about the girls rip­ping his pants down.


We fi­nally went to sleep. Min cud­dled with him for a bit, but he wanted to go to sleep right away. He had fucked enough for to­day. When he was asleep, breath­ing loudly, Min rolled over to me and crawled un­der my blan­ket.  It was sooo won­der­ful to feel her naked body pressed against mine. “Min, you won­der­ful, strange girl, I’m no less tired than Mas­ter Pyi, but I would never for­give my­self for not hav­ing fucked you for one night!” I could feel Min’s face twist­ing into a broad, silent laugh against my neck. “And nei­ther of us will al­low that to hap­pen, my dear Tshü, for­mer im­pe­rial scribe, will we?” We both neighed qui­etly.


I hugged the strange crea­ture, who was cer­tainly much older than 16, but I loved her child­ish, girl­ish body just the way it was. I didn’t want to know how old she re­ally was, how of­ten she had flown to the “Black Raven Moun­tain” on the back of the dragon, how of­ten Pyi had to de­flower her un­til she her­self found plea­sure in the pain. And she had told me that she now loved be­ing de­flow­ered very much.  The short, sharp pain bound her even more closely to her fa­ther, I had no doubt about that. 


I don’t like to write about how I fuck, I find it some­how re­pul­sive. Min’s face glowed with hap­pi­ness and sex­ual de­sire in the flick­er­ing light of the camp­fire. I knew I couldn’t let up, I had to let her climb the hill slowly, she needed time to or­gasm. But es­pe­cially in or­gasm, her girl­ish face was won­der­fully beau­ti­ful, it re­ally glowed. She held me tight, she held on to me and al­lowed the or­gasm to shake her and make her twitch. It grad­u­ally turned into a gen­tle trem­bling, she let out the breath she had been hold­ing and pressed her face against my cheek. I had fucked hun­dreds of girls or young women, but only a few had or­gasmed so beau­ti­fully in my arms.  I hadn’t com­pletely used up my am­mu­ni­tion with the two ma­trons, so I shot jet af­ter jet into Min’s fuck hole, which she re­sponded to with vi­o­lent twitch­ing. We stayed in each other’s arms for a long time af­ter the squirt, only grad­u­ally let­ting go. Min pre­ferred not to say any­thing in this sit­u­a­tion, she ex­pressed her feel­ings in her French kisses. I also kept my mouth shut be­cause I was afraid that any sound could shat­ter the holy glass bell that sur­rounded us. 


Min woke me up with a gen­tle touch. The chil­dren from the vil­lage had de­liv­ered break­fast and Min had given each of them a small square bronze coin with holes in it. Pyi was sit­ting on his cush­ion and was al­ready sip­ping his sec­ond cup of tea. It was only af­ter the hearty, sub­stan­tial break­fast that we went down to the river. I dived un­der sev­eral times; the ice-cold wa­ter washed away not only my body but also the last rem­nants of yes­ter­day’s wine con­sump­tion. “Well,” said Mas­ter Pyi, who was stand­ing up to his waist in the cold wa­ter, “that was quite a suc­cess­ful evening, but per­haps we should have been more clever with the wine. But - who wants to be clever on such a splen­did evening?!” I smiled sourly. “My headache is cer­tainly not from the fun fuck­ing, Mas­ter Pyi!” 


We sat on our cush­ions again, I drank fruit lemon­ade like Min, I couldn’t use the wine now.  Pyi smiled gen­tly and drank wine, the tough fel­low. I got the brush and bam­boo strips ready. Pyi col­lected him­self for a mo­ment, then he con­tin­ued.


Min said this morn­ing that she told you about the “Black Raven Moun­tain”. You will surely re­mem­ber, dear Tschü, that one of the magic sis­ters gave me the gift of turn­ing me into a dragon when I was born. So I was at Em­peror Qin Shi­huangdi’s court as cap­tain of the body­guard, and that was the first time that this gift re­ally came in handy. Up un­til now I had only made a few night­time ex­cur­sions to mount pretty peas­ant girls or peas­ant women in far-off vil­lages. But now I took a walk out­side the camp at night un­til I was out of sight. Then I flew high above the en­emy camp and mem­o­rized ev­ery­thing. Half an hour or an hour later I strolled into our camp and went to sleep.  The next morn­ing, ev­ery­one was sur­prised when I drew up a de­tailed sketch show­ing the strength of the crew and the dis­tri­bu­tion of the war ma­chines. It was only on the sec­ond at­tempt that the Em­peror’s strate­gists took me se­ri­ously. The Em­peror rushed from vic­tory to vic­tory, he seemed in­vin­ci­ble to ev­ery­one. If a guard dared to re­port a ver­i­ta­ble dragon sight­ing, he was met with ridicule and scorn, couldn’t he tell a big fat bat from a dragon? Didn’t we know that the last dragon had been killed over 100 years ago? 


I was haunted by doubts all my life, Mas­ter Tschü, make sure you write that down! Doubts, yes. Had I given the bru­tal Em­peror an ad­van­tage so that he could bring the 6 other king­doms to their knees in less than a year? Or had I saved the lives of many sol­diers be­cause they were not sent into am­bushes or massed forces? No, don’t say any­thing now, there is no an­swer to that ques­tion, no right an­swer.  Apart from that, I only con­trib­uted an in­signif­i­cant part, the real achieve­ment was the work of the strate­gists, gen­er­als and sol­diers. Please write that down when you in­clude it in your work, I don’t want to be seen as a hero and the oth­ers as noo­dle-eat­ing id­iots!” 


At that time I had not yet heard of Igdis and I was chas­ing skirts in the court of Qin. At that time there were not even the board and card games that the In­di­ans later brought to us. You could only go for a walk in the coun­try­side or drink with the whores in the pubs and I did not like ei­ther. Chas­ing women’s skirts was sim­i­lar to hunt­ing. At least that was how I saw it at the time. I only knew three kinds of girls and women. The small group of shy, hard-to-con­quer women and girls who could be hunted with honey on the tongue and some­times with a lit­tle vi­o­lent force. Then the equally shy, loyal and in­ex­pe­ri­enced new­ly­weds who tasted sweeter than all the oth­ers. It took a lot of skill, luck and ex­pe­ri­ence to hunt this shy game.  And then there was the rest of them, who lived like pigs in a pen - and where is the fun in hunt­ing when you sit on the fence and shoot your ar­rows at the pigs? I al­ways con­sid­ered this large group a stop­gap so­lu­tion, be­cause hunt­ing them was a mock­ery of ev­ery hunter’s art.


But I was ad­dicted to hunt­ing the first two groups. How my nerves trem­bled when such a shy an­i­mal came to the palace to present it­self to the king. Like a de­tec­tive, I set about find­ing out where the beauty could be found. I could hardly wait un­til night fell and I could fly to her vil­lage! Silently like any good hunter, I crept into her bed­room, lay down next to her and cov­ered her mouth. Then I par­a­lyzed her re­sis­tance with my honey-sweet tongue, the most dif­fi­cult part of the hunt, un­til her re­sis­tance was bro­ken. 


Oh, you gods, there were won­der­ful girls among them that I was al­lowed to de­flower and fuck!  Or how ex­cit­ing when her snor­ing hus­band lay next to her and I could only break her re­sis­tance and gain her con­sent and agree­ment by whis­per­ing and whis­per­ing. Like a hunter, I held my breath when I fi­nally got to the fi­nal shot. I pen­e­trated her pussy, ex­cited by the suc­cess­ful hunt and the over­flow­ing hor­mones that were squeez­ing my throat. I vis­ited some of them sev­eral times when they wanted to have a child with me. I was some­how com­pletely in­dif­fer­ent to the fact that they were fa­ther­ing bas­tards; it was al­ways their de­ci­sion, not mine.


Hunt­ing chaste, shy new­ly­weds was the high­est art of hunt­ing. I could tell by look­ing at them whether they had a good or bad hus­band in bed. Only very rarely did I pur­sue one who was happy with her hus­band and only rarely did I suc­ceed, but I did. But if she was a zero in the mar­i­tal bed, it was just a mat­ter of over­com­ing her tra­di­tional ideas about what you could and couldn’t do.  That sounds sim­ple, but it is very com­pli­cated. You can learn it, of course, but you also have to pay the price. 


At first I was of­ten chal­lenged to a duel, but I al­ways won, I was a well-trained fighter. The beaten hus­band re­signedly left his wife to me. But she cheered, I was her hero, the one who had sent her hus­band into the dust. I took her, be­cause I only fought for beau­ti­ful, pas­sion­ate women. A mat­ter of honor.


Look­ing back, I was a greedy, shame­ful stud. But back then I thought I was a devil and punched any­one who dis­agreed. I had con­quered all the shy girls, se­duced all the new­ly­weds and fa­thered sev­eral bas­tards. For bet­ter or worse, I now had to deal with the pigs. No hunt­ing, just a reach into the wa­ter trough to pick out a fish. Of course, I first dealt with the young, pretty but spoiled piglets, wal­low­ing in the dirt with them. So I fucked piglets and sows ac­cord­ing to age, at least try­ing to as­sess the will­ing­ness and pas­sion of each one. I am not proud of that time, by God, and I wasn’t proud then ei­ther.


Min had grilled the chick­ens on the camp­fire, and now we ate the birds with great ap­petite, with roasted veg­eta­bles and fresh fruit. I suc­cumbed to the temp­ta­tion, the chick­ens wanted to wal­low in wine. Okay.  I skimmed through my notes again. “Mas­ter Pyi, the name Li Shi did not come up to­day, is there a rea­son for that?” He scratched his beard. “You are an at­ten­tive lis­tener, Mas­ter Tschü, I like that! Per­haps your re­port will be worth writ­ing af­ter all. And yes, it was not en­tirely un­jus­ti­fied that I did not men­tion the Em­press Li Shi.” 


The Em­press was very se­cu­rity-con­scious, be­cause there was enough hos­til­ity, and she si­lenced many a cheeky slan­derer with poi­son. I went to our ren­dezvous will­ingly and full of ex­pec­ta­tions, and I was al­lowed to fuck her al­most ev­ery day. She was a young woman, be­tween 19 and 23 years old and very pretty. The only thing that was an­noy­ing was her hooked nose, which gave her face a bird of prey look. So I jok­ingly called her my Eya, that is, the young fal­cons. I fucked her for four years and I must say that the Em­peror made a good choice.  The fact that she was his bi­o­log­i­cal daugh­ter was of no in­ter­est to most peo­ple, in­clud­ing me. She was a good, strict em­press.


You can al­ready imag­ine how it ended. One of the lesser maids went to the em­peror and whis­pered the se­cret into the em­peror’s ears. As proof, she gave the place and time of the next adul­tery. How­ever, Em­press Li Shi had been warned by loyal maids. The em­peror stormed into the cham­ber, his sword drawn, snort­ing with rage. The em­press sat there with a pro­fes­sor who was prob­a­bly 100 years old, and the two of them drew the next maps for the strate­gists, like ev­ery day. The em­press jumped up and asked the em­peror, her eyes sparkling, who or what he wanted to kill here? The em­peror backed away. “Where is Cap­tain Pyi Lai?” he shouted at the em­press, and of course she couldn’t know, she said in­dig­nantly.  The Em­peror had me tracked down im­me­di­ately. I sat on the grass with my com­rades and we drank light coun­try wine and told each other sto­ries of past bat­tles. “How long have you been sit­ting here?” shouted the Em­peror at the men and the ar­morer said, a lit­tle over two hours, Your Majesty! And ev­ery­one had al­ready been here for two hours, it was a shift change, Your Majesty! The Em­peror stood in front of me, but I looked at him very calmly, I had no bad con­science. Sol­diers usu­ally sit to­gether in groups, tell sto­ries and drink wine, the Em­peror knew that of course. He trot­ted off, snort­ing with rage, and cut off the traitor’s head with his own hands.


The Em­press was not im­pressed by this em­bar­rass­ing episode. As usual, she planned our ren­dezvous down to the last de­tail. I was warned by com­rades, the com­rades in ques­tion told me them­selves that they had to re­port to the Em­peror’s of­fice ev­ery day where I was with whom and what I was do­ing, ev­ery minute.  My com­rades re­gret­ted the sit­u­a­tion, but or­ders are or­ders, an em­peror is an em­peror. I nod­ded and thanked the brave fel­lows, they shouldn’t have told me. But sol­diers’ blood is thicker than em­peror’s blood, they said. 


Of course I didn’t want to get them into trou­ble. I used my magic and left them sit­ting there un­der a spell while I went to meet the em­press. They would tell the truth that they had sat here and there with me. Li Shi laughed into her fist, her eyes sparkled ma­li­ciously, re­belling against her all-de­ter­min­ing, dom­i­nant fa­ther. But af­ter about three months I no longer felt com­fort­able with it. I was in­creas­ingly fright­ened when an armed man ap­proached, I cov­ered Li Shi’s body pro­tec­tively with my own and whis­pered that it was over now. Af­ter three months I said goodT­shü to Li Shi and had the em­peror take me back to Qin.  There was noth­ing left to con­quer mil­i­tar­ily, so he re­luc­tantly gave me the or­der. Li Shi cried, she was car­ry­ing my fourth son un­der her heart. Of course she knew ex­actly that I was the fa­ther of her four sons.


I re­turned to my dis­so­lute life in Qin, some new faces de­manded to be hunted, then I spent the year with the pigs from the cor­ral. A year had passed when I re­ceived the or­der to pick up the no­ble lady Igdis and bring her to her fi­ancé. We were con­stantly given such silly or­ders, the three weapons mas­ters who com­manded the Qin body­guard con­sulted and found it right that an armed troop should pick up the no­ble lady. I told you the rest yes­ter­day or the day be­fore, Mas­ter Tschü. 


I suf­fered like a dog af­ter Igdis’ death. Ev­ery day I sat by her grave­stone, I spoke to her be­cause it calmed me down. Ra­tio­nally, it was clear to me that her an­swers came from me, but I firmly be­lieved that she had said it. I was sim­ply in mourn­ing and could not get out of this dun­geon on my own.  


A friend from my wild days, the no­ble lady Wang, had taken me to her heart be­cause she had had two bas­tards from me and I had helped her a lot with the com­pli­cated di­vorce from her good-for-noth­ing. In her friendly way, she rec­om­mended that I take a look at her niece Gril, the lit­tle one was just as lonely as I was and would be a good sub­sti­tute mother for my child, Min. I had no in­ten­tion of re­mar­ry­ing, but I could feel that the con­stantly chang­ing wet nurses were not good for Min. So I took a look at Gril and hired her for Min, be­cause the baby had cho­sen her in the first minute. I smiled for the first time. Gril had breast milk even though she had no chil­dren. It was a win-win-win sit­u­a­tion. For a week I put up with Gril mas­tur­bat­ing at night, and from then on I fucked her.  She wanted it, with ev­ery fiber of her heart.


I would be quite happy, dear Mas­ter Tschü, if you did not men­tion Gril and Mrs. Wang, or only men­tioned them in pass­ing. Gril was de facto my wife for the next 16 years, she nursed my daugh­ter and was a lov­ing mother to her. She lay on my mat and wanted to fuck me ev­ery day or let me fuck her. She learned ev­ery­thing about fuck­ing and was a good, ex­cel­lent bed­mate. Of course she had the odd lit­tle af­fair, since we lived to­gether with Min in the bar­racks. She con­fessed it to me ev­ery time, but I told her that it was fine, I was nei­ther her hus­band nor her keeper. I acted very cold, but in re­al­ity I had taken her to my heart for a long time. And she made me run af­ter women’s skirts again. She was a sim­ple girl, but she knew what was im­por­tant in life.  And for me, it was my es­capades, my af­fairs, my pur­suit of woman flesh that were im­por­tant. She got me back on track. She was my wife.


And then, one day, the ac­ci­dent hap­pened. Min was about two years old or younger when it hap­pened. The Body­guards were fond of us­ing black pow­der. They made so­phis­ti­cated, nasty bombs that gave them an ad­van­tage over the en­emy. Now one of my com­rades was busy mak­ing a bomb, it ex­ploded and killed four men. I had been wounded in the head and was blind. I could just make out black and white shapes, but that was all. The ex­ter­nal wounds healed af­ter 3 or 4 weeks, but a blind man could not serve in the Body­guards, that was clear. I asked the ar­mor­ers to give me time to get my be­long­ings out.


Yes, I had pos­ses­sions. Be­fore my body­guard and the Im­pe­ri­als at­tacked one king­dom af­ter an­other, I stashed half or part of the royal trea­sure the night be­fore. I was now blind and rich. So I bought a nice house and moved in with Min and Gril. My friend from wild days, Mrs. Wang and Gril’s aunt, thought that as a blind sto­ry­teller I would lead a life worth liv­ing. She tol­er­ated no con­tra­dic­tion, be­cause I re­ally wanted to be dead. If I could no longer carry a weapon, if I could no longer see a lovely woman and could only fuck out of pity — no, that was no life. Many women from the palace came to me and lay next to me at night, the poor, poor crip­ple who could still fuck pretty well. Mrs. Wang not only loved to lay on my mat, she car­ried out her plan con­cern­ing me.  She bought sev­eral books writ­ten on bam­boo scrolls, and the three of us — Mrs. Wang, Gril and I — put to­gether the sto­ries I was to tell from these books.


So it was, Mrs. Wang and Gril took me into their midst at night and ev­ery night I had to empty my se­men into both of them un­til I was bone dry. The two sweet women in­sisted on it, and cer­tainly not out of pity! Dur­ing the day they read me “our” sto­ries, which I re­fined and em­bel­lished as I lis­tened un­til I was sat­is­fied. Mrs. Wang had two in­ter­est­ing tips. Firstly, if you wanted to at­tract view­ers and come back the next year, the sto­ries had to be full of sex and sex­ual in­nu­endo and sex­ual am­bi­gu­ity. Sec­ondly, you also like young girls, 17 and 18 years old? I said yes, sur­prised.  So it seemed that I have a young girl sit­ting on my lap when I tell sto­ries, so that it looks as if I am telling the story just for her. It took quite a while un­til all of this worked. But by the end of the sec­ond year I was able to do the job re­ally well, at that time Mrs. Wang and Gril took turns ac­com­pa­ny­ing me. I had al­ready been a sto­ry­teller for 14 years and Min was 16 when my mother, Lady Liao, in­vited me to visit her with Min. 


Mother was shocked when she saw me as a blind man. She had not had a free minute in all those years, she lay down with the de­feated, de­throned kings, chan­cel­lors and min­is­ters and taught them the state ideas of Em­peror Qin Shi­huangdi, al­though the em­peror had not com­mis­sioned her to do so. But she was known and pop­u­lar in all 7 king­doms and was a reg­u­lar vis­i­tor there. — To­gether with the sis­ters she ex­am­ined my eyes, “We’ll have that soon, my child!”  my mother called out again and again, but the sis­ters growled that she shouldn’t make such a fuss, that it wouldn’t be easy! But my mother and the sis­ters only needed two days to get all the in­gre­di­ents. They rubbed the mys­te­ri­ous oint­ment thickly into my eyes and af­ter two weeks I could see again. I wouldn’t be­lieve it, but that’s how it was. Min and I lay on the big com­mu­nal mat and I had to do my best and squirt my juice into all of them un­til I was bone dry. Min had to keep ap­ply­ing the oint­ment for a few weeks af­ter we re­turned. I could see as clearly as a hawk again, only scars re­mained on my skin. 


I had to think for days about whether I should re­turn to the guard. But Min, my loyal daugh­ter, was the de­cid­ing fac­tor. “We have spent so much time, ef­fort and trou­ble, Mrs. Wang, Mother Gril and I, so that you learn a less dan­ger­ous civil­ian pro­fes­sion. And you can­not deny that you have re­ally en­joyed it over the last 12 and 13 years. You no longer know any­one in the guard, even the em­peror and em­press have for­got­ten you and your name. And yet you want to swear an oath to them, risk your life for these mad­men? Yes, it is for­bid­den to call them mad­men, but is this em­peror a GOOD em­peror? The em­press who cheats on the em­peror with some­one else day af­ter day, is she worth the sac­ri­fice of your life?” Oh, how pas­sion­ate Min was! So I stayed a sto­ry­teller. I was able to find a good, hon­est hus­band for Gril and marry her off with a rich gift.  Mrs. Wang also re­tired, her sons reached the age when young men should lay with their moth­ers and not in the pigsty. And so it came about that Min be­came my lit­tle wife, I flew with her ev­ery year to the “Black Raven Moun­tain”, re­ju­ve­nated her again and again to a 16 or 18-year-old girl and re­stored her hy­men. It was a good thing for both of us, I think.


Min had stewed the lamb with the spice and veg­etable sauce, and we ate like kings. I drank only a lit­tle wine and more fruit punch, be­cause my brush must not shake. Chi­nese short­hand, which is now a for­got­ten art, has to be painted with a steady hand, any shak­ing would make it il­leg­i­ble. But I had learned this script in the ser­vice of the em­peror, and it was very prac­ti­cal, you could paint speech and writ­ing syn­chronously. 


Min gave us a long time to en­joy tea and sweets.  But we were sup­posed to leave early to­day, Pyi was sup­posed to give a per­for­mance for the youth, for the older chil­dren, in the late af­ter­noon and a sec­ond per­for­mance for the adult au­di­ence af­ter din­ner. Pyi looked sharply at Min, who nod­ded in agree­ment. Then she ex­plained to me that the land­lady of the inn, a woman of enor­mous pro­por­tions, was se­cretly a lit­tle in love with Pyi and fucked him af­ter din­ner. Pyi thought it was all right, but he was afraid for his old, rot­ten bones. “Wow,” I said, as­ton­ished, “is she re­ally that heavy?” Pyi looked up at the gods and Min said she weighed as much as a young ox. At the end, all three of us laughed that Pyi would sur­vive like ev­ery year. “Do you re­mem­ber,” Pyi snorted with laugh­ter, “how last year the strong oak chair col­lapsed un­der us and we had to carry on fuck­ing on the floor?” Min laughed heartily. “And the chil­dren screamed with de­light as if it had been a pre-ar­ranged cir­cus act!” Chil­dren!?  I asked and Min said that the land­lady was a real ex­hi­bi­tion­ist and loved to fuck in front of an au­di­ence. Well, we set off and I was al­ready pretty ex­cited. 


The old sto­ry­teller was ex­pected in town, he came ev­ery year. And when he ar­rived, the same spec­ta­cle al­ways took place. He was es­corted into the only inn by a crowd of cheer­ing chil­dren. The land­lady, a mas­sive, tall preg­nant woman, was al­ready wait­ing for him and his com­pan­ions with a bowl of rice with spicy mut­ton. She fed him with chop­sticks, sit­ting on his lap, and this time the chair held. 


When the bowl was empty, she lifted up her skirt and the chil­dren cheered and shrieked be­cause they clearly saw her grab his cock and in­sert it into her pussy hole, and she grinned broadly and tri­umphantly at the crowd of chil­dren. She had no pu­bic hair, only a sparse black down. She laughed at the chil­dren who pushed for­ward to see the cock in her pussy hole. She loved to show her­self to the chil­dren, be­cause she was quite per­verted.  She rode him for a short time un­til he said he was still hun­gry. She brought one bowl af­ter an­other, in­serted his cock into her pussy hole and was al­lowed to fuck him for a short time. 


Fi­nally he said he was full. Now the land­lady laughed hap­pily and sank back. The old man grabbed her by the hips and half rose. He fucked her prop­erly for a few min­utes and the chil­dren cheered and screamed in con­fu­sion as he squirted in her pussy hole. He lay down to sleep un­til the first per­for­mance. He had to re­cover un­til the chil­dren’s per­for­mance, be­cause af­ter that he told his story around the camp­fire in front of the as­sem­bled peo­ple, while one girl af­ter the other sat on his lap and let her­self be se­cretly mas­tur­bated un­der her dress.


Pyi Lai came into the cir­cle on the meadow in a long, dark brown cloak and sat down solemnly.  “Chil­dren,” he be­gan in a soft, full voice, “to­day I’m go­ing to tell you a story whose main char­ac­ter is a lit­tle girl like you. But as with all my sto­ries, there is mur­der and man­slaugh­ter and of course a lot of fuck­ing, be­cause that’s part of the world you’ll grow up in. So it’s bet­ter to face the demons early on and get to know them be­fore you grow up and start your own fam­ily. 


Well, the lit­tle and timid ones among you should sit on the lap of a big­ger girl who can ex­plain ev­ery­thing to you in a whis­per. And the braver ones among you, come here to the front row and let your skirts fly, be­cause an old man like me en­joys the sight of your cute lit­tle slits. Yes, good, just come here to the front row, you’re not cow­ardly and cow­ards, are you? And when the story gets very ex­cit­ing, pluck your sweet slits a bit, be­cause that is in­cred­i­bly calm­ing!


And now he let his voice ring out, be­cause there were many adults sit­ting in the rows be­hind the chil­dren. At the chil­dren’s per­for­mance, he couldn’t put a girl on his lap, he needed both hands to ges­ture. His eyes looked at the lit­tle slits and cracks in the front row, heart­warm­ingly at the cracks of the teenagers, which were cov­ered in soft, black­ish, gleam­ing fluff. The fur­ther the juicy, sex-drenched chil­dren’s story pro­gressed, the more dili­gently the lit­tle ones plucked their labia and clits. He was very sat­is­fied, be­cause many a girl’s eyes quickly be­came glassy. He grinned.









The story of the lit­tle girl Mei
and the dragon Lin Popo

 

Mei woke up stunned. She was crouched un­der the roof gable that had saved her life. The earth­quake had flat­tened the whole vil­lage and killed ev­ery­one. Mei tried to crawl out, but she couldn’t. She screamed with all her might un­til she was hoarse. Strong arms grabbed her and dragged her out.


When she was back on her feet, she looked at the de­stroyed house. “They’re all dead,” the man said. She looked at him. He had a par­tially hu­man face, a snout like a wolf, a scaled back like a croc­o­dile. Mei be­gan to be afraid when she saw his cock, it was scaled like his dark green back and long, like a third leg.  The front of his body looked hu­man, he had a strik­ing yel­low cock with a red glans, the thin fore­skin was light green. His balls, re­ally big, were a glit­ter­ing blue. Mei was afraid of this big cock.


“You don’t need to be afraid,” he said kindly and took the 14-year-old girl by the hand, “come with me!” They walked a few steps, then he said, “I have to make my­self in­vis­i­ble, peo­ple are com­ing!” In fact, peo­ple from the area came, with greed in their eyes, they would rum­mage through the ru­ins for gold and sil­ver. Mei walked cry­ing, hold­ing the hand of the in­vis­i­ble man, deep into the en­chanted for­est. He be­came vis­i­ble again and smiled kindly. “I saw your dead par­ents and your 7 broth­ers, they are all dead.” Mei nod­ded through tears. Just a few hours ago she had let her broth­ers fuck her, and the thought of it made her smile de­spite the tears. “Hope­fully they didn’t have to suf­fer much,” she said. The man nod­ded.  “They were crushed in a split sec­ond,” he said qui­etly, “they didn’t feel any­thing any­more!” Mei won­dered how he could know that, but he was some­thing ex­tra­or­di­nary, that was im­me­di­ately clear to her. Some­one who looked half like a croc­o­dile, who could make him­self in­vis­i­ble, could know so much.


An hour later they came to a small lake. “This is where I live,” he said sim­ply. She saw a large rock on the bank that jut­ted out into the wa­ter. He led her into a cave whose en­trance was hid­den be­hind thick bushes. He took off Mei’s clothes and washed her naked body with a rag. He washed her small, bud­ding breasts and the light down over her pussy. “You are a very beau­ti­ful girl,” he said, “I can see that you have al­ready fucked many!” But Mei shook her head, “No, not many, only my broth­ers!”  He nod­ded, “okay, that’s fine. I didn’t mean to say that you’re a whore.” Mei’s eyes filled with tears again. She thought of her broth­ers, who had fucked her just a few hours ago. Her mother had al­lowed it be­cause the boys had to cum ev­ery day and there were no girls in the neigh­bor­hood. The boys had of course also fucked the neigh­bors when the man was out, and the neigh­bors were very will­ing to get such pow­er­ful guys be­tween their thighs, all 7 of them.


“My name is Mei, Mei’Lan,” she said, “the youngest child of the hon­or­able Mrs. Mei’Lan.” The man bowed prop­erly and looked at Mei’s pussy. “I am Lin Popo, which means mag­nif­i­cent blos­som. My par­ents, like all drag­ons, were very unimag­i­na­tive when it came to names for their chil­dren,” he laughed kindly. “Yes, I am a dragon man, half hu­man and half dragon, as you can see. I live a very se­cluded life here and usu­ally only a few women from the vil­lages visit me to get fucked. Among other things, I have the gift of see­ing in their eyes whether they are ready to con­ceive, which is why they come to get fucked and then quickly run home to get their hus­bands to mount them and fuck them. They like to get fucked by us drag­ons, the hu­man women, be­cause we drag­ons can fuck for a very long time and with a lot of en­durance. But they can’t get preg­nant by us, un­for­tu­nately.”  He pon­dered for a mo­ment.


“Your mother’s name was Mei’Lan, right? I once knew a sweet young woman named Mei’Lan, she of­ten came to me to fuck, if I’m not mis­taken. She must have had eight chil­dren, I think.” Mei looked at him in sur­prise. “My mother al­ways said that we are the chil­dren of the dragon, but I only saw it metaphor­i­cally. Maybe she re­ally be­lieved that she was preg­nant by the dragon?” Lin Popo shook his head and nod­ded. “Yes, she did, she didn’t want to be­lieve that we drag­ons can’t fa­ther hu­man chil­dren! She came to me to fuck for years, your sweet mother!” Lin Popo stared into the flames of the small fire.  “I am 946 years old,” he con­tin­ued, “I have fucked all the em­presses and no­ble ladies of the Chi­nese em­per­ors, that is my des­tiny. I sneak into the palace in­vis­i­bly and then fuck the em­press, ev­ery em­press. Most of them de­test the les­bian love­mak­ing to which they are con­demned in the women’s house. They scream with de­light and plea­sure when I fuck them and they have or­gasm af­ter or­gasm. But that is my des­tiny, I like do­ing it, be­cause the em­peror shows a lot of taste when he mar­ries one. It is a pity for them that he keeps her strictly un­der lock and key, but then they have me and are happy for a few weeks un­til I have to move on.”


Mei lis­tened with great in­ter­est, she had never seen an em­peror or em­press be­fore. But she could well imag­ine the life of these im­pris­oned women. Lin Popo laughed.  “When an em­press had fucked me, she got a taste for it. She then did ev­ery­thing she could to lure men into her bed­room, and many princes and princesses were born from the for­bid­den act.”


 He laughed hap­pily. “Em­peror Meng, our ex­cel­lent prince, is ac­tu­ally the off­spring of a hunter who smug­gled him­self into Em­press Minh’s bed for years.” He slapped his thighs, he was laugh­ing so hard. His cock had be­come very stiff when he told him about this em­press who had tied him to her bed for a whole month, she was a very pas­sion­ate woman! Mei asked shyly if she should do it to him? She was just cu­ri­ous, of course. Lin Popo laughed, “but of course!” Mei grabbed the yel­low cock boldly, it was big­ger than any she had ever held in her hand.


“Just rub the light green fore­skin,” he said, “slowly and firmly. The cock will turn red, then rub re­ally quickly and make me cum, okay?” Mei nod­ded. The cock grew in her fist the more she rubbed it.  It changed color from yel­low to red­dish and to a dark, rich car­di­nal red. She rubbed it as hard and as fast as she could. Lin Popo smiled at first and twisted his face in plea­sure. Then it spurted into the fire in bright, pur­ple, glit­ter­ing jets. Mei had never seen se­men of this color be­fore. Lin Popo calmed down and his cock shrank and turned yel­low again. He nod­ded very con­tent­edly, Mei had done him very well. “Un­for­tu­nately, I can’t mas­tur­bate a hu­man woman,” he said with re­gret in his voice, “just look at my paws, they are only suit­able for hunt­ing. And I had to get used to re­tract­ing my claws when I wasn’t hunt­ing. When I was a young man, my claws tore the backs of many hu­man women when we fucked, many died be­cause of me un­til I learned to re­tract my claws.” 


Mei took a paw in her hand.  No, you couldn’t rub a clit with it, not at all. “But that doesn’t mat­ter, Mas­ter Lin,” she said with a mis­chievous grin, “I pre­fer to do it my­self any­way, at night. Ev­ery night.” Lin Popo nod­ded and stretched out and dozed a lit­tle. Then he went hunt­ing, he brought a rab­bit, wild berries and two ap­ples. Mei ate with plea­sure, the dragon brought good food ev­ery day. He ate once a week at the most, and then he had roast veni­son. At lunch he al­ways lay in the pond and floated on his back. Mei sat on his stom­ach and dan­gled her legs in the wa­ter. She loved play­ing with the yel­low cock and the blue glit­ter­ing balls.  He let her do as she pleased, he never stopped her when she mas­tur­bated him with her fist and made him squirt pur­ple into the pond.


Mei asked him shyly how it was that he was half hu­man and half dragon if drag­ons can­not fa­ther hu­man chil­dren!? He smiled.  “Drag­ons, no, that’s true. But dragon women could have a hy­brid un­der cer­tain cir­cum­stances. My mother was such a hy­brid, my fa­ther was a man, a lonely trap­per. He caught my mother in a trap, kept her cap­tive and fucked her ev­ery day. He loved her very much be­cause she had a small and tight pussy that fit his cock well. I know that be­cause I fucked her long af­ter he died. She had one hy­brid af­ter an­other, in­clud­ing me. She taught us, her chil­dren, to fuck very early on. I con­stantly fucked my sis­ters, who were half hu­man. That was a thou­sand years ago, in my youth I only fucked hu­man women and only later the first dragon women, that was a long process. But I loved fuck­ing hu­man women all my life, to this day. I only fuck dragon women to in­sem­i­nate them.” Mei nod­ded with sat­is­fac­tion, so she un­der­stood ev­ery­thing. 


One evening, with a thick lump of lust in her throat, Mei asked him if he wanted to fuck her? He looked into her eyes. “You’re not ready to con­ceive,” he said, “you don’t even have your pe­riod yet!” Mei nod­ded, be­cause it was true. But she felt the burn­ing in her pussy, she re­ally wanted to be fucked. “Should I go to a vil­lage and find some­one to fuck?” she asked un­cer­tainly, but Lin Popo waved her off. And so they fucked for the first time. Mei felt his big cock stretch­ing her labia and pen­e­trat­ing her, it was def­i­nitely the big­gest cock she’d ever had, much big­ger than her dad’s, who some­times fucked her se­cretly when her mother wasn’t there. Mei never felt abused or taken ad­van­tage of when her dad or her big broth­ers fucked her. She felt it was a gift she could give them.  Papa had her taught just like her broth­ers, be­cause only ed­u­cated women could de­velop their in­tel­li­gence and go far in life. Of course she was very proud to be Papa’s fa­vorite child.


Mei screamed with plea­sure, she had never cli­maxed as quickly as she did now, her or­gasm made her squirm and writhe like a trout in a trap. He asked sev­eral times if she had had enough, but she waved him off, again and again, please! He con­tin­ued to fuck her care­fully un­til she was com­pletely ex­hausted, then he squirted in thick, solid jets. 


Mei snug­gled up to the dragon man, ex­hausted and grate­ful. “Not even my 7 broth­ers have fucked me as well as you, Mas­ter Lin!” she sighed. From now on she let her dragon fuck her as of­ten as she felt like it. Lin Popo watched the night sky and the moon. “We have to leave,” he said, “the an­nual fuck­ing starts tonight!”  Mei didn’t un­der­stand a word, but she sat obe­di­ently on his back. He rose into the air and flew away, with Mei on his scaly back. “I can’t fly too high,” he said in the wind, “at 3,000 me­ters you won’t be able to breathe and you’ll freeze to death!” Mei was ac­tu­ally very cold and fought for ev­ery breath. Af­ter hours they landed in a huge clear­ing, high above the clouds. Hun­dreds of drag­ons could be seen, some that had wings and noth­ing hu­man about them, and many that looked like Lin Popo. They formed a cir­cle, in the mid­dle an old dragon and his part­ner hun­dreds of years younger. She bent her tail to the side and turned proudly, show­ing ev­ery­one her pussy and strain­ing her vagi­nal mus­cles to make her fuck hole open and close. She was ob­vi­ously a celebrity, the drag­ons were mak­ing horny noises.  The old man ap­proached and she made ev­ery­one moan in amaze­ment as she let the old cock pen­e­trate her young pussy with man­nered move­ments. They started to fuck and ev­ery­one else did too. The drag­ons fucked for 3 hours, then the fe­males were ready and opened their in­sides so that the males could squirt their se­men over their balls. 


Mei was amazed at how dif­fer­ent the pussies of the dragon women were. Some had arm-thick labia and huge pussies with holes as wide as a child’s head. Oth­ers, how­ever, had only small labia and small holes. They bent their cocks to the side, the males mounted them from be­hind and fucked them in the holes from be­hind. Many of the fe­males had clit that were as thick as a thumb and very long. The fe­males tapped their paws on the clit, which stood out stiff and squirt­ing when they cli­maxed.  Mei watched the gen­eral fuck­ing with cu­rios­ity and horni­ness. The whole sit­u­a­tion was in­cred­i­bly lust­ful, be­cause as soon as one cou­ple had fin­ished fuck­ing, both went off in dif­fer­ent di­rec­tions to find a new part­ner. Mei didn’t count, of course, but some males fucked 5 or more fe­males in turn. The fuck­ing lasted un­til sun­rise, then they scat­tered to the four winds. Lin Popo flew back to the lake with Mei. Lin Popo told Mei that he al­ways chose the youngest to mate with be­cause he loved the tighter pussies. He had fucked half a dozen young fe­males that night and in­sem­i­nated their balls, he said proudly. 


“They hatch from the eggs in a year,” he ex­plained, “in the last few thou­sand years we started to live on our own and the moth­ers raised the young alone. Young peo­ple learn to fuck very early, only girls don’t open their in­ner parts so that they don’t get preg­nant.” That made sense to Mei, but she had a ques­tion. “Yes,” Lin Popo replied thought­fully, “only very few of the boys grew up. And when they grow up, and there are al­ways only a few, they look for a ter­ri­tory and live in se­cret. I am one of the few who look al­most hu­man and are not afraid to fuck hu­man women.” That was true, Mei had al­ways hid­den when women came to her for­est. They were the wives of the baker, the wa­ter car­rier, the farmer or the black­smith. They let Lin Popo fuck them prop­erly for an hour or two and hur­ried home when they were ready to con­ceive.  Oth­er­wise they came day af­ter day and let the dragon man fuck them un­til they were fer­tile.


Lin Popo asked Mei if she wanted to go with him to the em­press. It was the young em­press, whom he had never fucked be­fore. They flew to the im­pe­rial palace and he grabbed Mei’s hands so that they both be­came in­vis­i­ble. They got to the em­press’s bed­room un­seen, who was mak­ing les­bian love with a maid. Lin Popo waited pa­tiently un­til the two young girls, the more dis­tin­guished of whom was the em­press, had fin­ished fuck­ing. Mei opened her eyes wide be­cause she had never seen a girl fuck an­other girl’s clit with her clit. But when the ser­vant had gone out, Lin Popo made him­self vis­i­ble. The vir­gin em­press was fright­ened at first and shyly cov­ered her naked­ness. But Lin Popo hyp­no­tized her so that she agreed to fuck.  The em­press was ac­tu­ally still a vir­gin, be­cause the em­peror was old and weak. The em­press agreed shyly and cau­tiously.


Mei put her face di­rectly in front of the em­press’s pussy, be­cause she had never seen de­flow­er­ing up close be­fore; her own ex­pe­ri­ence was years ago, when her fa­ther de­flow­ered her in the for­est at the age of 11. He had asked if she re­ally wanted it, but she just nod­ded with­out un­der­stand­ing. She had closed her eyes when he en­tered with a jerk. He im­me­di­ately con­tin­ued fuck­ing her so that she did not feel the pain be­cause his big cock al­most burst her lit­tle pussy. At home he men­tioned it briefly to the mother, who was quite happy that she could hand the task over to her daugh­ter, be­cause the boys wanted to cum in­side at least once a day. She was happy to leave that to her daugh­ter, al­though it was still quite a long time be­fore she no longer had to hold up her mother’s pussy.  It took a whole year, dur­ing which the boys, mother and daugh­ter, were fucked side by side, un­til the boys were ex­hausted. 


Mei grabbed Lin Popo’s cock and in­serted it into the em­press’s pussy. A short, firm tug and then the em­press was de­flow­ered. Mei stayed ly­ing there while he fucked the em­press. She didn’t have to help with her fin­ger, she had a strong, horny or­gasm and screamed with plea­sure, be­cause she or­gasmed for an­other hour. They stayed in the em­press’s bed for 5 days, and she let him fuck her ev­ery hour. The em­press liked to show Mei how to fuck clit to clit, and Mei let her fuck her un­til she fainted, be­cause the em­press was a true mas­ter at it. Af­ter the 5 days were up, they said goodT­shü and flew back to the lake un­seen. Mei was so grate­ful that she had seen the im­pe­rial palace and the em­press. “And you liked be­ing fucked by the clit too, I guess?”  asked Lin Popo, grin­ning cheek­ily across her face.


One of the taller girls could no longer stand the ten­sion, leaned back into the lap of the per­son sit­ting be­hind her and spread her knees. She mas­tur­bated for only half a minute, then she twitched and thrashed in or­gasm. Pyi had in­ter­rupted the story for a minute and, like all the chil­dren, stared at the mas­tur­bat­ing girl, who was prob­a­bly 16 years old. He con­tin­ued the story. But now the spell was bro­ken, many a girl sighed and sank back and mas­tur­bated, unashamedly or shyly.


Day af­ter day, the women from the area came to be fucked by the dragon man. Mei usu­ally hid in the bushes, but she liked to watch the fuck­ing. Lin Popo asked the women if they liked to fuck clit to clit. There were very few of them, but Lin Popo beck­oned Mei over and she liked to let the woman fuck her. Very few were as skilled as the vir­gin em­press, but Mei still en­joyed fuck­ing the women very much. In grat­i­tude, Lin Popo fucked the woman again af­ter­wards, this time in Mei’s pres­ence.


Lin Popo had to fol­low his des­tiny. The lo­cal king had a queen, a fat, plump woman that he had never been al­lowed to fuck. She loved sex with her maids, she loved mas­tur­bat­ing more than any­thing, but she never let a man fuck her. Lin Popo knew that she was still a vir­gin, but he was des­tined to fuck the queen.  He took Mei pig­gy­back and flew to the palace, he made her and him­self in­vis­i­ble and they sneaked into the queen’s bed­room.


 Lin Popo re­mained in­vis­i­ble un­til the queen had mas­tur­bated to ex­haus­tion, only then did he show him­self. Be­fore she could scream, he hyp­no­tized her. She let him put her in the fuck po­si­tion, but she re­sisted be­ing fucked vi­o­lently. Mei lay be­tween the thick thighs to see the de­flow­er­ing up close. Mei placed his cock in the right po­si­tion and he had to stun her with a punch. A short, firm jerk and the fat queen was de­flow­ered. Lin Popo fucked her to the bone, but when she awoke from un­con­scious­ness, she kicked free and screamed with all her might. There was only a brief mo­ment to make him­self in­vis­i­ble. The queen screamed that a devil had raped her and the king spread her fuck hole to take a look.  Yes, in­deed, she had only re­cently been de­flow­ered. She was com­pletely out of her el­e­ment and let the king fuck her for the first time. She was very ashamed of it, but she was still un­der Lin’s hyp­no­sis and had to let the em­peror fuck her to the max. Lin Popo and Mei re­mained in­vis­i­ble all day, the queen let her fa­vorite maid fuck her and dozed off. Now Lin Popo at­tacked her again and fucked her un­til she was in­sane. With her or­gasm, the ef­fect of the hyp­no­sis dis­ap­peared, she screamed bloody mur­der and that she had been fucked by the devil again. The king be­lieved her, be­cause she low­ered her eyes shyly and sub­mis­sively when he fucked her again. Lin Popo fucked her for a week, then he let Mei mount her and flew back to the lake. 


The queen shouted at the king that he had to pur­sue and kill the devil. The king obeyed, had the blood­hounds take up the trail and set off with a force of 200 men. The trail ended at the lake in the en­chanted for­est. They re­turned, per­plexed, and the queen again let the king fuck her to the bone. She grad­u­ally got used to be­ing fucked. 


Lin Popo had just re­turned from hunt­ing and was at­tacked when he wanted to en­ter the cave. He was able to make him­self in­vis­i­ble and dis­ap­peared; the sol­diers only found Mei sleep­ing. They raped the sup­posed dragon woman day and night. Mei only found the pow­er­less­ness and be­ing at the mercy of oth­ers hu­mil­i­at­ing; she eas­ily en­dured be­ing fucked by so many men. She was used to be­ing fucked with Lin Popo’s big cock, and the men’s cocks were much smaller and not ef­fec­tive enough in com­par­i­son. The king was the only one who did not take part in the gen­eral fuck­ing of the dragon woman.  He sat on the bank of the pond and pon­dered. Was he mis­taken or were the men dis­ap­pear­ing one af­ter the other? Yes, that must have been how it was, one af­ter the other they dis­ap­peared, he only found sad re­mains at the edge of the for­est or float­ing in the lake. The next day half of his army had al­ready dis­ap­peared, here and there a mu­ti­lated body was found, torn to pieces by a tiger or a pan­ther. Res­o­lutely, the king or­dered them to leave and re­turn to the palace. Mei was taken away in chains and locked be­hind bars. 


The queen said yes, she was the wife of the devil who had dis­hon­ored her for a week. She wanted to cut Mei’s throat straight away, but the king fell into her arms. She was the bait to catch the devil. He had in­ter­ro­gated his wife for hours in pri­vate, she had to de­scribe the dragon man to him in great de­tail.  The half-hu­man face with the wolf’s snout and fangs, the paws with the huge claws, the croc­o­dile’s back and the croc­o­dile’s tail, prob­a­bly two me­ters long. His yel­low man-cock, big­ger than any she had ever seen, the bright red glans that shone through the lime green fore­skin, and the large, blue, glit­ter­ing balls. The king made her re­peat the de­scrip­tion for days un­til he was sure. She had to de­scribe the de­flow­er­ing and the weeks of fuck­ing in de­tail, as well as the pink se­men that the devil squirted in thick, solid jets. So hard that she flinched with each jet. Only now was the king sat­is­fied, be­cause he had seen the pink se­men in her fuck hole him­self. She said that the devil was in­vis­i­ble and only be­came vis­i­ble for fuck­ing, just like his young wife. 


Lin Popo moved in­vis­i­bly in the palace and waited for the right op­por­tu­nity.  Mei was re­peat­edly fucked in prison, but she whis­pered qui­etly that it didn’t bother her. She couldn’t see Lin Popo, but some­times she felt his breath on her neck or heard him whis­per qui­etly. It was only af­ter days that the op­por­tu­nity came. He stran­gled one guard af­ter the other when there was still con­fu­sion af­ter the guard change, then he grabbed the bunch of keys and freed Mei. He im­me­di­ately made her in­vis­i­ble and brought her home to the lake. The king knew where the cave was, but he couldn’t find any­one to ac­com­pany him there, to the deadly for­est. The two re­mained un­mo­lested. Once a year, Lin Popo went to the palace and fucked the queen all night long. As the years went by, she stopped re­sist­ing and just let the un­be­liev­able hap­pen. Just as in­dif­fer­ently as she let the king fuck her ev­ery night, who was se­cretly grate­ful to the devil for se­duc­ing his wife into fuck­ing.  He left the bed­room and slept in the sta­ble when Lin Popo showed up and wanted to fuck his wife. The king rec­og­nized Lin Popo, of course, and his wife was not ex­ag­ger­at­ing, he had never seen such a big cock ei­ther. 


Once a year, Quiqueg, a young dragon woman who was in love with Lin Popo, came by. She only came to fuck, she bent her croc­o­dile tail to the side and let Lin Popo fuck her from be­hind. She was very pa­tient when Mei looked at her pussy up close and ex­am­ined it with her fin­gers. Mei looked deep into her vagina, to the mem­brane be­hind which the ma­ture eggs were wait­ing to be fer­til­ized. She al­lowed Mei to mas­tur­bate her 15 cm long clit while fuck­ing her. The fuck­ing did not last as long as with oth­ers, af­ter an hour and a half Quiqeg was highly aroused and opened the in­ner mem­brane for fer­til­iza­tion. Mei’s hand was al­ready very tired af­ter an hour and a half, but she al­ways man­aged to bring the dragon woman to or­gasm. Lin Popo had hunted a deer and ate it to­gether with his lover, who then flew away again. He slept for 20 hours af­ter the ex­haust­ing mat­ing.  Oth­er­wise he was not so ex­hausted, even if he had mated with a dozen hu­man women one af­ter the other.


The years passed qui­etly, Mei was 20, 25 and thirty. She had a good hus­band who fucked her as of­ten as she wanted and she did not re­gret for a mo­ment that she did not have a child of her own. A decade ago, when the king had cap­tured her and she had been fucked by hun­dreds of men, she had be­come preg­nant, but the fe­tus was aborted af­ter a few weeks. She did not mourn for a mo­ment, as she did not know which of the hun­dred men was the fa­ther.


She only fell in love once, at 21, with the strong-willed Mas­ter Zhong, the royal hunter. He dis­cov­ered the cave and Mei, who was wait­ing for Lin Popo to re­turn from hunt­ing. He was im­me­di­ately en­chanted by the pretty naked girl, they did not need many words and fucked for 14 days.  Lin Popo stayed in the back­ground and hummed con­tent­edly, be­cause Mei seemed hap­pier than ever. Un­for­tu­nately, the whole thing only lasted two weeks, there were dis­cus­sions, ar­gu­ments and, in the end, bad words. Mei was glad when he left be­cause the ar­gu­ment was over with him. But she was de­pressed for a month and didn’t laugh, no mat­ter what Lin Popo did. Only af­ter 4 weeks did she lie down with Lin Popo and let him fuck her thor­oughly, af­ter which she was as happy as be­fore. But she never fell in love again.


They stayed to­gether their whole lives, ev­ery year they ex­pe­ri­enced the big fuck above the clouds, the an­nual fuck­ing of the queen and the many women who came to the for­est to get fucked. One morn­ing she didn’t wake up.  Lin Popo dug her a grave on the lake shore, as hu­mans do.


He could no longer stay in the cave where he and Mei had spent their lives.


He moved on and looked for a new cave, a new lake.


Pyi cleared his throat, emp­tied the wooden mug of thin beer in one go and stood up. Only a few of the older girls ap­plauded, the younger ones didn’t know it. But they screamed and cheered and shouted, they wanted to hear a lot more about fuck­ing! Pyi grinned from ear to ear and promised to tell an­other juicy, hearty chil­dren’s story next year. He went back to the inn with Min and me and lay down on the ka’ang, the Chi­nese tiled stove with a sleep­ing sur­face, to rest for the evening. I snug­gled up with Min to es­cape the land­lady’s lust­ful glances. I didn’t even want to imag­ine fuck­ing such a fat gi­ant­ess! 


I lay with my head in Min’s fra­grant lap and I be­came al­most painfully aware of how close I had come to her, how much I loved this child-woman.  I had not been in love for many years and this tin­gling in my stom­ach and heart was fa­mil­iar but no longer ha­bit­ual. Most re­cently I had been in love with the young em­press, the third wife of the kind Em­peror Zhuo. She was a slutty woman, a man-eat­ing mon­ster of ex­tra­or­di­nary beauty. But af­ter a few weeks she got tired of my fuck­ing and looked for some­one else. In­tel­lec­tu­ally I un­der­stood the de­vel­op­ment, but emo­tion­ally my heart broke. And now I was ly­ing in the lap of this won­der­ful child-woman and was in love with her, al­though I had done noth­ing to win her over. I had her ev­ery night, but I could never re­ally have her. She wiped the tears from the cor­ners of my eyes with­out ask­ing what I was suf­fer­ing from.  She prob­a­bly knew long be­fore I did.


The au­di­ence area on the lawn be­hind the inn was packed to the brim, the land­lady, dressed only in a hip-length, friv­o­lous shirt, poured drinks like crazy and made a lot of money do­ing it, she had no time to get hold of her sto­ry­teller’s cock again. She might have been re­jected, be­cause Pyi had al­ready fucked her at lunch and didn’t feel like re­peat­ing it.


The lawn be­hind the inn was jam-packed. Pyi had felt the girls’ bod­ies un­der their clothes, his fin­ger­tips saw more than many eyes. He nod­ded con­tent­edly and chose the girls and the or­der. “But you have to hold back, I shouldn’t cum while I’m telling the story, okay?” The girls nod­ded and ran out with the other chil­dren. Pyi took his time be­fore he walked into the cir­cle and sat down on the fold­ing chair.  A waiter brought a huge wooden mug of thin beer so he could keep his voice smooth. He stood up and be­gan.  


“Dear peo­ple, this evening’s story will be a lit­tle longer, but it is about one of our na­tional hero­ines, un­cen­sored of course, so I will not with­hold the juicy, sappy and sex­ual ad­ven­tures of our hero­ine from you. How­ever, at one of my last lec­tures there were com­plaints to the prud­ish lo­cal mayor. Af­ter I asked the women to hold on to the man sit­ting next to them be­cause of the hor­rific scenes, the women buried their hands in the folds of their seat neigh­bors’ pants and be­haved in­de­cently there. And in the back rows there was for­ni­ca­tion and ran­dom cop­u­la­tion, un­heard of! So, dear women, hold on to the man sit­ting next to you any­way, but avoid com­mit­ting in­de­cent acts in the folds of your pants, at least hide it, be­cause I don’t like these small-minded com­plaints. And you at the back­rows, dear boys, mate with the girls and women a lit­tle more dis­creetly, be­cause I don’t like the com­plaints… well, I’ve al­ready said that.”  Pyi’s lips played with a cheeky, re­ally cheeky smile as he sat down and be­gan the story.









The story of the hero­ine Mu­lan



The earth­quake lasted less than 2 min­utes. Chai, who was sit­ting on the fold­ing chair at the ta­ble and study­ing the re­ports again, re­mained sit­ting qui­etly, watch­ing the 2 torches that il­lu­mi­nated the tent. The great­est dan­ger was that they would tip over and start a fire. A few pieces of equip­ment, as well as his spear and his two swords, fell over, but noth­ing else hap­pened. He re­mained sit­ting for a while, but the earth had calmed down and the heav­ens had not col­lapsed. Chai took a torch in his hand and the short sword, just in case.


He stepped out of the tent. “Re­port!” he shouted in a com­mand­ing voice, “Re­port!” Half-dressed and naked peo­ple came out of the other tents, call­ing one af­ter the other that there were no dead or in­jured. One shouted, “Com­man­der, Har­al­dur ran from the guard into the vil­lage with 12 men!”  He breathed a sigh of re­lief, no dead, no wounded. “If they come back, let me know!” his com­mand echoed, then he went back into his tent. He picked ev­ery­thing up again and fin­ished read­ing the re­port, then he put the pa­pers aside and ate his evening meal, flat­bread and a cold chicken leg. He drank a cup of wine and waited.


Har­al­dur, the gi­ant, en­tered the tent, fol­lowed by guards. The gi­gan­tic guy was car­ry­ing a child or a girl or a naked woman in his arms, it was dif­fi­cult to es­ti­mate. Har­al­dur looked at his friend. “We counted 18 dead in the vil­lage, about 25 slightly in­jured. They are well cared for. I found this girl in the rub­ble of her house, she is only un­con­scious but oth­er­wise un­harmed. Un­for­tu­nately, her hus­band is dead.” Har­al­dur low­ered his voice and whis­pered, “They were just fuck­ing when the house col­lapsed.”  The Nordic gi­ant looked around, Chai pointed to his sleep­ing mat and Har­al­dur gen­tly laid the un­con­scious girl on it. 


Chai took a cloak from the hook and cov­ered the naked woman. He or­dered one of his sol­diers to get two women with wa­ter and rags to wash the girl. He sent ev­ery­one out ex­cept Har­al­dur. He sat down on the fold­ing chair and Har­al­dur sat on his chest. “We combed the vil­lage, we left the dead ly­ing there, we brought the wounded to the vil­lage square. There are enough vil­lagers there to take care of ev­ery­thing. I heard a quiet whim­per and found this one. She was just rid­ing her old man, his cock was still in her hole.” Har­al­dur grinned. “What a lust­ful death! Your girl rides you, you cum and the house kills you! What a hot death! Bleed­ing to death in the dirt of a bat­tle­field with a spear in your stom­ach is def­i­nitely not that hot.”  They chat­ted for a few more min­utes, then two women came to wash the girl, Har­al­dur left.


Chai stayed seated and looked at the girl. She had a beau­ti­ful, slim body, a flaw­less Chi­nese face and waist-length black hair. Her breasts seemed vir­ginal to him and above her soiled pu­bic fold there was a very del­i­cate touch of downy black pu­bic hair, he loved that. He watched with great in­ter­est as the women washed her clean with rags and spread her labia with their fin­gers to clean her pussy. The women looked un­cer­tain, they hadn’t brought any clothes with them. He nod­ded, he must have some­thing and rum­maged in his chest. 


He fi­nally found a clean, white shirt that he had looted some­where on the cam­paign. They put it on her, it reached down to her thighs.  The women cov­ered the girl with his blan­ket and whis­pered that she was ap­par­ently com­pletely un­harmed, just un­con­scious. He thanked the women and let them go. They had been cap­tured in one of the last vil­lages and had to lie with the con­queror, but they would be re­leased in the next vil­lage if he cap­tured an­other woman. The sol­diers al­ways did this, the vil­lagers knew this and rode be­hind the bag­gage train ev­ery day to col­lect the re­leased girls and women. It was ex­tremely rare for a girl to lose her life, on the con­trary, many were al­ready car­ry­ing new life in their wombs as a gift from heaven and the im­pe­rial troops. 


Chai stayed sit­ting on the fold­ing chair all night, he worked through all the pa­pers and that was ac­tu­ally very sat­is­fy­ing. He wrote a page in his war di­ary, the Em­peror Long was very metic­u­lous and read through the records of all the com­man­ders dur­ing the cam­paign. The Em­peror had re­formed the mil­i­tary ranks, Chai was a cap­tain and com­man­der at 34 years old, he would be a gen­eral in 4 or 5 years and would get a good salary. That was enough to get mar­ried and start a fam­ily. So far he had no steady part­ner, he was con­stantly on duty and picked flow­ers by the side of the road like all sol­diers.


The girl mum­bled in her sleep and kicked her­self out of the warm blan­ket. She lay there with her legs bent, her pussy ex­posed. Her fin­gers gen­tly stroked her clearly vis­i­ble clit for hours with­out mas­tur­bat­ing. He no­ticed her slight trem­bling and shak­ing when she had a slight or­gasm in her dream.  She smiled and mur­mured and con­tin­ued to stroke the clit un­til early morn­ing. He had rarely seen women mas­tur­bate, only the no­ble women at court mas­tur­bated while fuck­ing be­cause it was con­sid­ered de­cent and de­sir­able. The com­mon women and girls did not mas­tur­bate while fuck­ing, they only mas­tur­bated af­ter­wards or when the man had al­ready fallen asleep. Chai’s head sank onto the ta­ble and he slept with his face on his fore­arm.


The clat­ter of the break­fast dishes woke him up. “It’s ter­ri­ble weather, Gen­eral,” said the pris­oner who had brought his break­fast, “they say the rain will con­tinue for an­other 3 or 4 days, the roads are muddy and im­pass­able for the carts, they say.” Chai knew ex­actly who this ‘man’ was, she had over­heard the group lead­ers’ con­ver­sa­tions as usual, that was fine. He said she should bring a sec­ond break­fast, ev­ery day, un­til he was alone again.  She cast a cu­ri­ous glance at the half-naked girl and nod­ded un­der­stand­ingly. The woman was re­li­able, she had been with the troops for months and seemed to have no in­ter­est in be­ing re­leased. 


Chai knelt down next to the girl and stroked her face. “Where am I, who are you, sir?” she asked when she woke up and he said she was safe with him, there was break­fast and he would ex­plain ev­ery­thing to her. They sat down at the ta­ble, he cleared away the pa­pers and watched her, she was ob­vi­ously hun­gry. He only ate one bite and pushed his food to­wards her. He said he was the com­man­der of this troop, his name was Chai, Cap­tain Chai. He had 50 sol­diers and a good 200 or 250 other peo­ple who sup­plied the troops or were traders who trav­eled un­der the pro­tec­tion of the troops. 


There had been an earth­quake dur­ing the night, there were 20 dead and many de­stroyed houses in the vil­lage.  “Your house col­lapsed too, it killed your hus­band just as you were fuck­ing him. I’m glad you were un­hurt.” She stopped in mid-chew­ing. “Grand­fa­ther is dead? Are you sure?” Tears rolled down her cheeks. “How beau­ti­ful she is,” he thought. “Yes,” he said, “I thought it was your hus­band be­cause you were rid­ing him when the earth­quake came.” The girl looked at him search­ingly. “He was ev­ery­thing to me. Grand­fa­ther and my bi­o­log­i­cal fa­ther and my hus­band. I’m very sad that he’s dead. He was only 64 years old, much too young to die. And the house was our only pos­ses­sion, he was a trader, a good and hard­work­ing man.” She was silent and he said that an old, white-haired woman had also been found dead in the house. “That was Aja, my wet nurse, who lived with us again since my par­ents had an ac­ci­dent in the ravine.” He low­ered his head. “You’ve lost your whole fam­ily.”  She nod­ded and he poured her more tea. “First fin­ish your meal, then tell her ev­ery­thing from the be­gin­ning.” She nod­ded and ate ev­ery­thing, he poured her more tea and said, “We’re stuck here for three or four days in such aw­ful weather. Take your time and tell your life story, from the be­gin­ning.”



 
Who are you, Mu­lan? 




She talked for a long time and left noth­ing out. “My name is Mu­lan, named af­ter the war­rior princess from the fairy tale. I turned 22 just a few weeks ago, we had such a won­der­ful cel­e­bra­tion, …” She paused to wipe away her tears.  “Grand­fa­ther pre­pared me to take over his busi­ness one day. He taught me read­ing, writ­ing, arith­metic, ac­count­ing for goods and in­ven­tory, and Man­darin, the of­fi­cial lan­guage. He was a very good and con­sci­en­tious teacher. On my 20th birth­day, he said I had now learned ev­ery­thing well and I was al­lowed to run his busi­ness for a while.”


“My par­ents died when I was four years old, they fell with their horse-drawn cart into the great ravine, a day’s jour­ney from here. I was their only child and grand­fa­ther took me in lov­ingly. My mother was his daugh­ter, whom he had fa­thered with his sis­ter. Un­for­tu­nately, my fa­ther was in­fer­tile, so ev­ery night she lay first with her fa­ther, whom she loved with all her heart, and then with her grand­fa­ther, who thus be­came my bi­o­log­i­cal fa­ther, but she lay with both of them ev­ery night, un­til the last day. My grand­fa­ther took Aja, who had breast­fed me as a baby, to live with us. She be­came my sur­ro­gate mother. She was not very clever and very sim­ple-minded, but she gave me the moth­erly love I was miss­ing and lay ev­ery night with my grand­fa­ther, who needed a woman to fuck. 


I was only 4, I watched the two of them fuck­ing and grand­fa­ther said I should pay close at­ten­tion and learn, one day I would be old enough to fuck and a girl who couldn’t fuck well would  old and lonely. She would, as one could see ev­ery day, piss on the side of the road and mas­tur­bate in pub­lic if no one took pity on her and fucked her quickly and hastily on the side of the road. Only rarely could they scrape to­gether a few cop­per coins for a teenager who would clum­sily fuck them on the side of the road in pub­lic. I saw these un­for­tu­nates ev­ery day and I learned to mas­tur­bate from them as a lit­tle girl.


Grand­fa­ther liked to see me watch them fuck and mas­tur­bate while I was there, he al­ways said that it was very im­por­tant as long as I was too young to fuck. Aja never mas­tur­bated, she only had her or­gasms when fuck­ing her grand­fa­ther and when it didn’t work, she squeezed her clit re­ally, re­ally quickly and trig­gered her or­gasm.


I was never a vir­gin or I don’t re­mem­ber.  Even as a young girl, the fa­vorite game among us neigh­bor­hood chil­dren was to play fuck and squirt. Some­times Aja would catch us, then she would ask if he had squirted yet and would wait calmly un­til the boy had squirted and lead me into the house by the hand. When I turned 14, Grand­fa­ther told Aja and me that he was now go­ing to take me as his real wife. I was ar­ro­gant and con­ceited and didn’t think about poor Aja, who now had to sleep in an­other room and who only came to us once a week and had to beg for sex. But all three of us got along, Aja had an or­gasm once a week be­cause she didn’t mas­tur­bate and the ten­sion was re­leased in a con­cen­trated form in a strong or­gasm when we fucked once a week. 


In the be­gin­ning, Grand­fa­ther and I fucked all night un­til dawn and he taught me how to have an or­gasm with­out mas­tur­bat­ing.  That was quite nor­mal for us in the coun­try, only in the city was it fash­ion­able for women to mas­tur­bate while be­ing fucked. Grand­fa­ther checked that too, but it was very easy, but he said that if I got a city man as a hus­band, I would have to be able to do that per­fectly too. All the fuck­ing would wear off at some point, he said, his greed and his loin strength would di­min­ish with time, and that’s how it was. In the end, it was enough for him to let me fuck him once or twice a week, and I al­ways had to ride him be­cause he was get­ting older. I never gave in to other peo­ple’s temp­ta­tions, I didn’t have to prom­ise him any­thing be­cause I thought it was right to lie with him alone. We lived as hus­band and wife for ten years, and I loved be­ing his wife with all my heart.  And now he’s dead, poor Aja is dead too.”


Chai called for the break­fast woman to bring tea. He and Mu­lan waited in si­lence un­til the woman came with the tea. She smiled at Mu­lan and said that it was very sad that she had lost her hus­band. But ev­ery­thing would be fine, af­ter the aw­ful weather the sun would def­i­nitely come back. Mu­lan said her name and thanked her, those were beau­ti­ful words. When the woman had left, Mu­lan asked if he could tell her a lit­tle about him­self. He said that he wasn’t a tal­ented sto­ry­teller like her and that he didn’t have much to tell. But he would try.



 
I am Chai from Qin




“I come from the King­dom of Qin, I was given a de­cent, av­er­age ed­u­ca­tion like you re­ceived. In ad­di­tion, my fa­ther, who was a cap­tain in the army like his fa­ther and his fa­ther, had me trained in the philo­soph­i­cal works of old mas­ters and sages, as well as in nat­u­ral sci­ences and as­trol­ogy. At 14 I be­came a cadet and learned the art of war from scratch. I ac­tu­ally wanted to join the fa­mous royal guard, but then my fa­ther was trans­ferred to the Ni­hon Em­pire, in the coun­try of Japan, as a mil­i­tary es­cort of the em­bassy. Since I was well ed­u­cated, I was al­lowed to serve un­der him. My mother, my lit­tle sis­ter and our adopted brother Har­al­dur also came with me. 


In ac­cor­dance with lo­cal cus­toms, my mother taught me to only use her hand to ejac­u­late into her mouth un­til I was 12. From 12 she taught me to fuck, al­though she  didn’t like it very much. But for my sake she started fuck­ing again be­cause she had given up with her fa­ther a long time ago. She al­ways let me fuck her with a suf­fer­ing face when I could and wanted to be­cause she re­ally didn’t like be­ing fucked. When­ever she could ar­range it, she had a young, pretty and will­ing maid lie in bed with us and I was al­lowed to fuck the girl un­til I was bone dry. I was of course ex­cited to fuck all our young girls and she was happy that in our so­ci­ety women have to mas­tur­bate when they fuck. At some point I found out that she had been en­thu­si­as­tic about it since she was a child and mas­tur­bated very of­ten ev­ery day. 


We lived in the city of Edo in Japan for three years, but I hardly saw any­thing of Japan, hardly spoke the lan­guage and only rarely got to fuck a Ja­pa­nese girl. Since I shared my room with my 13-year-old sis­ter, we fucked each other un­til we dropped. At that time she could nei­ther mas­tur­bate nor fuck.  I de­flow­ered her and taught her ev­ery­thing; she mas­tur­bated and loved to fuck. Her mother knew about it and agreed, be­cause on the one hand her fa­ther couldn’t pos­si­bly take care of my sis­ter’s sex­ual de­vel­op­ment and on the other hand she was happy to give up fuck­ing.


I worked hard at work and was in­cred­i­bly lucky that we were al­lowed to choose whether we wanted to learn and train with a Chi­nese or a Ja­pa­nese fenc­ing mas­ter. At first it was just cu­rios­ity that I wanted to learn from the Ja­pa­nese fenc­ing mas­ter, harder than oth­ers. I learned to fight with the long and short sword, the katana and the wak­iza­shi, and es­pe­cially how to fight with both. My harsh fa­ther was im­pressed that at the end of my train­ing I was named a samu­rai, cor­re­spond­ing to the higher war­rior sta­tus, so to speak. I kept these two swords from then on and no one laughed at me af­ter the first few fights. They weren’t just bent blades that you could make fun of.  These are ter­ri­bly ef­fec­tive weapons that would put any Chi­nese sword to shame. — Oh, I’m bor­ing you, Mu­lan.” She shook her head, no, that was very in­ter­est­ing, even for some­one who had never held a sword be­fore. Chai con­tin­ued.


“My fa­ther im­me­di­ately rec­og­nized the op­por­tu­nity and pulled many strings, and I was ap­pointed to the Im­pe­rial Guard of Em­peror Long in the cap­i­tal city of Guang’an for 4 years. It was a very hon­or­able, ex­cit­ing task and was well paid, and at the end of my ser­vice I was able to ap­ply to the Im­pe­rial Army as a cap­tain and com­man­der. The Im­pe­rial Guard trained a lot and hard, we lit­er­ally beat in­trud­ers and bands of rob­bers to pieces. Those who were ini­tially doubt­ful were im­pressed by my swords­man­ship with the strange swords and se­ri­ous con­sid­er­a­tion was given to equip­ping part of the guard with Ja­pa­nese swords and mak­ing me their fenc­ing mas­ter, I was not even 25 at the time! It did not hap­pen be­cause many peo­ple hated me since I was the fa­vorite of the very young em­press. 


We in the guard worked shifts and had a lot of free time. I was just as un­in­ter­ested in dice and card games as I was in drunken roam­ing around broth­els. At court there are  Girls and women, loads of them! You just had to make sure you didn’t get caught, oth­er­wise you’d have a duel, a one-on-one fight. I al­ways wanted to fence with sticks, but some pompous pea­cocks re­jected it as child’s play. No, ar­mor and sword, to the death! I only killed a few, most gave up af­ter a se­ri­ous in­jury. I never wore ar­mor, with­out it I was as fast as light­ning. I won hun­dreds of du­els, didn’t lose a sin­gle one, and was never se­ri­ously in­jured. That brought me a cer­tain amount of fame, even Em­peror Long let me go by his side on risky ven­tures. Only once did the em­peror turn to me with a smile. “In your duel with XY, you should have cut off his head, not just two fin­gers! Now I have to put up with the id­iot and hope that one day I’ll have his head cut off.” I was to­tally per­plexed and must have made a face like a sheep in a thun­der­storm, be­cause the em­peror slapped his thighs and laughed loudly.  Later I asked him to please tell me be­fore the duel, but he just smiled good-na­turedly. “That’s what I pay my ex­e­cu­tion­ers for,” he replied. Nev­er­the­less, he al­ways had me as­signed to the four if he only needed a small guard. There were whis­pers that he would watch my du­els, but I never saw him.


Al­though I nat­u­rally prof­ited from the char­ac­ter dam­age to the girls and women at court, I would not de­scribe them as for sale or as pros­ti­tutes. If I was af­ter a par­tic­u­lar woman, I rarely had to waste a lot of time and en­ergy. We came to an agree­ment in no time and then noth­ing stood in the way of the sex­ual ad­ven­ture. Most of the time, how­ever, I was not the driv­ing force; the ladies de­manded it more or less di­rectly, within the frame­work of eti­quette. I don’t want to bore you with anec­dotes now, dear Mu­lan, just this much.  In these four years I have rarely, if ever, slept alone on my mat; even when fight­ing against in­trud­ers or bands of rob­bers, I found a chaste cit­i­zen’s wife or a sweet lit­tle daugh­ter who will­ingly shared my bed with me.”


Chai poured more tea. He looked at Mu­lan with a man’s eyes. She was a re­ally beau­ti­ful girl, even in that over­sized man’s shirt. He had an idea. “Mu­lan, look out­side! The rain has let up a bit, let’s hurry up and buy you some clothes, I want my shirt back!” Mu­lan looked shyly at the ground. “I have no money, Mas­ter Chai. I have noth­ing.” He stood up and took a cloak from the nail. “Put on this gen­eral’s cloak, oth­er­wise you’ll freeze to death. You don’t have to pay any­thing, I’ll gladly in­vite you, or if you don’t want to, the em­peror will in­vite you. You are his sub­ject and he cer­tainly doesn’t want to see you run­ning around naked in the rain!” Mu­lan put the cloak around her. “You’ve al­ready saved my life, Mas­ter Chai,” but he in­ter­rupted her.  “Har­al­dur saved you, not me. We’ll meet him for din­ner, then you can thank him if you like. Now let’s go be­fore the rain changes its mind!” He told his guard that he was go­ing to the back to the mer­chants to buy clothes for the girl. 


Fi­nally, he bought a large sack from the mer­chant so that Mu­lan could store ev­ery­thing in it, shirts, two long dresses, sewing kit, soap and a brush so that she could keep the clothes clean. They went to the mer­chant across the street and bought a pair of short boots and ban­dages that you tied around your feet on long walks. Ev­ery­thing was prac­ti­cal, no un­nec­es­sary trin­kets. Chai was a sol­dier, ev­ery gram too much was too much. He re­fused to ac­cept any­thing as a gift, he was stub­born and nar­row-minded. He ac­cepted a dis­count, but he paid.  Pe­riod.



 
Har­al­dur’s story




Mu­lan changed in the tent, she looked stun­ning. Har­al­dur came, Chai in­tro­duced the two and let them talk, he had to read two re­ports that had just ar­rived. Then they had din­ner and Chai told Har­al­dur’s story.


Har­al­dur was kid­napped and ab­ducted by Rus­sian slave traders in the far west when he was 4 or 5. He grew up to be a mag­nif­i­cent, 2-me­ter-tall, mus­cu­lar bun­dle of bones, with light blond hair and a rust-red beard. He only knew his name, but noth­ing else. He had be­come Chi­nese, could read and write, and had read many books. Dur­ing the day he worked as a black­smith’s as­sis­tant, he had forged him­self a huge sword and swung the heavy steel for an hour be­fore din­ner. He could not af­ford a fenc­ing in­struc­tor, but he had trav­el­ing swords­men show him a few things. 


Chai rode with his fa­ther through the vil­lages to buy horses. At the black­smith’s they saw Har­al­dur and learned that he was a slave and not for sale. The fa­ther said not for sale, so‐so, but how much? The black­smith did not ne­go­ti­ate clum­sily and got the price for two and a half slaves.  The fa­ther asked Har­al­dur which horse he would take for a long ride? He knew which of the new horses he would take and Har­al­dur took ex­actly that one. He could also ride with­out a sad­dle, he said boast­fully, but Chai’s fa­ther had his doubts. The horse had not been bro­ken in yet. The ride ended at the end of the vil­lage. 


Now some­thing mys­te­ri­ous hap­pened, a spec­ta­cle that Chai’s fa­ther talked about for the rest of his life. Har­al­dur dis­mounted, held the horse by the reins and stood in front of it. He gave the horse a few hard slaps and shouted at it. More slaps, punches and shout­ing fol­lowed. Then he calmed down, pressed his face against the horse’s and pulled it by both ears. He mounted com­pletely calmly and for the next three weeks, un­til they were back in Qin, the horse was as meek as a kit­ten.  Chai’s fa­ther watched the new man very closely and asked him if he wanted to be trained in sword fight­ing or if he wanted to go out into the wide world, he was free. Har­al­dur looked down at the com­man­der. He wanted the cer­tifi­cate of free­dom and he wanted to learn the swords­man’s trade from him, but with his own sword. The com­man­der said, “Great, that’s it!” and so it hap­pened. Har­al­dur learned and trained hard. He be­came friends with the com­man­der and Chai, he went with them to Edo and al­ways proved him­self. He had be­come a mas­ter in close com­bat, he swung his sword as if it had no weight and he felled his op­po­nents like a reaper fells wheat. He served in the com­man­der’s unit and when Chai re­turned from the im­pe­rial palace as cap­tain, he joined Chai. They had be­come close friends, al­most like broth­ers, and they cov­ered each other’s backs in bat­tle. Har­al­dur had found a home, a fam­ily and a brother.  But also a good cap­tain, a well-paid job and a team that loved him, feared him and fully re­spected him. He didn’t get in­volved in du­els, he went to his op­po­nent, punched him in the face and picked up the un­con­scious man, the duel was over.


Mu­lan laughed out loud. She grabbed Har­al­dur’s bi­ceps ad­mir­ingly. Chai said with a grin that if she would rather lie with Har­al­dur, then of course! Mu­lan blushed and let go of her sav­ior’s bi­ceps. She shook her head slightly and Har­al­dur protested loudly. He still had the twins in his tent, “No of­fense, Miss Mu­lan, you are truly very de­sir­able, but the twins haven’t shown me all their tricks and se­crets yet.”  Chai laughed qui­etly to him­self, Har­al­dur had let his lit­tle sis­ter lie with him for years, the lit­tle one raved about her lover’s cock and great fuck­ing and she missed him very much now, be­cause he was not one to change horses quickly. 


They had eaten well, drunk a lot and talked a lot. The guard stuck his head in. “Mas­ter Har­al­dur, your women have sent for you. They are ex­pect­ing you im­me­di­ately, right away and im­me­di­ately!” The guard grinned. “Women!” Har­al­dur fin­ished his drink calmly, said goodT­shü and went out into the rain to meet the dou­ble group of women. Chai said they should go to sleep. Be­fore din­ner he had swapped the small mat for a larger one, taken sev­eral silk pil­lows from his chest, from the loot chest and laid down a larger blan­ket. He did it care­fully, he was pre­par­ing for the night, per­haps Mu­lan would no­tice.



 
Sleep with me, lit­tle Mu­lan!




She could put on his shirt or sleep naked like him, mur­mured Chai. She hes­i­tated for a mo­ment, then put the shirt aside.  He quickly slipped un­der the cov­ers and watched her un­dress. She lay close to him, but she was shak­ing slightly. He called to the guard that he had gone to bed and they could go. The guards whis­pered for a while, then trot­ted away in the heavy rain. Chai had put out all but one of the torches and made sure that it was safe to burn all night. 


He put an arm around Mu­lan’s shoul­ders and laid her face on his chest. The tears were drip­ping, but she was com­pletely silent. “You are not a pris­oner, not a prey woman, and not one who is obliged to fuck me. You are wel­come to stay with me if you like, or go out in the rain if you de­test my naked body,” Mu­lan shook her head firmly.  “I know you lost your grand­fa­ther yes­ter­day, you lost your fa­ther and you lost your hus­band too. I can feel how much you are griev­ing for each of them. I have no one to grieve for, but I can feel your pain very well. Stay ly­ing on my chest and grieve!” She nod­ded and snug­gled up close to his body. It was very peace­ful and quiet.


His fin­gers felt one breast, ca­ress­ing the nip­ples, with­out de­mand­ing de­sire. She stroked his chest, his arms, her fin­gers slid over his stom­ach. Her fin­gers searched for his cock. “My God, it’s big!” she whis­pered and she ex­plored, grasped and un­der­stood the cock in the true sense of the word. “Ac­tu­ally, I didn’t want to fuck to­day,” she whis­pered, “you un­der­stand that, don’t you, Mas­ter Chai?” He nod­ded, of course he un­der­stood. She had been feel­ing his cock for what seemed like an eter­nity.  “I think he’s ready to fuck a poor, sad widow,” she whis­pered. He was old enough to see through the girl’s strat­egy. “No, no, he’s hard, sim­ply be­cause his mas­ter got to look at a beau­ti­ful naked girl. But he must obey me, I am the mas­ter and I don’t think of shame­lessly ex­ploit­ing the des­per­a­tion and grief of a poor, griev­ing widow!” He was, damn it, ready to fol­low her step by step in this farce, but not to go one step ahead.


Mu­lan had not yet fin­ished her text in the cha­rade. “It re­ally is a huge thing,” she whis­pered, shud­der­ing, “I only know the cute lit­tle cocks of the neigh­bors’ chil­dren, with whom we play­fully fucked 20 years ago, and my grand­fa­ther’s cock, but that was much smaller. But he still fucked very well and dili­gently. Do all men have cocks that big, Mas­ter Chai?” He pre­tended to think hard. “Many have smaller ones, some just as big and a few even big­ger fight­ing cocks, but they would fuck you sense­less with­out mercy.” She opened the lid fully. “So your cock would be in the up­per third?” He shrugged. “I think right up in the up­per third, just be­low the mon­strous fight­ing cocks! And I have no doubt about it! I bring most girls to or­gasm, not a sin­gle one com­plained un­til yes­ter­day.”  He thought there were only a few pieces left on the chess­board and the poor queen was aim­lessly dodg­ing the in­evitable left and right. 


She was an un­spoiled girl from a small vil­lage, she talked of grief one mo­ment and of fuck­ing the next. Her slap­stick was not so­phis­ti­cated or de­ceit­ful like the messed-up ladies-in-wait­ing he knew in­side and out. She led her­self in­no­cently and straight along the path, fol­low­ing the light with­out see­ing the lamp di­rectly. Among the hun­dreds of girls he had known, he had per­haps had a hand­ful who fol­lowed the light in a sim­i­larly in­no­cent way and with trust in God. These were all young girls who had been mar­ried to in­fer­tile men and now lay down with the fa­mous chai, seek­ing help and full of trust. All they wanted was a baby, moth­er­hood, sal­va­tion from the curse that had fallen upon them through no fault of their own and con­demned their lives.  He changed horses ev­ery day, but he treated these soft, del­i­cate crea­tures with chivalry. They lay in his arms sev­eral times a day, for a whole month, un­til they cov­ered his face with a thou­sand grate­ful kisses be­cause they were fi­nally preg­nant.


Mu­lan let go of his cock in shock. “Why are you cry­ing, Mas­ter Chai?” and wiped away his tears with her hand. “Your in­no­cent, lov­ing na­ture re­minded me of a hand­ful of girls who had moved me deeply.” He took her hand and placed it on his cock again. He dared to step for­ward.  “Among the thou­sands of girls who have lain down with me, there were only a hand­ful who moved me so much that they still move me to tears to­day. Fate cheated them and laughed at the poor girls. Their hus­bands, all of them false sil­ver ships, robbed them of moth­er­hood, which they con­sid­ered to be part of their hap­pi­ness in life. I gave my juice to these won­der­ful girls un­til they were preg­nant. Spit­ting in the face of de­ceit­ful men and heart­less fate is more beau­ti­ful than any or­gasm.” Mu­lan, who was again rub­bing his cock care­fully and gen­tly, smiled. “You are a good per­son, Mas­ter Chai. I can­not have chil­dren yet, I am 22 and have never had a pe­riod. I have thought about it for the last few years, but if it is the will of the spir­its and gods, then so be it.” She thought for a mo­ment.  “I have been stroking my clit for 20 min­utes to calm it down. It is scream­ing like a stub­born child af­ter an or­gasm. The even fibers of my body are scream­ing just as cheek­ily, they also want to fuck, fuck and or­gasm. The odd fibers, how­ever, are against it, I have just lost my hus­band. Mas­ter Har­al­dur was against me giv­ing my hus­band a fi­nal kiss on the lips, be­cause this mighty war­rior has the heart of a lamb! The earth­quake crushed grand­fa­ther’s face so badly that there were no lips left that I could have kissed. He buried him af­ter or­der­ing me to be brought here. I have just lost my hus­band and must mourn him, say these fibers of chastity and mod­est de­cency, mourn ac­cord­ing to cus­tom and don’t look for­ward to fuck­ing so shame­lessly and ex­cit­edly!”


Mu­lan was in front of him again, he just had to fol­low her qui­etly. She could show her­self the way to the lamp. “Mu­lan, dear girl, how would you go about giv­ing in to the clit, the straight fibers?” Mu­lan rubbed his cock ex­cit­edly. “I would sit on your cock, Mas­ter Chai, and mas­tur­bate the clit first, be­cause firstly, it works best that way, and sec­ondly, it is then a lit­tle soothed and I can fuck and let my­self be fucked in peace.” Chai kissed her on the mouth, his tongue seek­ing hers for a friendly fight. He lifted her on top of him, her body rest­ing on his and their tongues try­ing to dom­i­nate the other tongue. Her pussy sought his cock of its own ac­cord. 


“And, once you have thrown a large chunk of flesh to your vo­ra­cious clit, how would you con­tinue, or was that al­ready the end?”  Mu­lan laughed so hard that her pussy brushed his cock­head, up and down. “Lord Chai, you may be a great war­lord, but now a girl from a vil­lage in the for­got­ten val­ley has to de­vise the tac­tics and strat­egy for fuck­ing you!? Well, I will be kind to you, Lord Chai, and lay out the ba­sic frame­work with­out spar­ing you the de­tails.” She paused the­atri­cally and con­tin­ued. 


“I would ride your cock af­ter my first mas­sive or­gasm, be­cause I’m re­ally very good at it, and you would be left breath­less, I tell you! If you need a break in be­tween, I would mas­tur­bate, be­cause I re­ally love mas­tur­bat­ing, or­gasm af­ter or­gasm. I would also lie on my back if you like and let your mon­ster give me an or­gasm, and I would curtsy and say, ‘Thank you, Your Majesty, the gift is hereby ac­cepted!’  I would trade places with you, Mas­ter Chai, when­ever you wish, be­cause I like show­ing my ass to heaven just as much as I like to the un­der­world. I would cheer you on like a race­horse or kick you like a wa­ter buf­falo to keep go­ing in God’s name. Only when the sun rises and the guards yawn as they start their shift would I let go of you, dear Mas­ter Chai, and give you a lit­tle rest. And I re­ally wouldn’t care if I fucked you to death on the first night.” Mu­lan took a deep breath, “that was a long speech, wasn’t it, Mas­ter Chai?” He had to laugh un­til tears welled up in his eyes. 


He pressed her lov­ingly to his chest. “Come on, you dear girl, feed your growl­ing tiger be­fore it tears you to pieces and then ride me as well as you can! You would be the first to fuck me to death, but dy­ing a thou­sand deaths in your arms would be a plea­sure for me!”  Mu­lan let her tongue wres­tle with his and slowly and in­quis­i­tively put her pussy over his cock. He felt her pussy with his cock, it was in­cred­i­bly tight but vel­vety soft. She sat up, bent back with her spine form­ing a bridge un­til her head was rest­ing on his legs. She mas­tur­bated greed­ily and vo­ra­ciously, it only took a few min­utes be­fore her body be­gan to trem­ble. She con­tin­ued mas­tur­bat­ing very de­lib­er­ately, her whole body trem­bling and only twitch­ing once in or­gasm. She lay there for a mo­ment and gasped for air. She sat up in a sit­ting po­si­tion and rode him, she was re­ally very good at that. Later he couldn’t have said how many times he came that night, they con­stantly changed po­si­tions and Mu­lan or­gasmed again and again. She mas­tur­bated in the short breaks and he could see how much plea­sure she was get­ting from mas­tur­bat­ing.  They didn’t care about the dawn, the morn­ing mist or the sun­rise in the heav­i­est down­pour. Only when the two guards took up their posts, weapons clang­ing, did he let her go. She whis­pered in protest that she wasn’t fin­ished yet and he cov­ered her with his body from pry­ing eyes un­til she came to her vi­o­lently twitch­ing end, silently cheer­ing and ex­ult­ing. Later she ran be­side him to the stream for her morn­ing bath, they had break­fast and he read the re­ports that had ar­rived. Har­al­dur came in, drip­ping with rain, looked briefly at Mu­lan and Chai and grinned; the two were still pale around the nose and had ob­vi­ously not slept much. Har­al­dur said, “Come on, put on your belt and swords, there’s some­thing strange that you ab­so­lutely have to see!” Chai belted both swords, put on his rain jacket and or­dered the guards to keep a close eye on Mu­lan.  He trot­ted through the rain next to Har­al­dur, who re­ported to him.



 
Fight with the mon­ster




It was now the fifth night that an evil spirit had vis­ited the camp. He chose a tent in which there were at least 2 or 3 girls or young women. He par­a­lyzed the in­hab­i­tants of the tent, who froze as if they were stone, and then the mon­ster fucked both or all three girls one af­ter the other. Hard, mer­ci­less and with a dis­gust­ing grin, that’s what ev­ery­one re­ported. He squirted his poi­sonous juice into their pussy holes and dis­ap­peared. The pussy holes burned like hell and it only went away af­ter some time. Chai was about to tell his friend and brother not to tell him such crap, but the word got stuck in his throat. Har­al­dur was deadly se­ri­ous, he had not only in­ter­ro­gated the vic­tims of this night, but all of them, and he had to in­volve the com­man­der now.  Chai didn’t think much of ghost sto­ries, he was def­i­nitely a skep­tic, but Har­al­dur was cer­tainly not in the mood to pull the wool over his eyes. They en­tered the tent.


Ev­ery­one was talk­ing, shout­ing and scream­ing at Chai and he had to yell loudly un­til they were quiet. Chai let one of them tell him the story, all ten of them had wit­nessed the three rapes. Ev­ery­one con­firmed the state­ments, some said they had no­ticed a pun­gent smell, the de­scrip­tion of the mon­ster was very dif­fer­ent. In any case, it had a hu­man shape and a good beat­ing, the bas­tard! The 3 women had to lie down, Chai in­spected the pussies thor­oughly and smelled them. It was a dis­gust­ing sul­fur smell, that was for sure. The last of the women was a pretty new­ly­wed and he asked if her big clit was hurt. She hid her face shame­fully and shyly, she didn’t know.  He rubbed her clit and asked if she felt any­thing. “Yes, Gen­eral, it’s com­ing up like al­ways.” He con­tin­ued rub­bing vig­or­ously and peo­ple gawked over his shoul­der. “Yes, it’s com­ing up, Gen­eral, just like when I was a lit­tle girl.” Chai laughed, rubbed her clit and let her con­tinue. “When I was a lit­tle kid, I did it just like you did, Gen­eral! I did it ten or twenty times a day, my mother and sis­ters laughed but were friendly and were re­ally ex­cited about how dili­gently I did it. It wasn’t un­til my hus­band made me a woman and fucked me to or­gasm quite of­ten that I stopped do­ing it so of­ten be­cause he was al­ways ready to fuck me when I came up again. A lit­tle harder and faster, Gen­eral!” Chai grinned broadly and told her to fin­ish it her­self.  


She did it, her fin­ger made the inch-long clit jump from left to right, fi­nally the clit jumped back and forth in a wild stac­cato. “I’m ready, Gen­eral, can I make it come now?” gasped the beau­ti­ful child. He nod­ded in agree­ment, she should re­ally make it come, he or­dered. With a dis­torted face she pulled her clit back and forth and twitched wildly in her short or­gasm. The room­mates whis­pered, that’s how it al­ways looked when she let them watch, thank God her or­gasm worked as be­fore. She called her room­mates to­gether when she wanted to mas­tur­bate and then they were all al­lowed to watch as she whipped her clit to or­gasm again and again. Chai was sat­is­fied with the per­for­mance, but he hadn’t come a step closer to the mon­ster.  The women were to go straight to the stream and sit in the wa­ter for a while un­til the sul­phur was washed out. He went out with Har­al­dur.


They had stopped in front of the tent and he was just say­ing to his brother that he had no idea when a strangely dressed old man ap­proached him. He wore his long white hair in a long pony­tail and his long white beard was tucked into his leather belt. Nei­ther Chai nor Har­al­dur had ever seen this man, but they bowed po­litely as was fit­ting for an old gen­tle­man.  The old man looked Chai in the eyes and said, “Chai, you are now a fa­mous war­rior and you cer­tainly don’t re­mem­ber me. But ages ago, when I was still a young teacher, I taught you archery in the land of Qin. I have fol­lowed your path in life and know that you didn’t need a bow, but pre­ferred to chop off heads. I was fine with that, be­cause not ev­ery­one is a skilled archer. But to­day it is dif­fer­ent, your Ja­pa­nese blades are worth­less against this evil dwarf gi­ant, he would laugh at you heart­lessly and burn you skin and hair. Only this bow and this en­chanted ar­row can de­stroy him.” 


He handed Chai a large bow and a sin­gle ar­row.  “I’ll give you just one ar­row, you won’t need more than that, be­cause if you lis­ten to my ad­vice you’ll def­i­nitely not miss, be­cause oth­er­wise the evil spirit will eat you. I told you at the end of your train­ing that I would give you one more piece of ad­vice in the dis­tant fu­ture. Now that fu­ture is here, and you will hear my fi­nal ad­vice, the fi­nal se­cret. Dur­ing your train­ing you shot at a sta­tion­ary tar­get, stand­ing, ly­ing down, run­ning or from horse­back. I couldn’t teach you any­thing new back then and I hoped that you would use your in­fal­li­ble eye as a mas­ter archer.”


“Now hear the fi­nal se­cret, be­cause you have to hit the tar­get the first time. When you’re fac­ing an op­po­nent, he fixes his gaze on the ar­row­head. He will jump to the side at the same mo­ment your ar­row is re­leased, and the ar­row will miss a fast op­po­nent. But with a tiny move­ment of the ar­row­head, you are the one who de­ter­mines the di­rec­tion of its jump.  So you will aim and shoot into the void, he will jump into the ar­row. Don’t be con­fused by the fact that some mas­ters have to work on this feint for a life­time. You are a mas­ter, you only have one ar­row and you will not let your­self be eaten up.  Have faith in your­self, be­cause I have al­ready seen in the fu­ture that you will hit!” Har­al­dur and Chai looked up when the old man pointed to a hole in the moun­tain. They looked at this hole and wanted to thank the old mas­ter, but he was nowhere to be seen, he had dis­ap­peared in the crowd. 


He and Har­al­dur looked at each other, noth­ing more was nec­es­sary. Har­al­dur waved his chin to his war­riors and the six of them walked to­wards the hole in the moun­tain. Chai re­mem­bered a trick that he had learned and prac­ticed back then. He put his short sword, the Wak­iza­shi, in the sleeve of his bow arm. As soon as he dropped the bow, the Wak­iza­shi slipped into his hand, ready to hand, giv­ing him a valu­able two tenths of a sec­ond ad­van­tage. 


He en­tered the cave, drew his bow and nocked the ar­row. What mad­ness to start with just one ar­row! From the cor­ner of his eye he saw that Har­al­dur and his men were two or three steps be­hind him, with their weapons drawn, fear­less and ready for any­thing. Chai slowly walked to­wards the rock face. He stopped when a shadow emerged from the rock, an ugly 2 me­ter tall per­son, half hu­man, half ghost. The ghost laughed loudly and hor­ri­bly. He sniffed the air. “Aah! A per­son of royal Qin blood! Are you the king of Qin?” Chai sud­denly felt calm and strong. “No, I am not a king, but I sen­tence you to death! You de­file our lovely girls, squirt your dis­gust­ing, poi­sonous juice into their laps! That is death!” The black gi­ant laughed loudly.  “He has a sin­gle ar­row, a sin­gle long sword! And you want to de­feat me!?” 


He grabbed his huge cock and squirted on the ground. “When I’ve killed you, I’ll burn you with my juice!” His juice squirted on the ground and hissed away. Chai was not ir­ri­tated. The mon­ster squirted its juice in a high arc in his di­rec­tion and Chai jumped to the side. He sud­denly knew that this was the best po­si­tion. He made the slight de­cep­tive move­ment with the ar­row­head and aimed into noth­ing­ness, let­ting the ar­row fly with a whir. Even be­fore the mon­ster jumped, Chai knew that the ar­row would hit ex­actly. He dropped the bow and the wak­iza­shi slid into his hand, ready to strike. The ar­row pierced the mon­ster’s chest and heart and emerged three inches from its back. The mon­ster grabbed the ar­row and stared at it in amaze­ment. “You hit me!” were its last words.  He sank to his knees, his body spray­ing sparks and shrunk, smok­ing. Chai took three steps closer, the wak­iza­shi ready to strike. The mon­ster shrank, was only 50 cen­time­ters tall and shrank to a dot, smok­ing and spark­ing, and bent the ar­row. The ar­row flared up briefly and dis­ap­peared, also spray­ing sparks. Chai looked at Har­al­dur and his war­riors, they had seen ev­ery­thing and low­ered their swords. Chai searched the ground for the valu­able bow, but he couldn’t find it any­where. He put the wak­iza­shi in its sheath and stomped out of the cave with a re­lieved laugh.


The rain lashed down heav­ily on the camp for an­other three days, the story of Chai’s vic­tory over the mon­ster grew more and more flow­ery and be­came a leg­end.  Chai spent ev­ery free minute with Mu­lan on the mat, he was im­pressed by her pas­sion­ate fuck­ing and her con­fi­dent mas­tur­ba­tion. They were a won­der­ful match, there was no doubt about that. 


She stroked his chest hair and asked for the hun­dredth time about the mys­te­ri­ous ad­ven­ture. In con­trast to her, he was much more down to earth than she was, and of course he could not un­der­stand the mys­tery any more than she could. But an­cient teach­ers who sud­denly ap­pear and dis­ap­pear, a magic bow and a magic ar­row, the shot into noth­ing­ness and the smok­ing, spark­ing end of the mon­ster were not easy to un­der­stand ei­ther. Had it re­ally hap­pened or had he only dreamt it? For Mu­lan there was no doubt, Har­al­dur and his men had seen ev­ery­thing with their own eyes, Mu­lan had asked her her­self. “It was not a dream, Mas­ter Chai,” she con­tra­dicted, “war­riors like that, who have al­ready seen a thou­sand dead peo­ple, are not just imag­in­ing it!” Mu­lan had him tell her three times how he had mas­tur­bated the new­ly­wed girl in front of the cu­ri­ous‐horny vil­lage com­mu­nity and how will­ingly and ex­hi­bi­tion­is­ti­cally she mas­tur­bated her­self to a vi­o­lent or­gasm.  



 
The fairy tale of Lin Po Po




Chai later did not re­mem­ber how they came up with the topic, it was about the an­cient chil­dren’s fairy tale of Lin Po Po, where a girl ends up in the for­est and she awak­ens the good in the heart of the dragon man Lin Po Po and he lets her go home. Chai said that ev­ery child knows the story. Mu­lan looked at him with wide eyes. Chai knew that look by now, it promised con­tra­dic­tion, be­lief in ghosts or leg­ends from the other world.  “Grand­fa­ther had a small room full of for­bid­den scrolls. I learned to read with them. They were sto­ries that the em­per­ors had burned and whose pos­ses­sion cost you your head. 


But even in this, Grand­fa­ther was stub­born and ob­sti­nate. That is real life, he used to say, the cas­trated fairy tales only con­fuse you, my lit­tle one! Oh, how I loved Grand­fa­ther, how he must have loved me! Just read and de­cide what was from this world and what was set in the other world. I read all these books again and again, the sto­ries from the real world were lies, not a word about sex and ev­ery­thing was just planned to raise the chil­dren to be good, obe­di­ent sub­jects. How much truer and more real were the sto­ries from the other world, there was mas­tur­ba­tion, fuck­ing, se­duc­tion and rape. Only a few em­per­ors were good peo­ple, but most were blood­thirsty, plea­sure-seek­ing power-hun­gry peo­ple who took what they wanted. As a child, I heard these leg­ends a dozen times.  I read it once be­cause the sex­ual things were so ex­cit­ing and dirty that I had to mas­tur­bate the whole time. I’ll tell you the story briefly, would you like to hear it?” Chai was still tired from fuck­ing, he was doz­ing half awake. “Go ahead, my love, and wake me up if you have to if things get re­ally dirty!”


Mu­lan be­gan.  “Three things are the same, the girl Wen, the for­est and the dragon man. But the girl Wen was not a good or at least a chaste child, she mas­tur­bated from child­hood and no­body had told her that at that time this was con­sid­ered un­chaste and in­de­cent. Day af­ter day she sat next to the old girls and wid­ows on the side of the road, be­cause she had learned to mas­tur­bate from them and, like them, mas­tur­bated non-stop. She tugged on the sleeves of lonely hik­ers or teenagers and asked them if they wanted to fuck. The wid­ows were not al­lowed to do that, they were not full-time pros­ti­tutes. The men and boys looked stupid when she lifted her skirt and showed ev­ery­thing. “Not me, you snail man, I’m much too young!” Snail man, she had in­vented that, be­cause many peo­ple think slowly so as not to say some­thing stupid too quickly. Snail man and snail woman, those were her cre­ations. She  dragged the men to the wid­ows and bent down very low, be­cause she loved to watch them fuck. 


One day she got lost in the for­est and came to a pond. The dragon man was ly­ing on the bank and looked sadly at the wa­ter. She sat down and snug­gled up to his warm scales. She asked why he was sad. The dragon said, be­cause of you hu­mans. Men are al­ways afraid of me, they mas­tur­bate me and com­pare our cocks. Theirs are usu­ally smaller, they only squirt a few drops, but I can squirt a break­fast cup full of my juice. Then they an­noy me and make me an­gry, fire shoots out of my throat and they burn very eas­ily. Women are afraid of me too, they love to let me fuck them to or­gasm, but they scream louder than the seag­ulls be­cause my claws scratch them.  Peo­ple just don’t want to ac­cept that I’m only half hu­man and half a real dragon.” 


The dragon then asked the girl Wen why she looked so sad. Wen said that this pond was the most beau­ti­ful thing she had ever seen, but she couldn’t swim. They both thought about it for a long time, and the dragon pro­posed a pact. He would swim out to the pond and she could sit on his stom­ach, which wasn’t as prickly as his back. In re­turn, she would teach him to fuck so gen­tly that the girls wouldn’t scream, ex­cept with plea­sure. Wen said that she was still far too young to fuck, but she would stay with him un­til she could fuck him, I promised! He was just never al­lowed to blow fire on her, be­cause we hu­mans burn very eas­ily. And he al­ways had to re­tract his claws when he wanted to stroke her. He said that was a good deal and re­tracted his claws first when they shook hands,  sealed.


So he swam on his back to the mid­dle of the pond and Wen cheered be­cause it was even more beau­ti­ful from here. She had left her dress on the bank so that it wouldn’t get wet. He grinned, say­ing that she wasn’t the first girl he had seen naked, but prob­a­bly the youngest. She spread her legs wide apart and he raised his head to take a closer look at her pussy. “You’re not a vir­gin any­more, even though you’re so young,” he said with a know­ing look. She said, “Of course not, be­cause if one of the wid­ows showed up with a small cock, I was happy to get fucked. So that’s why, my dear hus­band!” He nod­ded very, very clev­erly and then asked what she meant by the wid­ows? She held onto the scales on his face and gave him a few friendly slaps on the mouth. “You snail dragon, so you don’t know any­thing about us hu­mans!” she laughed, held onto the scales and ex­plained the sit­u­a­tion to him in a whis­per.  “Why are you whis­per­ing, Miss Wen?” and she whis­pered that the se­crets of old girls and wid­ows were se­crets and that you couldn’t tell them out loud, she had to prom­ise them that solemnly. He nod­ded wisely, be­cause drag­ons al­ways look wise when they nod, even if they don’t un­der­stand a word. 


“Have you ever seen us girls mas­tur­bate?” asked Wen, be­cause her clit was de­mand­ing. He shook his head, “yes, some­times from a dis­tance, but never up close, not di­rectly, so no, so to speak.” lied the dragon. Wen asked if he wanted to see it, and he nod­ded and nod­ded and nod­ded. He looked very wise, the dragon. Wen said she would sit very close to his face so that he could see it up close. But he had to watch his breath­ing and not burn her un­der any cir­cum­stances.  If he re­tracted his claws, he could hold her to the side so that she wouldn’t fall into the pond dur­ing her or­gasm. He nod­ded wisely and so they did it. She mas­tur­bated with her legs spread wide and he watched from close by. He had never seen any­thing so ex­cit­ing, he lied mis­chie­vously, and he turned his head to the side be­cause he had to cough up a few flames. Af­ter the or­gasm had sub­sided, he asked if he could lick her juice? She nod­ded and he drove his forked tongue deep into her pussy hole. “Mmm, that tastes good,” he ex­claimed and she de­cided to teach him how to lick her clit, so he could slurp a lot of juice.


She was hun­gry, said Miss Wen tear­fully. He shook his head, there was noth­ing around here that hu­mans could eat. But then his face bright­ened.  “For decades - or has it been cen­turies? - girls have been mas­tur­bat­ing on my cock and drink­ing my juice, be­cause it gives them nice, big breasts. Maybe my juice is nu­tri­tious? Can we try it? You don’t have any breasts yet and it would look great on you to have breasts, re­ally great ones, what do you think?” Wen nod­ded, she could at least tell right away whether she was full. “But I haven’t rubbed any cocks yet, you have to tell me how to do it.” “Okay,” he grum­bled, “but I al­ways have to cough up fire when I cum. If I for­get, just jump into the wa­ter and I’ll fish you out again.” Miss Wen nod­ded and slid all the way down. 


As he said, she sat on his balls, which were as big as baby heads. It was a good place to sit and he hon­estly found it quite hot. Then she rubbed his cock, ex­actly as he said. She took the time to look closely at his cock, though, be­cause it was con­stantly chang­ing col­ors. His large balls, which she sat on, were a bright light blue, and when she sat on them, they turned light blue, al­most white, un­der the pres­sure. His cock, viewed from be­low, was flesh-col­ored like a hu­man’s. Viewed from above, it went from dark green to light green and faded into flesh-col­ored. His fore­skin was bright yel­low, com­pletely hid­ing the glans and form­ing a twisted, crum­pled, wob­bly tip in front of the glans. The fore­skin, un­like in hu­mans, could be pulled back com­pletely to the be­gin­ning of the shaft and rolled up like an or­ange con­dom, be­cause the in­side of the fore­skin was bright or­ange.  The head re­sem­bled a pale red ripe peach, which was pointed at the front like the tip of a rocket for pen­e­tra­tion, so that the dragon man could pen­e­trate even the small­est, tight­est pussy. But once he had pen­e­trated, he de­formed into a huge peach, which changed color from pale red to crim­son de­pend­ing on the state of arousal and glowed red-vi­o­let when he ejac­u­lated. Miss Wen was very im­pressed by the col­or­ful­ness of the cock, which changed color when rubbed. He had said that af­ter a while he would roll up his fore­skin com­pletely into an or­ange col­lar, be­cause it would only get in the way when mas­tur­bat­ing or fuck­ing. She didn’t even have to rub for very long be­fore he told her to duck down and at least put the head in her mouth. She felt the juice shoot­ing through his cock, he groaned and coughed fire, but was care­ful not to cough di­rectly on her.  She drank as if from a foun­tain, it tasted of wild berries and red grapes, sweet and only slightly salty. She sucked and sucked ev­ery­thing out, then, as he in­structed, she bounced her bot­tom up and down on his balls and he con­tin­ued to squirt for a long time. His juice was mostly pale white to yel­low, the longer the jets squirted out. She was full, she said in amaze­ment and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, per­haps she would drink his juice sev­eral times a day, but he waved her off. “I can squirt at least 15 times a day, so that’s no prob­lem and that set­tles the ques­tion of nu­tri­tion. I only eat a cow ev­ery two or three weeks that wan­ders into my pond. Pretty thought­less women, these cows! I leave their finely nib­bled heads on the bank so that the farmer knows that a preda­tor has eaten them.”  One day she asked him if he wanted to lick her clit and she wanted to ex­plain it to him, but he laughed out loud. At the time when Em­peror Qin Shi­huangdi united the 7 king­doms, he was a pris­oner of a cen­turies-old witch. She had trained her pris­oner so that he could lick her clit with his forked tongue, which he obe­di­ently did five times a day, or even more of­ten. So he still knew how to do it. Miss Wen held her pussy out to him un­til it touched his mouth. “Your clit is much smaller than the witch’s, but it will work some­how!” He gripped her clit with one half of his tongue and pushed the sur­round­ing flesh down so tightly that his tongue could hold the clit as tightly as a fist. The other half of his tongue licked, sucked and rubbed the tip of her clit in his fist, so that af­ter a short time she had a great or­gasm.  She pat­ted his mouth lov­ingly, he was much bet­ter at lick­ing her clit than the wid­ows on the side of the road. As a re­ward, he was al­lowed to suck her fuck hole re­ally hard and lick her juice like a child licks the pot in which his mother had mixed sweets. “Straw­berry and mango,” he said with rel­ish, “the juice in your hole tastes like straw­berry and mango!”


Lin Po Po asked her if he should fin­ish telling her about his im­pris­on­ment with the witch. He of course didn’t wait for her an­swer and con­tin­ued, as drag­on­men loved to hear them­selves to talk. Like all drag­on­men, he loved to tell sto­ries in his sonorous voice; that was one of the ad­van­tages of be­ing a drag­on­man. Al­though Miss Wen was not lis­ten­ing be­cause she was con­cen­trat­ing on the mag­nif­i­cent color play of his cock, he spoke in a car­ry­ing voice. One day the witch brought a fe­male dragon per­son into his cage. Her name was Lin Ha Hu and she was his youngest bi­o­log­i­cal sis­ter, said the witch in a bad mood be­cause all the cages were al­ready full. You can fuck her as much as you want, rasped the witch’s deep bass bari­tone voice, she will not reach sex­ual ma­tu­rity for an­other 220 to 230 years. Lin Ha Hu and Lin Po Po em­braced for the first time in their lives, be­cause the witch sep­a­rated the dragon peo­ple chil­dren im­me­di­ately af­ter they hatched and ex­per­i­mented on them.  She amassed a large trea­sure of gold, be­cause ev­ery­one wanted to buy her dragon prod­ucts. Lin Po Po fucked Lin Ha Hu day and night, and like all fe­male drag­on­men, the lit­tle one purred loudly in or­gasm. They fucked day af­ter day, week af­ter week, month af­ter month, year af­ter year, and only slept one night a week, al­ways on Tues­day. The other pris­on­ers had no fe­males in their cages, they pressed their mouths against the bars, scratched their cocks with their claws dur­ing painful mas­tur­ba­tion, and spit fire when they ejac­u­lated. The horny brother and sis­ter were an ex­cit­ing and horny change in the pris­on­ers’ ev­ery­day life for the next few cen­turies. One day she was gone, the witch had sold her to a king who had to eat dragon schnitzel again and again so that his loins did not run out of strength. Lin Po Po’s mouth wa­tered, be­cause of course he loved dragon meat too. On the other hand - Lin Ha Hu!?  It took years for his grief to turn into anger, drag­ons need a lit­tle longer. He thought about it for years be­fore he came up with a good plan. As al­ways, he fucked the witch five times a day, but in the end he laid his whole weight on the witch. She was flat im­me­di­ately, flat as a floun­der. Her eyes had bulged out of their sock­ets and were star­ing at him an­grily and re­proach­fully. “Yeah, look at that!” he roared in anger and spat fire at her un­til she was burned to a pile of stink­ing ash. The rats and mice de­voured the ash in no time. All the cages opened, the witch’s spell dis­ap­peared in an in­stant. The dragon peo­ple, the bat goats, the wolf chick­ens and ev­ery­one crowded out. In any case, he ac­cepted con­grat­u­la­tions from ev­ery­one, only the bat dogs were an­gry as al­ways, why he had waited so many decades, even cen­turies, huh!?  He shrugged his shoul­ders and walked away into the for­est. “Miss Wen, did you like my story?” he asked, she took his cock out of her mouth and said, “what a ten­der, tear­ful love story!” He usu­ally told love sto­ries. Lin Po Po nod­ded wisely as al­ways, he looked par­tic­u­larly good then.


Miss Wen had to try out im­me­di­ately whether his cock would go into her pussy hole. “A meaty cock, okay,” she com­mented. With a lot of ef­fort she got the rocket-pointed cock into her pussy hole and sat on it with all her weight. “It doesn’t go in prop­erly, and to fuck it has to go in well!” His eyes opened wide, he had never fucked such a tight pussy hole, he said. She nod­ded. “I’m go­ing to sit on your cock all day now so that my pussy hole can get used to it.”


That’s how they did it. He glided around in the pond all day, she sat on his cock from morn­ing to night and mas­tur­bated to her heart’s con­tent. She tried ev­ery time to see if the cock went in eas­ily, but it was still too early. Of course she could put the whole cock in and sit on it, but it was still too tight for fuck­ing. She drank his juice three or four times a day, af­ter two weeks her nip­ples were tense and grad­u­ally she grew beau­ti­ful, plump boobs. Only once in these first weeks did she have to jump into the pond be­cause he had an in­cred­i­ble or­gasm and was spit­ting fire like mad. He pulled her out of the wa­ter straight away and grinned crookedly, her new breasts bounced so sex­ily that he had to cum vi­o­lently. She tapped him on the mouth in a friendly way, “no prob­lem, my horny friend, then I’ll just stay hun­gry to­day!”  They laughed and min­utes later she was drink­ing his juice.


She sat on his cock for a whole month and tried and tried. One day she fucked him un­til he was breath­less and he squirted her en­tire meal into her fuck hole like a mad­man. He was amazed and re­lieved. Now they fucked to their hearts’ con­tent and she soon got the hang of div­ing down as quickly as he squirted and drink­ing his juice. Soon she no longer needed to mas­tur­bate him if she wanted to drink. 


Half a year later she di­rected him to the shore. She showed him how to fuck her from the front while she was ly­ing on her back. That was the most com­mon po­si­tion for hu­man women. Above all he had to be care­ful not to crush her with his weight. Sec­ondly he had to know where to sup­port his clawed paws. That was the main rea­son why the girls chased him to hell.  And thirdly, he had to thrust his cock in and out like a feather-light chisel with­out putting even a pound of weight on the girl, and that was the most dif­fi­cult ex­er­cise for him. She didn’t let up, she made him prac­tice day af­ter day. She drank his juice un­til she was full, of course, and made him prac­tice un­til sun­set, un­til he had squirted out all his juice. 


She had al­ready lived with her lover, the dragon man, for over two years, and they usu­ally lay on the bank and still prac­ticed. He was so good at fuck­ing that she al­most al­ways came. He could squirt much more than 15 times, and he en­joyed it very much. He had also learned not to spit fire when he squirted. One day, the im­pe­rial chief hunter stood next to the two of them and threat­ened them with a bow and ar­row. She shouted at him in protest, say­ing they were in the mid­dle of fuck­ing and that he should come later. The hunter looked un­happy.  The em­peror had or­dered him to ob­tain dragon’s blood; only with it could he pro­long his life. Miss Wen re­al­ized that he was only fol­low­ing an im­pe­rial or­der. But she begged him to let him fin­ish fuck­ing her, since they were in the mid­dle of it all and he could see how her lap­dog’s rear end was tick­ing up and down tire­lessly. The hunter said an­grily that it wasn’t a lap­dog! Yes, she said sadly, the big one here had eaten her lit­tle lap­dog just as she was let­ting the lit­tle one fuck her to her fourth or­gasm. The lit­tle one was so sweeeeet, she trilled and gave the dragon a slap be­cause he al­most burst out laugh­ing, the lit­tle one was sweet and hot and could fuck for five hours straight. The hunter twisted his face in dis­gust. He de­spised women, he said, who let their lit­tle dogs or dogs fuck them.  A real Chi­nese woman let her hus­band, her sta­ble boy or the im­pe­rial head hunter fuck her, just like his beloved em­press. Miss Wen agreed, ev­ery­one in the city knew that he, the stead­fast hunter, fucked the em­press day and night. His chest swelled with pride. She wanted noth­ing more than for this dis­gust­ing dog-eater to fin­ish the job he had started, he was still in the mid­dle of pay­ing off his debt. The dragon bit his tongue to keep from laugh­ing out loud. But Miss Wen had whis­pered to him that he should ra­tion his juice well in or­der to last a very long time. An hour passed, the hunter’s ar­row trem­bled slightly. The sec­ond hour passed, the ar­row trem­bled more. In the third hour, the ar­row trem­bled like a squir­rel’s tail. At the end of the fourth hour, the bow and ar­row fell from the hunter’s clenched hands.  Miss Wen waited un­til she had reached or­gasm and the dragon had squirted prop­erly, then she slapped his flanks, “Now is the right time to get away, my dear lover, hurry up and have a long, beau­ti­ful life!” The dragon-man let out a jet of fire and only singed the feath­ers on the hunter’s hat. Then he jumped into the pond, swam to the other bank, ran into the for­est and was never seen again. 


The hunter stood there with his mouth open. The dragon could have burned him, but he was still alive. “Damn it, damn it, damn it, what do I do now!?” Miss Wen nod­ded en­cour­ag­ingly at him. “First you lie down next to me and fuck me un­til your cock is soft again, be­cause I can’t let you go with a hard-on like that, you would get stuck in the bushes and die of thirst. Then you go to the em­peror and tell him that you haven’t found a dragon yet. It seems bet­ter to me to lie to the em­peror than to lay your head on the ex­e­cu­tioner’s block, be­lieve me! And then you go to the em­press and fuck her prop­erly as usual, so that she no longer knows which way is up and which way is down. You agree with me, don’t you?”  So they did, and that is how the of­fi­cial part ends, Mas­ter Chai.”


Chai had never heard such non­sense in his en­tire life, but Mu­lan’s cheeks glowed with ex­cite­ment. Mu­lan had thought up this story as a child while mas­tur­bat­ing, and she was de­lighted at how her lover hung on her ev­ery word. Chai smiled. “I’m still wait­ing for the un­of­fi­cial part, Miss Mu­lan!” She smiled faintly.


“There was a ru­mor that the dragon had killed the fat em­peror and as­cended to the throne as well as the em­press, night af­ter night.” Mu­lan looked at him. “But the leg­end of Lin Po Po ends quite dif­fer­ently,” he said. “Lin Po Po died in the for­est and the lit­tle girl went home to her wor­ried par­ents.” Mu­lan smiled mys­te­ri­ously. “Would you like to hear what it said in my grand­fa­ther’s scrolls, Mas­ter Chai?  I al­ways thought that Grand­fa­ther wrote the last bam­boo strips him­self.” Chai was dead tired, but he nod­ded none­the­less. 


“None of the ru­mors were true. The fat em­peror did not be­lieve the hunter be­cause he had learned from court gos­sip that the hand­some hunter fucked his em­press ev­ery day. He had him be­headed, of course. But he never dared to go into the em­press’s bed­room again. He as­sured his coun­cilors in se­cret that the em­press had al­lowed her­self to be de­filed for years with­out es­cap­ing the hu­mil­i­a­tion. There­fore he no longer went to her. He was the first and only em­peror who did not lie with the em­press, as was the cus­tom, nor did he sleep alone, as was later the cus­tom, but in­stead got drunk ev­ery night in his women’s house and slept in the arms or be­tween the thighs of the con­cu­bines, be­cause he loved to lick the con­cu­bines’ clit.  No one shed a tear for him when he did not wake up one morn­ing be­tween the thighs of a con­cu­bine.


 The em­press ruled like a good mother for two more years, un­til her son came of age and could be­come em­peror. Only the em­press’s clos­est ser­vants knew who was hid­ing un­der her bed. It was Lin Po Po, whom the hunter had given to the beloved em­press as a gift long be­fore his death. The em­press was very young and sex­u­ally in­ex­pe­ri­enced when he was mar­ried to the old, fat em­peror. He was al­ready far too fat to fuck like a man; he licked the clit of his con­cu­bines, be­cause the court had cho­sen them pre­cisely ac­cord­ing to this cri­te­rion. The em­peror licked the clit of the young em­press, who cheered and shouted; the poor thing knew noth­ing else. Un­til she was told that they needed an heir to the throne. The loyal ser­vants ex­plained the fuck­ing to her and demon­strated it with a few pages. The ser­vants rubbed the em­peror’s cock for months and stuck his glans into the em­press’s lit­tle hole to make him cum.  She nat­u­rally be­came preg­nant and had an heir to the throne.


 Grad­u­ally she pushed the im­pe­rial clit licker aside and the loyal ser­vants smug­gled pages and sta­ble boys, fenc­ing mas­ters and head hunts­men be­tween her love-hun­gry thighs. And so it came about that the head hunts­man dili­gently stamped the im­pe­rial labia and wa­tered the blos­som be­tween them. The heir to the throne was now old enough to sleep with her in the im­pe­rial pool and take his first clumsy sex­ual steps. The loyal ser­vants showed him and later the em­press how a boy should be made to squirt.  But the boy was im­pa­tient, the loyal ser­vants sighed and showed him how to fuck, and he was so en­thu­si­as­tic that he fucked both ser­vants and the em­press ev­ery day un­til he had wasted all his se­men.


 One day the head hunter brought a large sack that two men had to carry as a gift for the em­press. Ev­ery­one ex­cept the two loyal ser­vants had to go out­side, then the head hunter un­packed the gift. “This is Lin Po Po,” he said, “he is a dragon man, he speaks like us, and he is the best fucker un­der the heav­ens.” They had a great con­ver­sa­tion, be­cause the head hunter had be­come friends with Lin Po Po. The em­press cu­ri­ously felt the dragon man’s cock and balls.  “I’ll prob­a­bly faint, but this cock seems to be a real source of plea­sure. A mag­nif­i­cent meaty cock, a straight shaft and a tip like a juicy peach. You’ll have to as­sist me, my dear­est hunter!” The first time, the head hunter showed the em­press how best to let Lin Po Po fuck her. The em­press was clever, Lin Po Po fucked her re­ally hard with­out ly­ing down heav­ily on top of her. Only when she came to or­gasm or he had to cum did he press his mag­nif­i­cent cock into the im­pe­rial pussy hole with two to two and a half pounds of pres­sure, which he had prac­ticed with Miss Wen for years. The em­press was to­tally thrilled and when she had had enough or­gasms from fuck­ing and was tired, the loyal ser­vants were al­lowed to lie down next to her and Lin Po Po fucked the good girls so hard that they no longer knew which way was up and which way was down.  Lin Po Po fucked the beau­ti­ful em­press night af­ter night un­til she was ex­hausted and no longer knew which way was east and which way was west, for many, many years. When Lin Po Po felt her death ap­proach­ing, he dis­ap­peared one night and was never seen again.” 


Chai ap­plauded qui­etly. “Your grand­fa­ther must have been a re­mark­able man to be able to em­pathize so sen­si­tively with the emo­tional life of a young girl!” Mu­lan blushed, her face hot. Had Mas­ter Chai seen through the true ori­gin of the text? She would not find out for a long time.



 
The fight with the em­peror




Chai told of his first en­counter with Em­peror Long and Mu­lan kept laugh­ing out loud. He had only been in the im­pe­rial guard for 4 weeks and the em­peror led him into the gar­den. He took off his cloak and said to him, “Chai from Qin, the en­trance exam. Not to the death, no in­jury, not a drop of blood. Fight with me!” Chai was some­what sur­prised, but he put his wak­iza­shi on the stone bench. “One sword against an­other sword,” he ex­plained. The em­peror at­tacked. Chai re­al­ized that the em­peror fought in the tra­di­tional Chi­nese way.  He pre­pared him­self for it, the em­peror was slow, pon­der­ous and old-fash­ioned. They fought each other in the tra­di­tional way, sparks flew and the echoes filled the si­lence of the gar­den. There would be no win­ner, but the em­peror pulled a feint that had not been fash­ion­able for decades. A tuft of Chai’s hair fell to the ground, the em­peror smiled ar­ro­gantly. Chai threw away his san­dals, he fought in socks and was de­ter­mined to give the em­peror a les­son in Ja­pa­nese swords­man­ship. 


The em­peror could not keep up with his rapid pace, his sword no longer made ac­cu­rate blows be­cause Chai was no longer where he had been just be­fore. The em­peror’s jacket was in tat­ters, the but­tons fell to the ground, his sleeves ripped from wrist to shoul­der. The lapels and front parts flew far into the grass. A shadow flew past his face, a shock of hair touched his and Chai was no longer there!  The em­peror turned around, the same shadow flew over him and Chai was no longer there. The em­peror felt the cold draft, his back was bare. He turned around again, Chai was kneel­ing in front of him, his long sword pressed to the em­peror’s neck. A cut would cut off his head.


The em­peror spread both arms, “rise, I have lost!” Chai stood up and bowed deeply. “Damn it, Chai from Qin, you are a devil of a fel­low! I have never seen any­one fight like that, and I don’t like to lose and only very rarely!” He sat down on the stone bench and let Chai sit next to him. He asked Chai and found out that this was the fenc­ing art of the Ja­pa­nese swords­men. Yes, he was a real samu­rai, said Chai proudly, he was one of the al­most 100 for­eign­ers who had ever be­come a samu­rai.  He had per­formed the flight of the bat twice in a row, which was rather un­usual, be­cause it was used to fly over the op­po­nent and de­cap­i­tate the op­po­nent in flight or when land­ing. “I only de­cap­i­tated your braid, Your Majesty, no in­jury, no blood, you said!” The em­peror was stunned when Chai touched the 20 cen­time­tre long gold-wo­ven end of the im­pe­rial braid, in­clud­ing the gold brooch, on the ground with the tip of his sword. 


“What a god­damn devil,” the em­peror ex­claimed. They de­bated the fight at length, and Chai had to an­swer the em­peror hon­estly. “I have only been in your guard for 4 weeks, Your Majesty, but I give you one thing with my word and seal: if the Em­peror of Ni­hon wanted to harm you, 15 of his guards would wipe out your guard in 20 min­utes!” The em­peror asked thought­fully, “is my guard, my elite, that bad?” Chai did not an­swer, he had just said that be­fore. 


Chai asked to see the em­peror’s sword. “So this is the fa­mous ‘Light­ning of Heaven’ that Em­peror Teng gave you,” said Chai. He said it had been forged by the same weapon­smith as his katana. He showed the em­peror the em­boss­ing with the 3 horses.  “Your sword was prob­a­bly forged by the mas­ter him­self, mine was forged only 3 years ago, when the mas­ter, the three-horse black­smith, was long dead.”


The em­peror be­came of­fi­cial. “I hereby or­der two things, Chai of Qin. Firstly, from now on you are one of the four who ac­com­pany me on del­i­cate paths. Sec­ondly, you are re­leased from rou­tine duty and will train my guard in sword fight­ing and en­sure that they re­ceive the best blades in the em­pire. I am giv­ing this or­der in writ­ing to the guard com­man­der to­day!” He called, “Ser­vant!” and the ser­vant im­me­di­ately ap­peared. “Pick this up from the floor and give it to my per­sonal ser­vant. Tell him to fix my neck­lace by to­mor­row morn­ing! And bring us tea!” The em­peror cursed qui­etly, the dare­devil had knocked his neck­lace off his neck with­out a scratch!  He had been so proud un­til now. Not even half a year ago, he and his body­guard had been am­bushed in the for­est and had sin­gle-hand­edly killed 8 high­way­men with his in­vin­ci­ble blade, and now this guy says his guard is not in­vin­ci­ble! He calmed him­self down. “I knew a cap­tain from Qin,” and said his name. “That is my fa­ther, Your Majesty. He is now cap­tain of the king’s cav­alry and is very well re­spected!”  The em­peror took a sip of tea and said he would like to tell the story.



 
The Cap­tain




“Em­peror Teng, whose heir to the throne I was at the time, asked the King of Qin to send him the fa­mous Cap­tain for 3 weeks to train the guard. When the scouts an­nounced the Cap­tain’s ar­rival, I rode out to meet him on my best horse with all the pomp. He came alone, lead­ing two sad­dled small horses. He rode past me with­out even look­ing at me, stopped and turned around. “You must be the heir to the throne, Long, Your Majesty, and I send you my warm­est greet­ings.  I was con­fused, it seemed to me that a sack of turnips was com­ing to­wards me.” I fumed with anger. “A sack of turnips?” He grinned cheek­ily, your fa­ther. “You are sit­ting like the sack on your mag­nif­i­cent pa­rade horse, Your Majesty. A beau­ti­ful horse, but not a good one, by the way.” You can imag­ine how in­sulted I was. I rode silently next to him and de­cided not to make my judg­ment un­til af­ter three weeks. A wise de­ci­sion for a 26-year-old, I can only say. The day was filled with pomp, flat­tery and greet­ings, your fa­ther was as con­fi­dent on the slip­pery mar­ble floor of the palace as he was in the sad­dle. In the evening he said we would see each other at sun­rise. I was still in the mid­dle of my break­fast when I saw him, ready to leave. He was wait­ing for me and said, “You can keep the cap­tain wait­ing as you like.  But you can­not ex­pect the horses to do that, they will bear you with con­tempt.” I ducked, the cap­tain was not to be tri­fled with! He drilled us from sun­rise to sun­set, he treated me just like my guards­men. He said that if he had to kick my ass, it was not for His Majesty, but for the stupid re­cruit. I nod­ded bit­terly, be­cause he did not give me any spe­cial treat­ment. He drilled us re­lent­lessly for three weeks, he told us that you could learn more from the Mon­gols than just fuck­ing. The small Mon­go­lian horses, the flat sad­dle, the wooden stir­rups and rid­ing. In the end, we could hit ev­ery op­po­nent with our sticks, sweep­ing along be­hind the horses’ necks and bel­lies in the sharpest ride. On the last day he bent his knee be­fore Em­peror Teng and me and said how grate­ful he was that the heir to the throne was a shin­ing ex­am­ple to his guards­men. I never met your fa­ther, Chai from Qin.  for­got­ten. He taught me much more than just rid­ing. He stayed with my mother Ayla for three weeks and made her feel like a young woman rather than an old one. Al­though I ini­tially smiled haugh­tily, I was very grate­ful for her in the end.”


The em­peror and Chai chat­ted end­lessly and he stood up sat­is­fied. “I’m cold, my friend, lend me your jacket, I look like a plucked chicken!”



 
Mu­lan’s test




Two days later the rain had stopped. Chai rode out early in the morn­ing with two of his best scouts to get an idea of the sit­u­a­tion. He re­turned on the evening of the sec­ond day, threw his bun­dle to the guard and im­me­di­ately climbed into the stream to greet Mu­lan, clean and washed. He washed off the dirt of two days’ rides in a minute, bun­dled up his dirty clothes and threw the dusty cloak around him­self. A com­man­der never went naked. In the tent he threw the dirty bun­dle and the cloak into the cor­ner. He no­ticed Mu­lan sit­ting at the ta­ble fully dressed. He kissed her on the top of her head and lay naked on the mat.  He knew im­me­di­ately that some­thing was wrong with Mu­lan. “If you have to go, go ahead! You are not a pris­oner, not a girl just for fuck­ing, but a free girl. If you don’t want to go, then lie down with me, like al­ways, and we can talk about ev­ery­thing. Should I send the guards away?” Mu­lan shook her head, “no, Mas­ter Chai, the guards are do­ing their job, they are not dis­turb­ing you.” Her voice sounded thin. He waited un­til she had laid the clothes over the fold­ing chair and threw back the blan­ket invit­ingly. She pressed her­self against him as al­ways and grabbed his cock as al­ways. “Let me talk, my lord and mas­ter, please wait un­til I’m fin­ished.” He nod­ded silently. He no­ticed how much he had grown fond of her, be­cause his in­sides clenched. She col­lected her­self.  “You rode away yes­ter­day morn­ing. I lay un­der the blan­ket un­til noon, I put my fin­gers on my clit, but I didn’t do any­thing, I just thought, I was alone again for the first time in a long time. Where am I, why am I here, who am I and who do I re­ally want to be? At noon I got up, bathed in the stream and went to Mas­ter Har­al­dur’s tent. “Please send ev­ery­one away,” I said to him and looked at him clearly. When we were alone, I took off my clothes and lay down on his mat. Mas­ter Har­al­dur treated me well, he didn’t ask any­thing and when I said that I owed him my res­cue 10 days ago, he was re­ally an­gry. “I got you out be­cause you needed help and not be­cause I needed a girl to fuck.” I said that I would be grate­ful to him for the rest of my life. “A hun­dred peo­ple passed by, you alone stopped. That makes a dif­fer­ence to me. I was wrong to let you fuck out of grat­i­tude, please for­give me.  I’m ly­ing next to you be­cause I’ve wanted to fuck you for 10 days, and to­day I’ve seized the op­por­tu­nity. Please fuck me, how­ever you want. I want to feel you, I want to be close to you and look un­der your masks. I came with­out a mask, I want to lie in your arms, whether as an ad­ven­ture or as a per­son, I leave that up to you.  Please come, take me in your arms and don’t squeeze me as hard as you squeeze the girls of the de­feated!” We fucked all af­ter­noon, evening and night. In the morn­ing I left re­spect­fully with a deep bow. I knew that I did not want to take him as my lord and mas­ter, I want you and no one else. He knew it, we didn’t need to talk about it. If I had cho­sen him, I would have told him and you too. The fact that Har­al­dur’s heart is set on a woman in Qin would not have stopped me. But I had my an­swer. In or­der not to do Mas­ter Har­al­dur an in­jus­tice, please let me say that he is ex­cel­lent at fuck­ing and I have not a sin­gle note of com­plaint, he is a very good man and a good fucker, that’s how it is.” 


She was silent and Chai felt her tears on his chest. He touched her face and wiped away her tears. “Don’t cry, dear girl, thank you for your hon­esty, your open­ness. Has my brother Har­al­dur told you who the girl is that he loves?” She thought for a few sec­onds. “Her name is Lin, her fa­ther is a re­tired gen­eral and she would nor­mally be un­reach­able for him, but her fam­ily knows him and loves him.”



 
Cherry blos­som fes­ti­val in Edo 




Chai smiled and held her tighter.  “Lin is my lit­tle sis­ter, she has known and loved Har­al­dur since Japan, since the years in the city of Edo. Har­al­dur and I have known each other since I was 17, we have had many ad­ven­tures to­gether like real broth­ers, we have shared ev­ery woman, ev­ery girl in sex, not just the women or girls of the de­feated or the slain en­e­mies. No, also hon­or­able, shy and chaste girls that the god­desses put on our mats. Only his ori­gins and his past as a slave pre­vent him from be­ing a com­man­der like me, and that an­noys me much more than him.”


“In Edo, Lin was my room­mate and my bed­mate for a long time. She was so young, shy and del­i­cate that it was only af­ter a long time that she con­fessed to me that she had fallen in love with our brother Har­al­dur, be­cause we had al­ways con­sid­ered him a brother. I im­me­di­ately smug­gled him into our room and the three of us fucked. I knew from then on that he was for her  “the” man, she doesn’t look at any­one else. Of course I know that they be­long to­gether, but Har­al­dur and I are sol­diers and sol­diers are bet­ter off not hav­ing a fam­ily. I asked Lin again and again, she knew that from day one and is his wife when he is in Qin, but she doesn’t hold him back. It is im­por­tant to her to be in his heart and he in hers. Mar­riage is a lux­ury, for the day when he re­turns home as a crip­ple or some­one brings her his ashes. She has grown up a lot. She knows that most men, at least Har­al­dur and I, love sex­ual va­ri­ety and that it has noth­ing to do with who you have in your heart. I know that Lin has also fucked a lot of men, mostly to sup­port our fa­ther’s ca­reer, but she only has Har­al­dur in her heart.”


“In Edo I took part in the cherry blos­som fes­ti­val with my fa­ther.  An im­pe­rial palace, the White Crane Fortress, an im­pos­ing 17-story build­ing that tow­ers over the im­pe­rial city like a white cloud, be­longed to women in the first week of May; all men had to leave un­til the cherry blos­soms. Only the high­est of­fi­cial, Sten Zel, and his guests, fa­ther and I, were present. Sten Zel came from the West; he had come to Japan as a young man to study this closed em­pire and had risen to be­come the high­est of­fi­cial. 


A hand­some, im­pos­ing man in his mid-50s, his white hair tied back in a pony­tail and his ath­letic body wrapped in a splen­did ki­mono, re­ceived us very warmly. “The cherry blos­soms will take a few days to bloom,” he said, “so you will prob­a­bly stay here for sev­eral days, maybe a week.” Af­ter we had set­tled into our quar­ters and fresh­ened up, he led us into the large hall of the women’s house so that we could in­spect our task. The women that Sten Zel and my fa­ther had to sat­isfy were ly­ing on their mats and smil­ing at us. 


Sten Zel re­moved the blan­ket from the first pair. They were the 18-year-old twins, the el­dest daugh­ters of the young em­press. Fa­ther and I stared at the won­der­ful naked bod­ies. They had small, vir­ginal breasts and a nar­row, tiny, downy black bush above the pu­bic fold, like many Ja­pa­nese women.  My mouth was wa­ter­ing, I must ad­mit. The next was the Em­press her­self, a beauty in her late 30s. She had still been twitch­ing with or­gasm when we en­tered. As we learned, she had ig­nored the Ja­pa­nese tra­di­tion of se­cret mas­tur­ba­tion from a young age and mas­tur­bated when­ever her clit de­manded it. Like her twins, she had a slim, beau­ti­ful body, but she had her pu­bic hair plucked out daily. Her child­like, naked pussy did not show that she had given birth to four daugh­ters. The next was her mother, in her mid-50s, who had sur­pris­ingly large breasts, but which sadly obeyed the laws of grav­ity. Her pussy and prom­i­nent clit were still very red; she had been mas­tur­bat­ing un­til a few mo­ments ago and was about to con­tinue. The Em­press’s grand­mother was al­ready in her 70s, but she looked ex­cit­edly at us men be­cause she had very few op­por­tu­ni­ties to fuck any­more.  Sten Zel men­tioned that their mother, the great-grand­mother, had cel­e­brated the cherry blos­som fes­ti­val with cheers and shouts of joy un­til her death two years ago. Sten Zel gave my fa­ther a friendly nudge in the side, “this is the no­ble game that we have to fuck prop­erly in the next few days, un­til their last breath! We will share them like broth­ers and have enough to fuck! They will suck us dry, be­cause the cherry blos­som fes­ti­val is the only of­fi­cial oc­ca­sion when they are al­lowed to be fucked un­til they lose con­scious­ness. So, let’s be­gin!” he con­cluded with a grin. I was dis­missed and stomped off to my room. Sten Zel did not men­tion that he had in­tro­duced this new form of cherry blos­som fes­ti­val him­self. Be­fore that, the high­est of­fi­cial was at the mercy of the then old em­press alone, and the em­press, who was locked up in the palace all year round with­out be­ing fucked, had a cor­re­spond­ing sex­ual block­age.  Sten Zel, a very strong guy, was so beaten up by the 70-year-old in the three days and nights that the fol­low­ing year he se­cretly smug­gled in the body­guard, the hunters, cooks and pages, thus sat­is­fy­ing the em­press. The em­press died at the age of 74 in the arms of the court black­smith, smil­ing lust­fully and hap­pily even in death. From then on, the en­tire fe­male rel­a­tives of the em­press had to be fucked re­ally hard and in re­turn Sten Zel was al­lowed to in­vite val­ued friends to fuck all the ladies prop­erly.


Two lit­tle naked an­gels were wait­ing for me in my bed. I spoke very lit­tle Ja­pa­nese, but I un­der­stood the ges­tures of the em­press’s 11 and 12-year-old daugh­ters. The ser­vant who had guided me made the clear, ob­scene ges­ture of fuck­ing with her fin­gers, in­dex fin­ger in the hole of the other fin­gers.  She grinned re­ally broadly and left gig­gling. I sat down on the edge of the bed, shak­ing my head. What was I sup­posed to do with two half-grown chil­dren? They un­dressed me in no time, the 12-year-old took my cock in her mouth and the 11-year-old mas­tur­bated me, chat­ter­ing and bab­bling. I came deep into her mouth and they both screamed with plea­sure and child­ishly sly tri­umph. For the next 7 days and nights I fucked them both to the limit and watched them mas­tur­bate in com­pe­ti­tion dur­ing my breaks. Fa­ther and I drove home in the car­riage in si­lence. He sighed deeply only once. “We are in Edo for an­other 3 years. We are in­vited to the next 3 cherry blos­som fes­ti­vals. May the gods have mercy on us, my son!”



 
Pil­low talk 




Chai no­ticed how at­ten­tively Mu­lan was lis­ten­ing. He pressed her lov­ingly to him. “I have no prob­lem at all with the fact that you fucked Har­al­dur. You are a free woman and I was very touched when you said that you had cho­sen me. I am also very fond of you, but it takes a lot of time to take some­one into your heart. That ap­plies to you as much as it does to me. Time will work for us or against us. If one day you re­al­ize how much I seek sex­ual ad­ven­tures, you will de­spise me or un­der­stand me. If one day you marry a rich mer­chant, you will dis­cover the se­crecy and plea­sure in the arms of many lovers like other de­cent, chaste and faith­ful wives. And I hope to un­der­stand you then and not de­spise you.”


Mu­lan protested.  “I will ei­ther be a de­cent, chaste and faith­ful woman or have many lovers, but not both. I am not yet the wife of a rich mer­chant, but a very sim­ple girl from this vil­lage in the for­got­ten val­ley, I still have a very naive, straight­for­ward view of all this fuck­ing. In the vil­lage it was unim­por­tant to me if one lay down with an­other, it had no deeper mean­ing for me than my sex­ual ex­cite­ment when I watched them. This morn­ing I re­al­ized and de­cided to have only you as my mas­ter and lord, with­out ifs and buts, and that has a lot of weight for me. That was the an­swer I was look­ing for. When you came home, I was de­ter­mined to tell you ev­ery­thing truth­fully and to leave be­cause I thought I had dis­hon­ored you. How grate­ful I was that you or­dered me to your side and that I was al­lowed to hold your cock again. I am only grad­u­ally be­gin­ning to un­der­stand how the threads of life are in­ter­wo­ven be­tween you, Har­al­dur and Lin.  I lis­tened to you care­fully and I hope that one day I will un­der­stand how lit­tle weight it has be­tween you and Har­al­dur that I fucked him. How grate­ful I am to you and my fate weavers that you did not chase me away. I want to be with you un­til time de­feats us or sep­a­rates us. Let me stay with you, warm your cock in my hand and slurp my hap­pi­ness from your lips, be­cause that is what I thirst for.”


Chai was deeply moved, he held her tightly in his arms. At least to him­self he could not deny that Mu­lan was al­ready deep in his heart. “I feel how gen­tly you are warm­ing my cock in your hand. What do you think, should we sleep now or later?”



 
The trek




The next day, the camp was buzzing like a bee­hive, ev­ery­thing was get­ting ready to leave. Chai sat at the ta­ble all day and added the ad­di­tions to the large and small maps. Be­fore din­ner, the 8 group lead­ers came to his tent and he ex­plained the next few miles to them. He set off at the head of his troop punc­tu­ally at sun­rise, the trek wind­ing in a long line be­hind him. They made very good progress, the group lead­ers kept their troops un­der firm con­trol, and af­ter three weeks they reached the next camp near a larger vil­lage. They only camped for 3 days, Chai had to move on. The vil­lage’s stocks were bought up, girls and women were re­leased and new ones were req­ui­si­tioned. Af­ter two more stages of three weeks each, they camped within sight of a small town. Chai was still served by a few women when it came to food and wash­ing clothes.  Mu­lan had no in­ter­est in these things, she rode be­side him when he ex­plored the area or sat be­side him and read the re­ports with him. There was no job ti­tle for it, and there was no other ex­am­ple of a mil­i­tary leader dis­cussing mil­i­tary mat­ters with his lover. She was his lover, there was noth­ing more to say.


Chai had al­ready pre­pared for de­par­ture when mes­sen­gers ar­rived with good and bad news. A gen­eral he knew very well had taken the re­bel­lious prov­ince that Chai and many oth­ers were head­ing to by sur­prise, had hun­dreds of lead­ers be­headed and, to­gether with other gen­er­als, had in­stalled an ad­min­is­tra­tion loyal to the em­peror. A dozen gen­er­als also re­ported this and Chai could rely on these re­ports. He had the camp re­built and gave his men shifts off to go to the town. That was the good news, he would wait here for the im­pe­rial or­der, they would prob­a­bly be or­dered back to the cap­i­tal. But there was also bad news.  In the king­dom of Qin, his home­land, there was un­rest, open con­fronta­tions that went far be­yond a few smashed heads and ev­ery­thing pointed to a civil war. As ex­pected, the em­peror’s mes­sen­ger brought the or­der to re­treat. The im­pe­rial city was a good 10 days’ ride away, at that point no one had any idea what was hap­pen­ing in Qin. Chai wrote to the em­peror im­me­di­ately. Qin was only a day and a half’s ride away, so he gave a daily re­port on the sit­u­a­tion. His unit was clos­est to Qin and he could as­sume that the em­peror would send him to Qin in this sit­u­a­tion. He asked the em­peror to ac­cept his as­sess­ment of the sit­u­a­tion. He would set off for Qin to­mor­row morn­ing, there was no time to lose. The mes­sen­ger grinned and only asked for a fresh horse, he would not daw­dle and would kneel be­fore the em­peror in 8 days.



 
Re­bel­lion in Qin 




Chai had his troops picked up in the city and gave a speech be­fore din­ner. The sit­u­a­tion in Qin and that he would ride off to­mor­row at sun­rise, two days to Qin and his sword served the King of Qin, who was a loyal sub­ject of Em­peror Long. Any­one who wanted to ride with him was wel­come. The oth­ers were to take care of es­cort­ing the mer­chants un­der the com­mand of his three old­est sol­diers. Not a sin­gle one stood up. Har­al­dur stood up and looked into the faces of the sol­diers. Then he raised his voice. “Cap­tain Chai, com­man­der, we will all ride with you, no dis­sent­ing voices. The three old warhorses will ride with the mer­chant con­voy, we will ride with you.”


They rode off at sun­rise. Mu­lan was not con­vinced.  She had bought a short, light spear from a mer­chant and had this or that sol­dier show her how to use it. She had been train­ing hard for 4 weeks. She rode with him to Qin, right at the front, not at the back with the slow sup­ply carts as Chai wanted. He did not ar­gue with her, he just whis­pered briefly to Har­al­dur that they would look af­ter her. 


They rode like dev­ils on the road that the mes­sen­gers also used. This way they re­ceived the fresh­est news. They only gave the horses very short breaks, the mob had sur­rounded the palace af­ter slaugh­ter­ing thou­sands of cit­i­zens. One wing of the palace was al­ready burn­ing. They reached the city lim­its at sun­set, from the hill they saw the burn­ing palace and the clouds of smoke. Like deadly lo­custs they in­vaded the city, slaugh­tered all the non-uni­formed armed men and broke into the palace in a long-trained for­ma­tion.  They slaugh­tered ev­ery­one who wasn’t a sol­dier, the sol­diers ran with them. Chai reached the throne room with Har­al­dur and Mu­lan. The old king sat on his throne cov­ered in blood, his head had rolled down the stairs. Hor­ri­bly mu­ti­lated corpses lay around him, pre­sum­ably the queen, the heir to the throne and other no­ble fig­ures. A good 40 guards­men sur­rounded the throne, twisted and de­stroyed by a blood­thirsty mob. Chai heard the clash of the rebels’ weapons in an ad­join­ing room. With his katana drawn and his spear out­stretched, he ran into the room and mer­ci­lessly slaugh­tered the sur­prised gang one af­ter the other. Then he heard Mu­lan’s drawn-out scream.  He let the ban­dits go and raced back to the throne room.



 
Mu­lan close to death




Two dozen in­sur­gents sur­rounded Har­al­dur and Mu­lan. Har­al­dur lay un­con­scious next to Mu­lan, who was sit­ting twisted on the floor and us­ing her spear to keep the guys away from her. He hurled his spear and fell on the sur­prised in­sur­gents like a danc­ing dervish. He slashed into flesh and bone with both swords, not tak­ing the time to el­e­gantly be­head the mur­der­ers. The aim was to fell, kill and in­jure 25 men as quickly as pos­si­ble. The last one fell, hold­ing his sev­ered arm in his other hand. Chai didn’t think about whether he was still a threat and cut off his head. They were all fin­ished, all 25 of them. He looked around, but no one was to be seen.  He knelt down next to Mu­lan. Her side was cov­ered in blood, a short spear was stuck un­der her armpit. Chai ripped open the side of her dress. The blood was only run­ning sparsely, thank God, it didn’t bub­ble or splash. With a light­ning-fast pull, his wak­iza­shi sev­ered the shaft of the spear. The blade had pen­e­trated half­way un­der her armpit. A weapon like that shouldn’t be ripped out, she could bleed to death. He ripped a long strip from her dress and wrapped the wound, press­ing firmly to slow the bleed­ing. Mu­lan woke up and rec­og­nized him with a smile. Then she frowned. “Har­al­dur, struck down from be­hind” and closed her eyes. He held her tight, he kicked Har­al­dur’s side with his boot. Har­al­dur’s blond mane was soaked in blood, Chai kicked him wildly, Har­al­dur groaned and moaned.  He half sat up and felt his head. “Mu­lan?” he asked first, “Mu­lan?” Chai yelled, she has a spear in her chest! A jolt went through Har­al­dur’s body. “Noth­ing bro­ken, just a scratch!” he called to Chai and looked around, look­ing for his sword. He found it im­me­di­ately, it was stuck in the chest of a dead man. He roughly ripped it out and cleaned the wide, heavy blade on the dead man’s dou­blet. He leaned on his sword and stood up un­steadily. “A cup of wine would be good now,” he grinned crookedly and waved a few sol­diers over. “A doc­tor, a healer, a field sur­geon, what­ever, and run now and get me one, it’s a mat­ter of life and death!” They ran off. 


Chai asked how his head was. “Oh, noth­ing spe­cial. Noth­ing bro­ken, thank God. A scratch, it’s not bleed­ing any­more. I stuck my sword in a guy and five or six of them held me down and then one of them hit me with an iron bar. Mu­lan was next to me, she swung her lit­tle spear very skill­fully and if some­one was care­less, she slit their throat. The lit­tle one killed a dozen guys, I would never have thought she could do that. A cute kit­ten with deadly claws!” 


Chai said, “enough chat­ter, my brother, can you still fight? I’ll stay with her un­til she’s safe, then I’ll fol­low. We’ve only got half the palace.” Har­al­dur nod­ded at him with his chin, shoul­dered his sword and ran with long strides to­wards the noise of the bat­tle. 


Mu­lan woke up.  “Har­al­dur?” she asked be­cause she couldn’t see him. “He’s only slightly in­jured and has gone to fight. We’re wait­ing for a doc­tor, he should be here soon. How did it hap­pen?” Mu­lan shrugged.  “He and I fought side by side, back to back, against 30 or 40, he stood like a rock and just mowed them down, curs­ing. I was soon sur­rounded, they didn’t see me as a threat and they wanted to stab Har­al­dur from be­hind. I crouched down and slit throat af­ter throat in­dis­crim­i­nately, as your war­riors showed me. I must have caught a few, but then a dozen bit into him and a big one who looked like a black­smith pulled an iron bar over his head. It hap­pened very quickly, but I was able to dive to the left and slit the black­smith’s throat,” Mu­lan looked over the pile of corpses, “there he is ly­ing over there, the dog. I crouched down again and stabbed with my spear, your war­riors told me that was the best po­si­tion. Then a spear hit me and I screamed, and then you came. I have never seen such a way of fight­ing. I could hardly see you with my eyes.  fol­low, you sim­ply slaugh­tered them be­fore they even saw you. I should prob­a­bly learn your tech­nique too…” Her voice died away, she was un­con­scious again. Chai screamed un­til her throat was hoarse. Then fi­nally two uni­formed roy­als came, drag­ging an old man with them at a run, an an­cient man. 



 
The Doc­tor’s Fight




The old man grum­bled and protested that he had been re­tired for a long time and… Chai yelled at him. “Shut up!” The old man ducked and felt Mu­lan’s wound. He took the bloody rag down, he nod­ded and nod­ded and nod­ded. Chai yelled at him, “and what!?” The old doc­tor ducked even more and then said that there was a rest room and a medicine chest over there. Chai or­dered the two roy­als to care­fully lift Mu­lan up and take her to the cham­ber with the doc­tor. He took his swords and ac­com­pa­nied them. He swept the cups and plates off the ta­ble with his katana, they put Mu­lan on the ta­ble. The doc­tor pointed to the medicine chest, but he couldn’t reach it. Chai sim­ply ripped the heavy chest out of the wall and put it on the ta­ble.  He was glad to be able to tear some­thing apart; he felt a burn­ing pain in his chest, al­though he was com­pletely un­harmed on the out­side. He cov­ered the door with his broad shoul­ders, ready to slam it shut.


The old doc­tor was now wide awake. He or­dered one sol­dier to put hot wa­ter on and the other to put a knife blade in the fire. He or­dered Chai to lay Mu­lan on her side and pull out the spear­head. Chai did as he was or­dered. The doc­tor put a damp cloth on the wound and looked at it very closely. “Noth­ing vi­tal,” he mur­mured. Then he asked Chai if he had ever used a wound clamp. Chai said no. “Two sharp Ja­pa­nese swords and no idea about wound care,” the old man growled. Chai had Mu­lan firmly in his arms; she weighed noth­ing. “My op­po­nents have never needed a sur­geon to glue their heads to their necks,” he grinned at the old man.  He asked, “Have you never been hurt?” and Chai laughed out loud. “I pricked my fin­ger once while do­ing silk em­broi­dery,” he laughed and the doc­tor smiled a lit­tle. “In­vul­ner­a­ble and deadly, we doc­tors don’t earn a sin­gle cop­per coin.” Chai be­came se­ri­ous. “I’ve been fight­ing for 25 years and the gods had more fun with me when I wasn’t dead. I’ve al­ways been lucky, I don’t have a sin­gle scar. The first scar will be on my heart when it dies.” The doc­tor nod­ded and said we’ll pre­vent that. 


He took a sur­gi­cal clamp from the medicine box. He was too weak, he couldn’t bend it. He demon­strated with his bony lit­tle fin­gers how to use the clamp. Chai took it in his hand and bent it ef­fort­lessly with two fin­gers. “There, at the end, you have to bend the up­per part and snap it into the lower notch, sir.” Chai tried it, no prob­lem.  The doc­tor said that the clamp had to be placed half a cen­time­ter be­low the edge of the wound, par­al­lel to the wound. It pre­vented bleed­ing and al­lowed the flesh to grow to­gether. Chai nod­ded, he had un­der­stood. 


The doc­tor ex­plained the pro­ce­dure. “You have to hold your daugh­ter re­ally firmly in the side po­si­tion, she will scream in pain and want to run away, she must not do that un­der any cir­cum­stances! Then this sol­dier will pour hot wa­ter into the wound and I will clean the wound thor­oughly. Then the sol­dier will give you the red-hot knife, I will guide your hand, but you have to burn your daugh­ter’s wound deep down, as I show you. She will scream, but you have to hold your child firmly. Fi­nally, you take the clamp, I will join the edges of the wound to­gether and you fas­ten the clamp as dis­cussed. Are there any ques­tions, is ev­ery­one re­mem­ber­ing our dance?” Chai was happy, the man knew how it worked and dis­cussed the mis­sion be­fore the bat­tle like a good gen­eral.


They set to work with­out say­ing a word. Mu­lan didn’t scream, she had fainted. Hot wa­ter, the glow­ing knife blade, the clamp. The doc­tor rum­maged around in the medicine chest, he brought out ban­dages and a small jar. He looked in­side and swore piti­fully. He showed Chai the jar, it was empty, or rather, there was a dried-up residue of oint­ment vis­i­ble. “They should be be­headed, the young doc­tors! When I was the head doc­tor in the palace, that wouldn’t have hap­pened!” He swore like a coach­man. Chai asked what he needed. The doc­tor said that with­out the oint­ment the wound would be­come in­fected and his daugh­ter could die. Chai asked where you can get it? In any phar­macy, sir, but they burned down the palace phar­macy! Chai took the jar in his hand. It says on it what it is, what’s in it? Yes, said the doc­tor, close to tears.  Chai or­dered the roy­als to run im­me­di­ately and get the oint­ment “in a fresh jar,” the doc­tor in­ter­rupted, from a phar­macy, at a run! The roy­als bowed briefly as if he were a per­son of au­thor­ity and ran off. One shouted over his shoul­der, there were sev­eral phar­ma­cies nearby. 


The doc­tor said he could gen­tly lay the daugh­ter on her back. Now that they were alone, Chai in­tro­duced him­self with his name and rank and he had to cor­rect some­thing. The doc­tor was all ears. “Her name is Mu­lan, she is not my daugh­ter, but my lover. She is 23, I am 37. I just wanted to set the record straight, doc­tor.” They talked. The doc­tor was stunned when Chai told him that the old king had been be­headed and the bar­bar­ians had put him on the throne. He de­scribed the other corpses and the doc­tor put his hands over his face.  The heir to the throne and his bride, the queen, her two broth­ers and the 14-year-old princess. “The en­tire royal fam­ily has been wiped out, the doc­tor ex­claimed, what will be­come of our Qin?” Chai let the old man cry, he had not known any­one from the royal fam­ily. “The em­peror will de­cide, the em­peror was wise and just, I served with him for years!” The doc­tor nod­ded, cry­ing. Chai had heard foot­steps and crept to the door with drawn swords. He knew the four men, they served un­der Har­al­dur. He greeted them, Teng, Fei and the other two. “The gods sent you, my Mu­lan lies here, the doc­tor here is wait­ing for an oint­ment that two roy­als can get from the phar­macy. Can you stay with Mu­lan and pro­tect her with your blood? The door is easy to de­fend. Har­al­dur is wait­ing for me, I have to go to him!” The men nod­ded, he could rely on them.  He was re­as­sured, he had seen Teng and Fei fight­ing, they would be able to deal with 40 men them­selves. He had Har­al­dur’s last po­si­tion de­scribed to him and ran off. He had no spear left, he would have to take one on the spot.



 
The fight ends




Even from some dis­tance he heard Har­al­dur roar­ing hap­pily, heard his sword crash­ing across the mar­ble. He threw him­self into the hall like a tiger and mowed his way clear to Har­al­dur. He turned his back to him and they slaugh­tered the rebels. Chai looked around briefly, there were a good 150 guys who ac­tu­ally had an ad­van­ta­geous po­si­tion above a long, wide stair­case, but they were dis­or­ga­nized and not well led. Chai in­formed Har­al­dur be­tween pow­er­ful blows how Mu­lan was do­ing.  Har­al­dur cursed, he had sent Teng and Fei with two men to bring a few mugs of beer and some­thing to eat. Chai just grinned.


The bat­tle in the palace lasted an­other two hours. It must have been af­ter mid­night when the last rebels bar­ri­caded them­selves in the women’s house. Chai, Har­al­dur and their men caused a blood­bath like no other, the moun­tains of corpses were piled up in the cor­ri­dors. Eight ring­leaders had bar­ri­caded them­selves in the fur­thest room. Har­al­dur and Chai had fought their way to the door, and a hor­rific sight pre­sented it­self to them. Har­al­dur raised his fist to stop his men. Five naked fe­male corpses lay on the floor. They had ob­vi­ously been vi­o­lated and mur­dered, some had been slit open from pussy to throat. It was im­pos­si­ble to tell who was the mis­tress or ser­vant. Seven rebels stood against the wall, they had gold and pearl neck­laces hung around their necks and stuffed their pock­ets with jew­elry. A lit­tle mad­man shouted that they had de­feated the king, that he was now the king and that he was in charge!  Chai and Har­al­dur looked at each other, the guy was com­pletely crazy! “You are the last 7 we will be­head, all your co-con­spir­a­tors are al­ready dead!” said Har­al­dur and raised his sword. In a few min­utes he and Chai killed the gang. They breathed a sigh of re­lief, the re­bel­lion was over. Chai had the 7 groups roam the city, they found some, but they took no pris­on­ers. 


They had gath­ered in the throne room. Chai had run to his fa­ther’s house, the doc­tor had brought Mu­lan there, but she was still un­con­scious. The doc­tor did not leave her side, he would not leave un­til she could stand again. “I am re­tired,” said the hun­dred-year-old, “but since I know your rank and found out that you are the son of the brave gen­eral, I am back on ac­tive duty, Mas­ter Chai!” Chai was re­lieved that Mu­lan had sur­vived the op­er­a­tion well and was now in the best hands.  Lin stayed with the doc­tor and helped him. He ran back to the throne hall. 



 
In the throne hall 




The coun­cil­lors were all un­harmed be­cause no one was in the palace dur­ing the re­volt. They lis­tened to Har­al­dur, who gave a re­port. The royal guard had been poi­soned, all 170 men! Only a hand­ful of of­fi­cers had sur­vived be­cause they had been given a dif­fer­ent diet. They had fought on the front lines. 427 roy­als had fallen, 12 of the im­pe­ri­als. There were a good 430 wounded on their side. 3,710 of the rebels fell, no wounded, no pris­on­ers. They were fairly cer­tain that no sig­nif­i­cant num­ber of rebels were left. They mourned 1,405 dead cit­i­zens, most of them girls and women who were first raped and then killed. Chai spoke up.  First, the coun­cil should send out pa­trols with lo­cal sol­diers to find and kill or cap­ture the rest of the rebels. Sec­ond, since the coun­cil was com­plete, they should con­tinue to run the gov­ern­ment un­til the Em­peror set­tled the suc­ces­sion. A coun­cilor stood up. Is it true that he had com­manded the Im­pe­ri­als and crushed the re­bel­lion? Chai in­tro­duced him­self by name and rank and yes, he had led the Im­pe­ri­als here. He had not yet pro­duced a writ­ten or­der from the Em­peror be­cause he had only sent the mes­sen­gers to the Em­peror yes­ter­day morn­ing. An­other coun­cilor stood up. “Is it true, Gen­eral Chai, that you rode off as soon as you knew about the sit­u­a­tion?” Chai was a lit­tle em­bar­rassed. “I was the only one in the im­me­di­ate vicin­ity and there was no time to wait for the writ­ten or­der from the Em­peror, you all would no longer be sit­ting here!” The same coun­cilor stood up again.  “My ques­tions are not meant to ques­tion your le­git­i­macy, Gen­eral Chai. On the con­trary, I just wanted to make it clear to ev­ery­one that you made the right de­ci­sion at the right time and im­me­di­ately set out to res­cue us. I must make it clear to ev­ery­one here how de­ci­sive your de­ci­sion was and how bril­liantly your men fought.” He looked around and saw ev­ery­one agree­ing. An­other coun­cilor stood up. There was a dead si­lence, be­cause he was an im­por­tant man, his word car­ried weight. “We all have to thank you, Gen­eral, you have shown fore­sight and de­ter­mi­na­tion. The rebels killed our king and his fam­ily in cold blood hours be­fore you ar­rived. We all know that if you had come ear­lier, you would have de­fended the king and his fam­ily with your life. Thank you, Gen­eral, and thank you to your men!” The coun­cilors ap­plauded spon­ta­neously, and soon the whole hall was ap­plaud­ing. Chai bowed for a long time, not for him­self, but be­cause the ap­plause was due to his men.  The wise coun­cil­lor con­tin­ued, the ap­plause died down. “We are still faced with a prob­lem that we must solve quickly. Car­ry­ing on with day-to-day busi­ness is not a prob­lem. Choos­ing a king is. On the one hand, for a thou­sand and how many years, we have al­ways elected a king from our king­dom of Qin or con­firmed the heir to the throne. We no longer have an heir to the throne, he too was mur­dered yes­ter­day.” He low­ered his head, the heir to the throne was a damn good and pop­u­lar prince. 


He con­tin­ued. “For the first time in our long his­tory, it is up to the em­peror to choose a king, that is the law. Em­peror Long is a good man, he will cer­tainly think care­fully about who he chooses. And no mat­ter how well cho­sen the man is, he would not be from Qin. I am not of­fer­ing you a so­lu­tion, I am only ask­ing you to think about this idea.” A voice called out loudly. “But it also says in the law that we, you coun­cil­lors and the as­sem­bled peo­ple, have the right to pro­claim some­one king, that is called per ac­cla­ma­tionem.” Chai had raised his head, he had rec­og­nized his old fa­ther’s voice. Lin pushed his fa­ther in the wheel­chair into the mid­dle, to the coun­cil­lors. “I ask for the floor, gen­tle­men,” he said. The coun­cil­lor who had just spo­ken looked around and nod­ded, “go ahead! The gen­eral has the floor!” He sat down, Chai’s fa­ther stood up, held on to the ta­ble and raised his voice.  The Gen­eral Chai they had just ap­plauded was his own son, as most peo­ple knew. He de­scribed Chai’s ca­reer as a fa­ther and as a sol­dier. He de­tailed how Chai had worked his way up with­out ben­e­fit­ing from his fa­ther’s fa­mous name. He had earned all of this through his own ef­forts. His train­ing in the royal guard of Qin, his ser­vice in Japan, his ser­vice as the em­peror’s per­sonal body­guard. His long and suc­cess­ful ser­vice as cap­tain, com­man­der and gen­eral of the im­pe­rial army. And now, fi­nally, his de­ci­sive ac­tion against the king’s en­e­mies. For his part, he could not think of any­one bet­ter to lead Qin as King; he had proven his qual­i­ties and qual­i­fi­ca­tions enough. He pro­posed Gen­eral Chai as king, he asked the coun­cil and the peo­ple to pro­claim him king; ac­cord­ing to the law, this had to be done unan­i­mously and unan­i­mously. He sat down and breathed deeply. He had given it his all.



 
A king is pro­claimed




The wise coun­cilor stood up. “We thank you, dear gen­eral, for your in­ter­ces­sion for your son! I could not think of a higher honor than to hear a fa­ther sing the praises of his son! I now of­fi­cially present your ac­cla­ma­tion to the coun­cil and the peo­ple. We’ll take an hour’s break, no? A half-hour break so that you can dis­cuss the pro­posal. So we’ll meet here in half an hour to hear counter-pro­pos­als or to vote.”


Chai shook off ev­ery­one who was chat­ter­ing at him and fought his way half­way across the throne room to his fa­ther. He knelt down next to the wheel­chair be­cause he only wanted to talk to his fa­ther.  “I thank you for your praise, dear fa­ther! But I have be­come so used to the lazy life of a com­man­der, I could al­ready see the gen­eral staff and was look­ing for­ward to a lazy, com­fort­able life as a gen­eral! But as a king, I can no longer be lazy, as a king I have to work more than ever, seven days a week! Oh fa­ther!” The fa­ther pressed his hand even tighter and smiled. “As you get older, your eye­sight gets weaker, but you be­come more clair­voy­ant. I knew that this was the right time and I urged Lin to bring me here. I see my life thread get­ting thin­ner, but I saw your eyes clearly, as now, how the weavers of fate spin your thread with golden thread. I know what I saw. Be a good king, my son, in­crease the rep­u­ta­tion of our fam­ily!” 


Chai looked down. An im­age from a mys­ti­cal mo­ment flashed be­fore his eyes. What had the mon­ster, the evil spirit, said? He had royal blood in his veins?  How could the evil spirit have meant it oth­er­wise? Had he sim­ply looked into the fu­ture, sec­onds be­fore his death? Chai squeezed his fa­ther’s hand. “I will serve with all my strength, I will in­crease the rep­u­ta­tion of your, our fam­ily! And please stay with us for a long time to see it with your own eyes!” He stood up, the coun­cil­lors had sat down again.


The coun­cil­lor, who not with­out rea­son saw him­self as the head of the coun­cil, raised his hand un­til si­lence fell. “If there is a counter-pro­posal, then let him speak!” He waited a while, but no one spoke up. “Then we will vote on whether Gen­eral Chai should be­come our king. Raise your hand, coun­cil­lors, if you are in fa­vor!” He looked around, one hand went up, a sec­ond, a fifth. The coun­cil­lors ob­vi­ously wanted to make it as ex­cit­ing as pos­si­ble. In the breath­less si­lence a strong voice from the crowd called out, “Long live King Chai!”  , some joined in and now ev­ery­one was chant­ing, shout­ing and roar­ing, “Long live King Chai!”, “Long live King Chai!” Now all the coun­cil mem­bers raised their hands, not a sin­gle one stayed down. The Primus stood up and waved his arms un­til si­lence fell. He looked at the old gen­eral and at Chai, who was stand­ing next to his fa­ther as if struck by thun­der and hold­ing his hand. He raised his voice. “The vote is unan­i­mous, no dis­sent­ing votes. It is a great honor for me to de­clare Gen­eral Chai our new king!” Ap­plause broke out, the peo­ple shouted “Vi­vat!” and whis­tled with en­thu­si­asm. Chai walked quickly to the Primus, bowed deeply to the peo­ple and raised both arms, he wanted to say some­thing. Grad­u­ally si­lence fell and he raised his voice. 


“I thank you all from the bot­tom of my heart, it is a great hon­our and a great task. I am re­ally touched. But I have to set a con­di­tion be­fore I can ac­cept it, be­fore I can give you my oath of loy­alty. I am rid­ing to Em­peror Long im­me­di­ately, be­cause I am still bound to him by my of­fi­cer’s oath. He has to de­cide. I will be back here in the throne room in 20 days or three weeks. Un­til then, the coun­cil will con­tinue busi­ness. Thank you!” Ap­plause broke out again, Chai left the room and waited for Lin and his fa­ther. Half an hour later he was in the sad­dle and rode off with 12 men ac­com­pa­ny­ing him.



 
Mu­lan’s care 




Mu­lan had said goodT­shü to him with­out be­ing fully awake and did not un­der­stand why he had to ride off to where im­me­di­ately, then she slipped back into her fever dreams.  The doc­tor at­tended to her and stroked her naked body un­der the blan­ket. “She prob­a­bly doesn’t no­tice it con­sciously,” he said to Lin, “but her body does, it reg­is­ters these pos­i­tive sig­nals, which also tell it that she is safe and that ev­ery­thing is OK.” Lin nod­ded, that seemed right to her. “The doc­tor’s work is ob­vi­ously not over when the ban­dage is ap­plied.” The doc­tor nod­ded. “It’s a bless­ing when you can ac­com­pany the pa­tient phys­i­cally and sex­u­ally dur­ing his nec­es­sary fever.” 


Lin was as­ton­ished. “Sex­u­ally?” “Of course,” he said, “girls and men alike get very strong, in­tense sex­ual feel­ings and im­pulses when they have a fever. Come, sit op­po­site me and put your hand un­der the blan­ket.” Lin did as he was told. His fin­gers guided her fin­gers along Mu­lan’s pussy to her clit. A slight shiver ran down Lin’s back, she had never touched an­other girl’s clit be­fore.  Mu­lan’s clit was erect and very stiff. “I’ve been won­der­ing the whole time why the doc­tor puts his hand un­der the blan­ket,” said Lin, smil­ing. She felt with her fin­gers how one of the doc­tor’s fin­gers rubbed the tip of the clit, the lit­tle bud, lightly and very quickly. Mu­lan trem­bled slightly and shook for a mo­ment. Lin felt that the clit re­laxed a lit­tle.


“When she’s so deep in fever sleep, her clit de­mands it again and again. In the sec­ond half of the night, the fever sub­sides a lit­tle, and the clit de­mands it much less of­ten. Put your fin­ger on her clit, you’ll feel it im­me­di­ately when her clit needs it. But don’t mas­tur­bate her like you mas­tur­bate your­self, in my ex­pe­ri­ence she finds it un­com­fort­able. Just touch the tip very gen­tly and lightly, OK?” Lin nod­ded. He left his fin­ger on her clit and watched closely to see if Lin was do­ing it right. “I’ve never mas­tur­bated an­other girl and brought her to or­gasm,” Lin breathed and he nod­ded. 


Lin felt her clit throb­bing and swelling a lit­tle more. Lin nod­ded to the doc­tor, then ro­tated her fin­ger­tip very gen­tly on Mu­lan’s lit­tle bud. Mu­lan trem­bled very slightly and twitched just once, al­most im­per­cep­ti­bly.  The doc­tor nod­ded in sat­is­fac­tion, “ex­actly, lit­tle Lin.” He pulled out his hand and rubbed his fin­gers. “It’s pretty ex­haust­ing,” he said with a smile, “I’ve been do­ing this for hours, so I’m quite happy if you take over from me and I can re­lax a bit.” Lin smiled and blushed deeply. “I usu­ally mas­tur­bate very in­tensely and this is noth­ing in com­par­i­son.”


She blushed deeply now. “Are you judg­ing me?” she asked and he looked at her in sur­prise. “Why should I?” he asked. “Be­cause I mas­tur­bate a lot ev­ery night and be­cause it is gen­er­ally con­sid­ered in­de­cent and un­chaste, sir.” He shook his head.  “I am al­ready 104 years old, Miss Lin, and I have prob­a­bly ex­pe­ri­enced ev­ery way in which peo­ple want to put down their fel­low hu­man be­ings. To­day it is con­sid­ered fine to burp af­ter eat­ing, but 15 years ago you were looked at askance. To­day the po­si­tion of fuck­ing a woman from be­hind like a dog on all fours is to­tally frowned upon, but twenty years ago it was to­tally classy. It’s like with hats, which are ac­tu­ally just head cov­er­ings, and now look around you. The cra­zier, the more un­usual, the more it boosts the ego. And if you were to show your­self in a hat like you did three years ago, the mock­ing cack­ling would be end­less. Don’t let any­one tell you any­thing, Miss Lin, if and when and how of­ten your clit wants to be mas­tur­bated is no­body’s damn busi­ness. It is a mat­ter that only con­cerns you and your clit. And my opin­ion is, get on well with both of you! Not get­ting on well with each other would be  in­de­cent and un­chaste, in my opin­ion.” Lin smiled with re­lief. “What a wise man you are!”


Lin was very sen­si­tive all day. He said, “a woman can do it much bet­ter than a man. Men are not so good or skilled at mas­tur­bat­ing a woman, no mat­ter how much they love the woman. A woman can mas­tur­bate any other woman just fine be­cause she al­ready knows how to mas­tur­bate from her own body.” Lin looked as­ton­ished. “I’ve watched a thou­sand times when a girl mas­tur­bated an­other, but never a man do it,” she said thought­fully. She paused, then asked him. 


“Most of the time, when I watch a girl mas­tur­bat­ing an­other girl, my clit gets hard and de­mand­ing. I of­ten think about what it would be like to have a girl mas­tur­bate me? What I want to ask is, am I per­haps a les­bian?” He rocked his head back and forth. “You like to be fucked by men, don’t you?” and she nod­ded im­me­di­ately. “Yes, es­pe­cially by the one who is in my heart. With oth­ers, I fuck with phys­i­cal de­sire, of course, but I lack the love that makes it so spe­cial.” He smiled kindly.  “You are prob­a­bly not a les­bian, just as most girls are not les­bians if they like to be mas­tur­bated by other girls. Most women dis­cover that they are les­bians when, firstly, they like to be mas­tur­bated by other girls and when they feel at­tracted to girls from the heart and ag­gres­sively seek sex with girls. These three things will tell you straight away whether you are a les­bian. I will tell you two more things. Firstly, don’t be afraid to let a girl mas­tur­bate you. It is phys­i­cal plea­sure and not a drama. Sec­ondly, it is the gods who push us into life as op­po­site-sex or same-sex at birth. So in­sult the gods and not the peo­ple, be­cause it is only the thought­less­ness of the gods that de­cide about our lives, be­cause we are prob­a­bly no more than ants to them. Keep that in mind and you will be less un­happy in your life.”


Poor Mu­lan had been in a fever sleep for ten days, the doc­tor was sat­is­fied.  Lin wanted to take her fin­ger off her clit, but Mu­lan said she should leave it there, it felt re­ally good and in her fever­ish delir­ium she of­ten dreamed of hav­ing a nice or­gasm. “I know,” said Lin, blush­ing, and Mu­lan fell asleep again. She woke up and looked at Lin with a lust­ful look. “Would you mas­tur­bate me?” she asked in a whis­per and Lin nod­ded. She mas­tur­bated a girl prop­erly for the first time, Mu­lan whis­pered “Thank you, thank you” af­ter the or­gasm and im­me­di­ately fell asleep again. Lin wasn’t sure if Mu­lan was even re­ally awake when she was mas­tur­bat­ing, prob­a­bly not. Mu­lan usu­ally only woke up for a few min­utes, she asked about Chai and Har­al­dur and whether Lin found time to sink into his arms. “Of course,” said Lin, “the doc­tor of­ten re­lieves me and then I fuck my Har­al­dur with the great­est plea­sure!”  Mu­lan didn’t know how to tell Lin that she had spent an af­ter­noon and a night in Har­al­dur’s arms, not know­ing at the time that he be­longed to Lin. She ate a bite and drank a sip of tea and fell asleep again.



 
At the Im­pe­rial Court




Chai ar­rived at the Im­pe­rial Palace, he sent his men to the Ja­pa­nese House, where they could spend the night and so on. He didn’t have to wait long, the Em­peror had all meet­ings and ap­point­ments can­celled or post­poned. He had the snack served in the gar­den and or­dered the body­guards not to let any­one in. Em­peror Long sensed that Chai had not come to chat. He waited on the stone bench in the mid­dle of the gar­den, where it was dif­fi­cult to over­hear them. Chai went up to him, bowed and threw him­self at his feet. Em­peror Long did not like these ges­tures at all and picked him up. “Yes­ter­day your mes­sen­ger came, Cap­tain, and ev­ery­thing was quiet ex­cept for unim­por­tant ri­ot­ing in Qin. So what brings you here?” Chai fol­lowed the sign and sat down next to the Em­peror. “Em­peror Xingyung Long,” he be­gan and the Em­peror jerked his head up.  “That’s how my mother used to ad­dress me when she wanted to be­come of­fi­cial. Xingyung Long, sex-lov­ing dragon, yes, that’s how she saw me!” 


Chai started again. “The mes­sen­gers need 10 days, and a lot can hap­pen in 10 days. And a lot has hap­pened, Your Majesty! In a few days an­other mes­sen­ger will come from me, but I’m faster than him, his mes­sage will be out of date.” The em­peror was all ears. “Don’t keep me in sus­pense, brother Chai, we’ve known each other for half a life­time!” Chai told him quickly, with mil­i­tary pre­ci­sion and with­out the slight­est flour­ish. “That’s how it is, my lord and em­peror, they have pro­claimed me their king and I told them, fine, but I’m still in the em­peror’s pay and sec­ondly, the em­peror has to de­cide whether I can be­come your king or not.” Chai was silent, as was Em­peror Long.


The em­peror stood up and walked up and down for a while. Then he stopped in front of Chai.  “The an­swer is sim­ple. I don’t like los­ing one of the best in my army. As a strate­gist, you cer­tainly un­der­stand that, you would think ex­actly the same if you were me. The King­dom of Qin had been do­ing well for decades, trade was ex­cel­lent and the king ruled well and with a good hand. He was old, but al­ways a true friend and brother. He cer­tainly didn’t de­serve to be be­headed by the mis­er­able mob. I am once again con­firmed in my opin­ion that you are one of my best, you didn’t wait for my an­swer in 20 days like other arm­chair farters, but re­al­ized that there was not a minute to lose. Please re­mind me to pro­mote Har­al­dur to gen­eral with im­me­di­ate ef­fect! And as for the King of Qin, I am a lucky man, truly the Lucky Dragon Long, be­cause I ap­point you King of Qin, if only for my own ben­e­fit. A good man on the throne, some­one I know and re­spect. Some­one who knows how I think. Some­one who can also think and act like a gen­eral.  I am sad­dened that the old king and his fam­ily have been mur­dered, but I am the luck­i­est dragon be­cause a good man is suc­ceed­ing him.” The em­peror straight­ened up and then called out in a loud voice, “Scribe, come to me now, at a run!” 


The em­peror dic­tated to the scribe, a sim­ple doc­u­ment that the com­man­der Chai is re­quest­ing his dis­missal be­cause he is to be­come king of Qin. A large, or­nate doc­u­ment that Chai is ap­pointed king of Qin. And make a mag­nif­i­cent doc­u­ment, lad, be­cause that will dec­o­rate his throne room.” Chai whis­pered, Har­al­dur, gen­eral, full salary. “And then a cer­tifi­cate of ap­point­ment that Har­al­dur is ap­pointed gen­eral with im­me­di­ate ef­fect. So three doc­u­ments, they must be ready for break­fast to­mor­row!” The scribe made a rather sloppy bow, mut­tered, “It will be so, I will cheer the scribes on!” and then he ran into the palace. 


The em­peror said they had time to talk about pri­vate mat­ters, some­thing they hadn’t done for years. He beck­oned a ser­vant over. “A good, hearty snack and tea, a room for the new king, and Miss Ling should make her­self beau­ti­ful, she will be ly­ing with the king to­day!” The ser­vant hur­ried away. “Miss Ling,” Chai be­gan, but the em­peror cut him off. “That’s an or­der, damn it!” and gave him a friendly slap on the shoul­der.  



 
The Sec­ond Em­press




“And now, my friend Chai, let’s talk openly, man to man, leav­ing aside the em­peror and the king! I re­ally and se­ri­ously want to know what it was like with my sec­ond em­press. I only mounted her once, on our wed­ding night, then my prej­u­dices were con­firmed and I avoided her mat. Of course, I knew from day one that you slept with her, ev­ery night for al­most four years. I let her and her four daugh­ters re­turn to her fam­ily and gave her rich presents. She must have had her three other daugh­ters from you, be­cause nei­ther I nor any­one else has ever slept with her. So tell me, but from the be­gin­ning!”


Chai thought for a mo­ment and be­gan. The em­peror had his first em­press be­headed for high trea­son. One of her lovers was an en­emy spy and was be­headed two min­utes af­ter her.  The court nat­u­rally had their eye on a new em­press, she would bring a small group of is­lands as a dowry and that would give the em­pire a strate­gic ad­van­tage. The em­peror agreed, she was very young and sex­u­ally in­ex­pe­ri­enced, but he was in a bad mood and urged her to hurry. The girl was of course on cloud nine, she was em­press!


It was only on the wed­ding night that the em­peror re­alised that she was ex­actly the kind of per­son he did not want. He had the long-known prob­lem that he ejac­u­lated im­me­di­ately when she was de­flow­ered. 


Em­peror Long slapped his thighs and laughed, “I still re­mem­ber. Later on, I only de­flow­ered girls who knew ex­actly what it was about fuck­ing.” Just a year ago, he had such a vir­gin on his mat, but the lit­tle girl had been watch­ing her par­ents, her mother’s guests and rel­a­tives fuck­ing for years and she pleas­antly sur­prised the em­peror be­cause she fucked like a world cham­pion. The em­peror had kept her for al­most three months; usu­ally a girl didn’t stay longer than one or two nights. “But go on, dear Chai.”


Well, the young em­press told me the fol­low­ing with­out me hav­ing any rea­son to doubt her words. She was not quite 14 on her wed­ding night, she had no idea about sex, didn’t know about mas­tur­bat­ing and had never seen fuck­ing. The ser­vant en­light­ened her lit­er­ally at the last sec­ond, half an hour be­fore you came to her.  She had told the child all sorts of things, but had cer­tainly for­got­ten to tell her a lot. You came into the bed­room, de­flow­ered her and came straight away. The girl had screamed be­cause no one had told her about the rup­ture of her hy­men. She had im­me­di­ately chased her new hus­band out of the bed­room and cried to the ser­vant. She never wanted to see this ruf­fian who had hurt her so much in the bed­room again. The ser­vant knew what to do, they would tell the em­peror that she was preg­nant and that she was so ill that he was no longer al­lowed to visit her.


“What,” ex­claimed Em­peror Long, “she wasn’t preg­nant at all!” Chai nod­ded, “yes, that’s right, Your Majesty, you were shame­fully lied to.” The em­peror slapped his thighs, laugh­ing. “I had a lot on my plate at the time and was glad not to have to deal with that bitchy lit­tle brat.” Chai laughed too, then con­tin­ued.  “The ser­vant re­mem­bered me, I had of­ten fucked her when the em­press was late.” The em­peror asked, “So you al­ready fucked the first em­press?” asked the em­peror, “you’re a rogue!” Chai no­ticed that the em­peror wanted to hear a good story and was not at all an­gry with him. “Yes, Your Majesty, I came back from Japan with my chest puffed out, I had been pro­moted to samu­rai, and…” The em­peror jumped in again. “I vaguely re­mem­ber, it was read to me from your per­sonal file, but I didn’t pay any more at­ten­tion to it. Tell me about it!” 



 
The Samu­rai




Chai smiled, the em­peror would like that.  “At the end of the train­ing, the fenc­ing mas­ter was very im­pressed with my skills, af­ter all, a thick beam of light would shine on him. He tricked and tricked and I was one of per­haps 100 for­eign­ers who be­came samu­rai and were given a piece of land. He had or­dered these two swords, which I al­ways carry, from the best weapon­smith in the area, in the name of the em­peror. The weapon­smith made this pair of won­der­ful swords with par­tic­u­lar care, they have re­ally stood the test of time over 20 years and are as ra­zor sharp as on the first day. He pre­sented the swords to me on be­half of the Em­peror of Ni­hon. I thought about it later and am sure that the em­peror knew noth­ing about me and would have rammed a sword into my neck if he had even known me. I would have thought his em­press ca­pa­ble of this valu­able gift, since she had me smug­gled into her bed­room once a week and only re­leased me at dawn. I had to lean heav­ily on my fight­ing stick on the way home to  sup­port, if you know what I mean, Your Majesty!” 


“I must tell you that all the leg­ends about faith­ful wives in Japan are sim­ply false. As long as a Ja­pa­nese woman is a vir­gin, she has no sex­ual drive, apart from mas­tur­bat­ing. But once she has lost her vir­gin­ity, a switch in her head flips and she wants to fuck no mat­ter what. That also ap­plies to the em­press, so it hap­pened that she sim­ply or­dered me, among oth­ers, to fuck her.”


The em­peror laughed and slapped his thighs, “you rogue at home and abroad! But tell me, didn’t you get a piece of land?” Chai grinned from ear to ear.  “The fenc­ing mas­ter had pre­pared me well, I was given a plot of land on the Em­press’s prop­erty right on the rocky coast, a vil­lage called Shi Shi Ma, 469 in­hab­i­tants and fields of less than 8 square kilo­me­ters. But it was mine, mine, mine, damn it! The fenc­ing mas­ter ac­com­pa­nied me with an en­tourage, he pre­sented the vil­lagers with my cer­tifi­cate, which had been signed by the Em­press, and then the vil­lagers had their wives pa­rade past us. My land ac­qui­si­tion would only be com­plete if I had spent a night with one of my sub­jects. As Lord of the vil­lage, I had the right to choose any woman. Your Majesty, it was the great­est dis­grace of my 23-year-old life! Mercy, you gods, I cried out again and again, the good peo­ple didn’t un­der­stand Chi­nese and my fenc­ing mas­ter wanted to sink into the ground. Your Majesty, hold on tight! First the 60-year-olds walked past us, then the 65-year-olds came and then the  A 70-year-old man passed me, blink­ing his eyes. I told the fenc­ing mas­ter that I would tear up the doc­u­ment and ride home with­out land. He was re­ally dev­as­tated, the in­vin­ci­ble fenc­ing mas­ter. But he got up, he did not give in. In­dig­nant, the vil­lagers led us to three young girls, in their late 20s. I looked at them hope­fully. Two were heav­ily preg­nant and ugly as night. I would have had my eyes blind­folded, Your Majesty, but I re­ally wanted to be a real samu­rai! The third, how­ever, looked quite pass­able, was quite slim and mus­cu­lar from work­ing in the fields. I nod­ded to the fenc­ing mas­ter and he car­ried on a half-hour palaver. I did not un­der­stand much, ac­tu­ally noth­ing, ex­cept that it was about money. The fenc­ing mas­ter said qui­etly to me that the dowry had been ne­go­ti­ated, she had only been mar­ried for two months and her hus­band would sit out­side the door all night with an axe on his thighs in case she called for help.  He would only write down the time when I went into the house with her and when I came out in the morn­ing, he would have to swear to it be­fore a no­tary. Whether I played cards with the young woman or ac­tu­ally fucked her was ir­rel­e­vant. We went into the house, the fenc­ing mas­ter wrote it down and dis­ap­peared into the vil­lage pub.


 The man ac­tu­ally sat down in front of the house, with­out an axe of course, and I spoke to him sooth­ingly, showed him the bag with the bride price. He was close to tears, but he nod­ded to us and in­di­cated with his chin that we should go in­side. I had some re­spect for this sim­ple small farmer who was sit­ting out­side in the rain and lis­ten­ing to his wife not come to any harm. She was not par­tic­u­larly pretty, but by no means ugly. She was 18, al­most 19, she said, that much I un­der­stood. She put my hand on her stom­ach, I asked “Child?” and she nod­ded. “Please have a child for me,” she said sev­eral times, if I un­der­stood her cor­rectly.  We fucked al­most non-stop un­til sun­rise, she made those soft kit­ten cries like all Ja­pa­nese women, she liked to fuck and was thirsty like some­one dy­ing of thirst. She came very eas­ily and in­cred­i­bly of­ten to or­gasm dur­ing sex. Her hus­band al­ways came in when she cried out softly dur­ing or­gasm, but she chat­ted an­grily with him and sent him out again straight away. I didn’t care that he was gawk­ing. I sus­pected that he wasn’t a good fucker and that she was very hun­gry for good fuck­ing. At sun­rise I had enough and went out to him, I gave him the bag of money be­cause as a stupid for­eigner I couldn’t have known that the money ac­tu­ally be­longed to her. She came out to us com­pletely naked, I reached into my wal­let and counted out one, two, five gold coins and put them in the bag. He ac­com­pa­nied me to the vil­lage pub where we picked up the fenc­ing mas­ter and our com­pan­ions.  I don’t know why the hus­band was talk­ing to the fenc­ing mas­ter for so long, but he seemed to be ap­peased and even shook my hand with a smile as I left.


We rode leisurely home and of course I asked the fenc­ing mas­ter what the hus­band had said to him. He thought for a long time and said that he had had to give his word not to tell me any­thing. But he was talk­ing to my horse, and he was al­lowed to hear it. The hus­band was sur­prised that I had given him 5 gold coins ex­tra, with which he could buy 10 fat­ten­ing pigs or 2 milk cows, but he still had to think about it. He had only left the door ajar and had watched the fuck­ing all night long. He had been an­noyed at how pas­sion­ately his young wife fucked my big cock, af­ter all it wasn’t his fault that he only had a smaller cock. He was very up­set that his wife se­cretly mas­tur­bated dur­ing my breaks, which was very in­de­cent and very un­chaste. Of course he knew how to mas­tur­bate, af­ter all his mother had se­cretly hid­den from her fa­ther in the sta­ble with the an­i­mals to mas­tur­bate in se­cret.  He had watched them again and again from the hayloft, where he was hid­ing with the maid. The maid was also very an­noyed about what the mother was do­ing, be­cause the mother pre­tended to be de­cent and very chaste. The maid said how un­chaste it was when a woman mas­tur­bated for her own plea­sure. She never did it, af­ter fuck­ing she just tapped her bud for a few min­utes and trig­gered her or­gasm that way, he had seen that time and time again and it was not un­chaste. And, dear horse, he wanted to keep blath­er­ing on about the early fuck­ing with his chaste mother, but we didn’t have time for that now, I said. In any case, he was very dis­ap­pointed when his wife con­fessed to the new samu­rai that she had been mas­tur­bat­ing ev­ery night since early child­hood and since she was mar­ried she had done it se­cretly at night as soon as he had fallen asleep.  But what gave him the most headache was that his wife had re­peat­edly begged the samu­rai to give her a child, be­cause her hus­band, well, he, her hus­band, couldn’t man­age with his short fuck. He was very up­set. That was all, you horse, but keep it to your­self!” - Em­peror Long clapped his thighs, he laughed like he hadn’t in a long time. 



 
Ayla and the witch




Chai then thought of ask­ing the em­peror about his mother, it was po­lite. “And, Your Majesty, may I ask how Princess Ayla is, I hope she is healthy?” The em­peror be­came se­ri­ous. “It’s nice that you re­mem­ber her, dear Chai, dear king. Un­for­tu­nately, she hasn’t been with us for years, she died 5 years ago.  She was the best mother in the world, she was my wife all my life, that was no se­cret. From child­hood she took my lit­tle boy’s cock in her mouth and let me cum in­side. At 9 she taught me all the se­crets of fuck­ing. Even in old age I crept to her ev­ery morn­ing be­fore sun­rise, be­cause she wouldn’t let any­one else take care of my morn­ing erec­tion, the good girl! Haven’t I al­ready told you how she made my cock? No? Well, I was about 12 and she wasn’t at all happy about my lit­tle boy’s cock. One day she brought an an­cient witch into the house who made me a hor­ri­ble tea made of var­i­ous herbs twice a day. Her con­di­tion was that I had to fuck the ugly witch two or three times a day in front of my mother, be­cause that was how the witch checked how far her treat­ment was and which herbs had to be dosed in what way. Af­ter six months she was sat­is­fied and dis­ap­peared. My cock had grown big­ger and thicker, it had turned into a meaty cock.  The witch had ex­plained to my mother why she couldn’t be sat­is­fied with my cock. The cock was made of a sponge that filled with blood when I fucked her and then emp­tied it­self again af­ter I ejac­u­lated. My mother was stupid enough to be­lieve this old wives’ tale. But one thing was true: with my new cock, Ayla al­most al­ways came and I could fuck all night long, no mat­ter how of­ten I ejac­u­lated. Ayla had pro­vided me with this meaty cock and I am still grate­ful to her for that to­day.”


Chai ex­pressed his con­do­lences, he had never met Ayla per­son­ally and only knew about her from gos­sip at court. “And do you still have your land in the Ni­hon Em­pire?” asked Long, who wanted to get away from his sad topic. “I think so, Your Majesty, I left it in trust with the fenc­ing mas­ter back then, and to this day I re­ceive a hand­ful of sil­ver ev­ery year from my banker, al­though the fenc­ing mas­ter has long since died, as one of his sons wrote to me. But I have never been to Japan again and I don’t know whether I gave birth to the thirsty girl back then or not.”



 
The fate of the em­press




The em­peror had been walk­ing up and down for a while and now stopped. “We took a long de­tour, you wanted to tell me what hap­pened to my em­press.”  Chai tore him­self away from the mem­o­ries of the sex-hun­gry child in Japan and searched for his thread again.  “When I found out ev­ery­thing dur­ing our first con­ver­sa­tion over tea and saw through ev­ery­thing in a flash, I ad­vised her to ban­ish the stupid ser­vants to the kitchen im­me­di­ately and to take two ser­vants of my choice, de­cent, in­tel­li­gent and loyal girls who would stay with her un­til the end. No, Your Majesty, I was not yet the Em­press’s lover at that time. 


She in­vited me to tea ev­ery day and we only talked about sex and fuck­ing. I was stunned, the pretty child had no idea, Your Majesty, no idea! I knew how dili­gently Your Majesty pur­sued sex­ual ad­ven­tures and I wanted to bring your wife up to a level of knowl­edge first so that I could serve you in this round­about way. I had only been in your ser­vice for a few weeks at that time and I loved you like your most loyal sub­ject be­cause I saw your ac­tions and de­ci­sions ev­ery day. I pro­tected your body with my swords, but noth­ing re­mained hid­den from me.  


Af­ter the first week of the­o­ret­i­cal in­struc­tion in fuck­ing, the Em­press asked to see my cock. I said it was mu­tual. She re­luc­tantly gave in, she felt my cock ex­ten­sively and I ex­plained ev­ery­thing to her. I took her fin­ger and let her ex­plore her pussy and clit and ex­plained ev­ery­thing to her.


For a few days she guided my cock mil­lime­ter by mil­lime­ter into her fuck hole, she wanted to get to know the phys­i­cal feel­ing that way. It was only af­ter 12 or 14 days that she care­fully felt her way into fuck­ing, but only when she had ex­plored ev­ery­thing did she let her­self be fucked. She wanted to take it slowly, she pulled my cock out so far when I ejac­u­lated that she could see it com­ing in very clearly. She was preg­nant in no time and we fucked as of­ten as time al­lowed. I was very strict about not miss­ing a mo­ment of my ser­vice and some­times made her wait, but she un­der­stood my pri­or­i­ties. 


I taught her from the be­gin­ning to reach or­gasm while fuck­ing, not with her fin­gers, but with her mind. She learned it ea­gerly, Your Majesty! I called her ser­vants and or­dered them to mas­tur­bate the Em­press 5 times in the morn­ing and 5 times in the af­ter­noon and show her and let her try it her­self. I in­sisted that af­ter a month the Em­press could mas­tur­bate her­self and one ser­vant af­ter an­other finely. She could do it, it didn’t take a month. 


Your Majesty, her first daugh­ter was not your child, nor were the other three. The Em­press was made for child­birth, she gave birth to the 4 daugh­ters with al­most no pain and in less than 20 min­utes. She was preg­nant all 4 years and the only one of my lovers at that time that I fucked ev­ery god­damn day.  


I was grate­ful to you, Your Majesty, with all my heart that you did not dis­cover her in­fi­delity and that you did not send her and her daugh­ters back to their par­ents in dis­grace, but rather with all honor and rich gifts. I would have been des­per­ate if you had ex­posed her to pub­lic ridicule and worse. I loved her with all my heart, but I never for­got that she was the Em­press and your wife.” Chai was silent and the Em­peror took the thread in his hand. 


“My dear Chai, how grate­ful I was then that you took the bur­den of mar­ried life from me. I knew you very well and knew that you would do the job well even with­out my or­ders. I was free for my sex­ual ad­ven­tures, I had both hands full with gov­ern­ing. From day one I for­bade my par­rots from fol­low­ing the Em­press’s love life or spy­ing on her.  I did not al­low my­self to be drawn into in­ter­ro­ga­tions, in­de­cency or ex­pla­na­tions, I needed free­dom of move­ment. And you played a ma­jor role in that. I did not envy you for a sec­ond the work of fuck­ing an in­ex­pe­ri­enced child. It seemed to me that she and you en­joyed it quite a bit. I never had the feel­ing of be­ing a cheated hus­band, on the con­trary, how hard it would have been for me to or­der you or any­one else to fuck the Em­press day af­ter day!”


“I now have two sons, my dear, per­haps I am ac­tu­ally their fa­ther. I have fa­thered well over 100 bas­tards and I pay for their well-be­ing. My older son is still quite im­ma­ture at 16, he still sleeps with his mother and only dares to fuck one or two ser­vants in se­cret. The other son is only 14, but he is just what I like.  He has been fuck­ing his mother since he was 8 to re­lieve him­self of the pres­sure of his se­men five times a day, but he is in­sanely ea­ger to learn. He keeps ask­ing me to get him an­other or a new teacher. He learns like a sponge soak­ing up wa­ter. I watch his progress with great pride, he will be a good em­peror and if I do not die in time, I will give him a king­dom so that he can learn the hard­ships of gov­ern­ing.”


“For ex­am­ple, a week ago he pulled me by the sleeve into the gar­den, where it is dif­fi­cult to over­hear. I sig­naled to my guards not to let any­one in and asked him, what is on your mind, my son? He didn’t hes­i­tate for a sec­ond. Did I know that he was fuck­ing my mother? I laughed and said, of course, my son, that’s why there are hun­dreds of court par­rots who tell the em­peror ev­ery­thing. Well, he said, I’ve been fuck­ing her for 6 years. But we only fuck 5 times a day, she doesn’t want it more of­ten be­cause she prefers to mas­tur­bate, a dozen times a day. Of course I want to fuck her more of­ten, but she blocks me and I love her very much and don’t want to use vi­o­lence on her. I wanted to get your ad­vice, fa­ther! I grinned and said, of course, as em­peror, I could give my con­cu­bine, who is no longer an em­press, an or­der and she would, god­damn it, obey! But it would be a se­ri­ous tac­ti­cal er­ror.  In­stead, learn to use the facts to your ad­van­tage. So, you want to fuck more of­ten, OK, fact. She mas­tur­bates a dozen times a day, OK, fact. Does she lock her­self in or can you watch her? Oh, he said, she likes to let me watch be­cause she finds it re­ally hot. But I rarely stay, it gets bor­ing in the long run, fa­ther. Slowly, son, slowly! Stay with her, watch care­fully when she starts the fi­nal spurt. The mo­ment when she for­gets ev­ery­thing around her and just races to­wards her or­gasm, got it? I al­ways no­tice that, fa­ther! Well, then know that when a woman is in the fi­nal spurt, she doesn’t look left or right, just stub­bornly straight ahead. Stick your cock into her fi­nal spurt, she will def­i­nitely not deny you. Now fuck her prop­erly, all women have a bet­ter or­gasm when they are fucked dur­ing or­gasm.  That is why the first em­press, who was the daugh­ter and wife of the first em­peror, in­tro­duced the cus­tom that girls must mas­tur­bate while be­ing fucked. You will see that you can fuck them a dozen times while they mas­tur­bate, my son!”


“Wise ad­vice, Your Majesty, be­cause I have also known about this phe­nom­e­non for a long time.” Em­peror Long smiled qui­etly and stroked his beard. “Chai, my dear friend, I am re­ally glad that you are the King of Qin. Hope­fully we will have more in­tel­li­gent and witty con­ver­sa­tions like this one.” A ser­vant ap­proached. The cooks were ready, the em­press was al­ready there. The em­peror and Chai strolled leisurely through the gar­den. “I am cu­ri­ous,” said the em­peror, “to see how you like the new em­press.  She has been my em­press for 8 months, she is a tiger in bed and gives me room to breathe.” “For sex­ual ad­ven­tures, I as­sume, Your Majesty,” said Chai and Em­peror Long nod­ded. “I don’t care how many bas­tards I have. Apart from the em­press, you will see my two sons and my four best ad­vi­sors. I will take you aside af­ter the desserts, I am in­ter­ested in your im­pres­sion. And of course, Miss Ling will sit on your left, I have planned her for you to fuck, I think you will not be dis­ap­pointed.” Chai bowed as he left in thanks and to ex­press that he had un­der­stood the or­der. 



 
The ban­quet




The ban­quet was ex­cel­lent, Em­peror Long in­tro­duced him to ev­ery­one as the new king of Qin. Chai as­sessed ev­ery­one in a mat­ter of sec­onds, he knew that he was very rarely wrong. The older son was a very su­per­fi­cial no­body and de­spite Chai’s ef­forts, no con­ver­sa­tion took place. The younger son was a bright, clever mind who quickly cap­ti­vated him with ques­tions about what he would tackle as the new king? He men­tioned a few things, but he dis­creetly changed the sub­ject. The boy was pale and fid­gety like many young men who mas­tur­bated too much or fucked too much.  He low­ered his voice and con­fided to the boy that he had fucked around far too much at his age and that, thank God, he had re­al­ized at the right time that he had to slow down a bit when it came to squirt­ing, oth­er­wise he would lose sight of his goals, and he wanted to train for the fa­mous royal guard at all costs. He left the sub­ject and the boy when he re­al­ized that the lit­tle one had some­thing to think about. 


He greeted the em­press per­fectly. A real slutty fuck-noo­dle, very su­per­fi­cial and des­per­ate to flirt with him. He re­mained po­lite and kept his dis­tance, but thank God the em­peror’s four ad­vi­sors turned to him and kid­napped him. An in­ter­est­ing con­ver­sa­tion soon de­vel­oped, be­cause the ad­vi­sors wanted to know ev­ery­thing about the up­ris­ing and they asked him spe­cific ques­tions, which he could only par­tially an­swer.  He brought him­self to safety. He had only been in Qin for a few days and knew noth­ing con­crete about this and that, apart from mil­i­tary is­sues, where he could as­sert his clear, strict po­si­tion. But one thing was cer­tain, and he had promised Em­peror Long this with a hand­shake: the econ­omy, trade and joint projects would con­tinue and be ex­panded with­out in­ter­rup­tion. Qin was not a for­eign state, but a loyal king­dom of the Em­pire un­der Heaven. He had served sev­eral em­per­ors for more than 20 years and he would not change that. He asked for some time to fa­mil­iar­ize him­self with the king­dom, but he would be happy if the ad­vi­sors would bring prob­lems or ques­tions that needed to be clar­i­fied to him in good time, be­fore an an­noy­ing pim­ple turned into a tu­mor. At the end, the ob­vi­ous top man put his arm around his shoul­ders as if by chance, and Chai knew that these ad­vi­sors were ready to work with the new king. At a nod from the em­peror, ev­ery­one went to the ta­ble. His eyes opened wide when the girl Ling sat down next to him.  Em­peror Long had not promised too much, the girl was first-class, hot and beau­ti­ful. She was ob­vi­ously ed­u­cated and a lady-in-wait­ing of the first rank. She never in­ter­rupted or in­ter­fered in his con­ver­sa­tion, but she found the gaps to whis­per qui­etly to him. 


“You al­ready know me, King Chai,” she be­gan very qui­etly, as it was only meant for his ears. “How­ever, you were Chai, the Em­peror’s body­guard back then.” He searched his mem­ory for her face, but to no avail. “Days af­ter the Em­press was sent from the court, I lay down with you.” An im­age ap­peared in his mem­ory, now it was clear. “You were the girl Ling, 13 at the time, and you lay with me for two weeks. You com­forted me and cheered me up, be­cause the Em­press’s de­par­ture hit me pretty hard.” She nod­ded, her eyes shin­ing.  “Yes, Chai, you were my first hus­band, I was al­ready 13 and you treated me like a princess. I gave you my vir­gin­ity with joy and fucked you for two weeks. When I left, you told me that I should read a lot more old books and not the trash that the bored ladies-in-wait­ing de­voured. I took it to heart and read more than my teach­ers. I be­came a lady-in-wait­ing and Em­peror Long rec­og­nized what a trea­sure I had be­tween my ears. I was al­lowed to ac­com­pany him on many trips and warm his mat, which I saw as an honor.” He looked at her and she smiled, “My dear, the em­press ob­vi­ously wants to flirt with you and is con­tort­ing her­self to show you her pussy!” He nod­ded and said that he had to show her the hon­ors and turned to the em­press. 


He acted very sur­prised and raised his eye­brows sev­eral times, as if he had never seen a pussy be­fore.  Her eyes flirted, for she was un­doubt­edly the only de­sir­able crea­ture be­tween here and the Mekong. How could she have known that he would have God knows what chopped off be­fore he be­trayed the Em­peror? He played along with her for a while, but was dis­tracted by the younger son, who asked him if he had been al­lowed to sleep with his mother when he was a young man. He lied and said that he had only been al­lowed to sleep with her un­til he en­tered the Royal Acad­emy. He shook his head im­per­cep­ti­bly to in­di­cate that this was not a topic of dis­cus­sion at the ta­ble. The boy blushed slightly and turned to the Em­press, for he had long since reached his goal of fuck­ing the Em­press. His mother scolded him ter­ri­bly, but the Em­press let the boy fuck her, grin­ning broadly, when­ever he rubbed around her legs like a cat. The Em­press found it amus­ing to let the lit­tle one fuck her now and then, as an af­ter­noon snack, so to speak.  He fucked her with his sweet lit­tle boy’s cock for two min­utes at most, kissed her on the cheek and ran away.


“Of course I let both of the Em­peror’s sons fuck me,” whis­pered Ling, “the older one comes once a month on his mother’s or­ders so that I can teach him the fine art of fuck­ing. But the boy is no good, not even for fuck­ing. His younger brother comes ev­ery other day, he can al­ready fuck very well and I taught him to bring me to or­gasm reg­u­larly. He has even threat­ened to marry me one day be­cause I fuck so much bet­ter than that slut of an Em­press. His words.”
 

“Does she know the Em­press bet­ter?” he asked Ling qui­etly, let­ting his gaze glide over the com­pany.  “Well, she’s pretty fucked up, her pref­er­ence is pages and young boys un­der 15. But she fucks all in­ter­ested par­ties, right up to the old, of course. That’s what she sees as the point of be­ing em­press, she nei­ther politi­cizes nor in­trigues. She would never fight for a lover, why would she? She’s a fish that lays its eggs in the sand and swims on.” Chai kissed her fin­ger­tips as the em­peror looked over and then smiled con­tent­edly. Ling whis­pered, “The em­peror loves her body and her tech­nique, but he will soon de­mote her to a con­cu­bine and a new star will rise in the sky. That’s how he is, that’s how he was, that’s how he al­ways will be. He’s still a very good ruler and has an im­pres­sive record.”


Chai kissed her fin­ger­tips again and looked straight at her. “You wanted to say some­thing else to the em­press,” he breathed. Ling re­turned his gaze firmly.  “We fuck each other oc­ca­sion­ally, we both have a thing for girls, but we’re not les­bians, at least I’m not. She’s one of the few women at court who can do clit-to-clit fuck­ing.” Chai mur­mured that he knew what that was, he’d seen it be­fore. Ling nod­ded and con­tin­ued. “She has a clit well suited to it, just like me, and we take turns be­ing the dom­i­nant one who fucks the other madly. It’s purely phys­i­cal ac­tiv­ity, we’re very dif­fer­ently ed­u­cated and can’t re­ally hold a proper con­ver­sa­tion.”


Chai said af­ter a while, “We’ve had very dif­fer­ent lives since then, I’m king now and you’re a hot, clever lady-in-wait­ing of the first rank. I’ve been won­der­ing for some time whether the em­peror, know­ing about our brief af­fair back then, or­dered this night?” Ling thought for a mo­ment.  “I can’t rule it out, be­cause he has his spies ev­ery­where, es­pe­cially at court. But it seems more likely to me that he likes you some­how and wanted to put some­one he thinks highly of in your arms. He ap­pre­ci­ates me be­cause I made it clear to him quite quickly that I’m happy to fuck him when it suits us both, but that I’m not pre­pared for a sin­gle sec­ond to join the long line of his sex toys. He re­mem­bered that, it shows him a kind of re­sis­tance and that was the best thing I could do for him. I think he wanted to give you a spe­cial gift, some­thing out of the or­di­nary.”


Chai nod­ded and said goodT­shü, he had seen the Em­peror’s look. He fol­lowed the Em­peror into a small room and closed the door be­hind him. With­out wait­ing for the Em­peror’s ques­tions, he be­gan his re­port, tick­ing off one af­ter the other, lastly the Em­press. He men­tioned that she was very flir­ta­tious, but he couldn’t make sense of it. The Em­peror nod­ded, “and Ling?” He said that she was im­pres­sive and that he was happy to fol­low the Em­peror’s or­ders. Long clicked his tongue like re­cruits click at a pretty ass. “Ling is a real tiger, my friend, you will cheer, shout and come to break­fast with a walk­ing stick! I want you to feel good and that is some­thing you can’t or­der!” He thought for a mo­ment. “What would you ad­vise me to do with the older son? He is get­ting to the age where he should be do­ing some­thing.” Chai thought for a long time.  “Your Majesty is right, the younger one is by far bet­ter suited to gov­ern­ing. I would give him a job or a de­part­ment where he can feel like the em­peror’s son, but where a wrong de­ci­sion won’t cause great harm, where there are sen­si­tive ex­perts who can guide him. Min­is­ter of Fish­eries. Noth­ing po­lit­i­cal, noth­ing mil­i­tary. He is not a bad per­son, but it is not his na­ture. If I were a re­li­gious per­son, I would blame the gods, that is what they are there for.” Em­peror Long looked at him for a long time. Shrug­ging his shoul­ders, he said, “Gods.” He looked at the ground.  “He’s still fuck­ing his mother, he’s not look­ing at any­one else. He’ll get a job where his mother can ac­com­pany him. At least she’s got both feet on solid ground. The younger one is made of bet­ter stuff, he’s grad­u­ally break­ing away from his mother’s em­brace, he’s nib­bling on ser­vants, ladies-in-wait­ing and re­cently he’s also been nib­bling on the horny em­press! Good thing, the world is wide and lim­it­less, it doesn’t end at mom’s skirts!” He nod­ded, the con­ver­sa­tion was over. They went back to the com­pany. 



 
A spe­cial night




It was a spe­cial night for Chai and Ling. They had both only drunk a lit­tle wine so that they could ex­pe­ri­ence the night con­sciously and Chai had tucked two bot­tles of wine un­der his arm, per­haps they were thirsty. He looked at her naked body, but she was now a grown woman and no longer the trem­bling 13-year-old girl who wanted to give her vir­gin­ity to the fa­mous war­rior. He could not re­mem­ber the young girl’s body, the mo­ment of de­flow­er­ing or the many fucks that fol­lowed. He held her in his arms as she lay down next to him. He told her that he hardly re­mem­bered that time. 


She nod­ded, he felt the move­ment of her head on his chest.  “It was the first time for me, it was my own de­ci­sion and yet I was shak­ing like a leaf with fear and an­tic­i­pa­tion. You were one of the few sen­si­tive men I have ever fucked. You pre­pared me for the de­flow­er­ing with gen­tle words and were in­cred­i­bly gen­tle, even though it is ac­tu­ally an ag­gres­sive act. Af­ter just a few sec­onds I no longer felt any pain and whis­pered that you should fuck me and that you could cum in­side me be­cause I had not yet had a pe­riod. My pussy ad­justed well to your cock and I had my first or­gasms while fuck­ing. At that time I only knew or­gasms from mas­tur­bat­ing and these were some­how dif­fer­ent, on the one hand gen­tler and yet pow­er­ful. I have not for­got­ten my first time, it was an event that turned my sex life up­side down and opened the door to a new world. I learned that you wanted to fuck be­cause you were in love or out of cal­cu­la­tion to achieve some­thing. That you could fuck be­cause you were or­dered to or when you had pressed a girl’s body to your chest and she  driven by in­stinct, I had to fuck. Fuck­ing was some­times like cur­rency, you got paid or you bought some­thing.”


They were silent for a while, the fuck­ing could wait a lit­tle. She gen­tly stroked her clit, as so of­ten it was sleepy and not yet fully awake. “The sec­ond im­por­tant thing, my love, was that you kicked me in the ass. My grand­fa­ther taught me to read for ten years, the good man. And what did I do with it? I read the cheap trash nov­els of the court ladies. You opened my eyes. The stupid mule had to be kicked in the ass. What did I want, you asked the lit­tle 13-year-old. It is some­thing spe­cial to be able to read, thou­sands of peo­ple can’t. And what are you do­ing with this gift? I have never for­got­ten that sen­tence. What are you do­ing with this gift? I un­der­stood. I went straight to the ar­chiv­ist and he asked me what I wanted to read, laws, travel re­ports, as­tron­omy?  I said some­thing to bet­ter un­der­stand the world. So I came to the philoso­phers and had to read a lot of things out loud three times and think about what they were ac­tu­ally try­ing to say. I be­came wiser from week to week, I read the great sages and re­li­gious lead­ers. Not those books that the priest­hood had writ­ten to re­in­force su­per­sti­tion and fan­tas­tic sto­ries about spir­its and gods. I im­me­di­ately rec­og­nized what the philoso­phers had warned about, a stupid peo­ple more eas­ily fol­lows a stupid se­ducer into the abyss. 


The ar­chiv­ist had two or three in­ter­est­ing works that ex­plained the laws and the func­tion­ing of the em­pire well. What a crazy time I lived through that, strictly speak­ing there were only two things, read­ing and fuck­ing. I did both with full com­mit­ment. I be­came known be­cause I had achieved a cer­tain mas­tery in fuck­ing and be­cause, dur­ing the rest breaks that men need, I amazed the men in higher po­si­tions, even the em­peror’s coun­cilors, with my knowl­edge. Af­ter ten years, Em­peror Long took no­tice of me. I charmed the jaded man with the nat­u­ral­ness that you had ig­nited in me and which I never lost. I did not al­low my­self to be de­graded to a ridicu­lous fuck­hole like oth­ers, not even by the em­peror. 


I was re­warded with a seat in the front row of the ladies-in-wait­ing and ac­com­pa­nied him on many trips and meet­ings.  I de­manded that he fuck me prop­erly and not just in pass­ing, I was as stub­born as a don­key. He, in turn, took the op­por­tu­nity to lie naked next to his naked wife and to ques­tion things and to think about things that he could not al­low him­self to do with the coun­cil­lors with­out hav­ing his au­thor­ity called into ques­tion. I never pre­sumed to rule through him. I am not that stupid. But I did ad­vise him be­cause he had to solve prob­lems. It was also he who set me up with the new em­press a year ago. I never hid from him that I had had lovely af­fairs with girls too. I usu­ally let my­self be fucked by 2 or 3 men a day, be­cause I now know all the cocks at the court and am very se­lec­tive. He asked if girls were also into fuck­ing, clit to clit? I had to ad­mit sheep­ishly that I had only made some botched at­tempts. He laughed loudly and slapped his thighs, fi­nally he could teach a mis­tress — his words! — some­thing new.  He had a girl — the cur­rent em­press —  in his reper­toire who could fuck clit-to-clit per­fectly, she had let him watch a hun­dred times and the old voyeur some­times crawled be­tween her four thighs to see it up close. He in­tro­duced me to the girl, she taught me the fine art, the per­fec­tion of clit-to-clit fuck­ing and we have been fuck­ing from time to time for over a year. It is very dif­fer­ent to fuck­ing a man and yet very sim­i­lar. It starts gen­tly and ten­derly, it gets wilder and wilder and in the end one fucks the other madly.”


Chai was re­ally ex­cited by the pic­tures she was paint­ing, her clit was al­ready wide awake and they fucked un­til af­ter sun­rise. She had mixed him up with fuck­ing the shy 13-year-old girl and the 28-year-old ex­pe­ri­enced mas­ter. He gave it his all, he con­tin­ued to fuck even though he could no longer ejac­u­late and she gave him short breaks be­fore she at­tacked him again. The first rays of sun re­minded them to find an end. They said goodT­shü to each other like lovers and at the same time knew that they were only 10 days’ ride away from each other.


Em­peror Long was al­ready sit­ting at break­fast when Chai came down the stairs with a spring in her step and re­freshed. Ling came 15 min­utes later. The em­peror beck­oned them over and the three of them had break­fast. “You look so fresh, as if you hadn’t been fuck­ing all night,” he joked, but the two just smiled at each other and then at the em­peror.  “But that was not the bet we made, Mr King. I only lent you Miss Ling, not gave her as a gift!” Chai smiled qui­etly and Ling said that Mr Chai had only re­ceived the gift of one night, but the sun had risen re­lent­lessly, the gods had ig­nored their prayers for a de­lay. Gods, that’s what they were. The em­peror laughed and slapped his thighs, Ling dabbed his tears of laugh­ter with a hand­ker­chief and said that per­haps they should call the court jesters! The em­peror could not take it any longer, he laughed so loudly and at the top of his lungs that the ser­vants were re­ally as­ton­ished. Af­ter break­fast, Chai re­ceived his cer­tifi­cates and said a warm farewell to the em­peror and Ling, with­out a kiss. His men had al­ready rid­den from the Japan House to the gate, and they were leav­ing the city. Chai asked the cap­tain how the ac­com­mo­da­tion was. The cap­tain did not move an eye­brow.  “This is the most ex­clu­sive brothel in the king­dom, my king. You are bathed, oiled and per­fumed by del­i­cate women’s hands, and a stream flows through ev­ery room, you roll from the mat straight into the wa­ter.” Chai said, so what? The cap­tain was silent and laughed to him­self with a straight face. The war­rior next to the cap­tain shouted, “What, so what!? We fucked like berserk­ers, we drank fine wine and swapped women for the next duel! Who won? I don’t know, but I beat them all!” The men cheered and shouted at each other un­til the cap­tain in­ter­vened. “Thank you, my king, the ac­com­mo­da­tion was fine!” They rode and rode and slept for three hours at lunch, then con­tin­ued on.



 
Mu­lan awakes




Mu­lan was now awake for hours at a time. The doc­tor had her served a dou­ble por­tion of meat or fish with the rice, as she had lost a lot of blood. The first time she was clear-headed, she took the an­cient lord’s hands and thanked him for sav­ing her. He fended her off, but she had been saved by a war­rior who had claimed that she was in his heart. Mu­lan was speech­less. The doc­tor said he was an ex­pe­ri­enced war­rior, he had not ripped out the spear­head in a panic, she would have died im­me­di­ately. He had cov­ered the wound with a rag from her shirt un­til he, the doc­tor, ar­rived. He had car­ried out the op­er­a­tion ac­cord­ing to his in­struc­tions, as he was not strong enough for it. He had cleaned the wound prop­erly, that did not re­quire any strength in his fin­gers.  The war­rior had vig­or­ously burned out the wound with a red-hot blade and at­tached the clamp us­ing only his strong fin­gers. Speak­ing of clamps, let me look at your vir­gin breasts!” Lin pulled the sheet from her up­per body and lifted Mu­lan’s arm up. The doc­tor felt the edges of the wound with his fin­gers, checked that the clamp was firmly in place and looked into her eyes. “There will be an ugly scar un­der your armpit, my girl, un­for­tu­nately. The wound is very deep, it has pen­e­trated the side of the lung, but that is the first to heal. But at least no ribs or bones are dam­aged, only by mil­lime­ters.  Your strong war­rior will take the clamp off when he comes back.” Mu­lan sat up and the old man mut­tered, “vir­gin breasts, I told you so!” 


Mu­lan asked, “where is he, where is Mas­ter Chai!?” Lin took her face in both hands. “Please don’t get up­set, he didn’t get the slight­est scratch in the fight, the gods pro­tected him. Har­al­dur has a burst bump on his skull and we can only fuck like old peo­ple, slowly and care­fully!” Mu­lan urged, “where is Chai!?” Lin grinned. “The coun­cil and the peo­ple have pro­claimed him king! Imag­ine, king! And he rode straight to the em­peror for his per­mis­sion and he should be back in 6 or 7 days. King!” Mu­lan sank back onto her pil­low. “I thought I had dreamed it. King!  By the Em­peror!” Lin fetched wa­ter and a cloth to wash Mu­lan. Lin cov­ered her com­pletely and be­gan to wash her care­fully. The doc­tor said, “Your clit is al­ready all pointed and stiff again!” Mu­lan blushed from her fore­head to the top of her breasts. “You can mas­tur­bate if you feel too ur­gent!” he an­nounced, “Miss Lin and I have al­ways taken care of you, but now you can take care of your­self!” Lin blushed deeply and stam­mered em­bar­rass­edly, “You needed it damn badly, 5 times an hour at least!” The doc­tor in­ter­jected that it was be­cause of the fever and the herbal tea, so don’t make a fuss about it! He put his hand on Mu­lan’s pussy and a fin­ger on her re­bel­lious clit. “Do you want to fuck me, sir, now and im­me­di­ately!?” Mu­lan shouted, not know­ing her­self whether she didn’t ac­tu­ally want to. The doc­tor pulled his hand away, Lin parted Mu­lan’s labia with her fin­gers and rubbed her pussy re­ally hard,  so that Mu­lan be­gan to trem­ble with ex­cite­ment. She only stopped when Mu­lan or­gasmed with a bright red face.



 
The Doc­tor’s Story




“Oh, my girl, I haven’t fucked a girl in maybe 50 years!” ex­claimed the doc­tor, “not since my wife and sis­ter died!” Lin asked sen­si­tively, “both?” He shook his head. “My sis­ter was also my wife!” Lin and Mu­lan held their breath, then Lin asked, “don’t you want to ex­plain it to us in more de­tail, tell us more about it?” The doc­tor leaned back in his chair.  “It was 100 years ago, my lit­tle sis­ter and I were or­phans and a lovely aunt took us in, she had a room free. She came to me ev­ery night and lay down with me. I had ex­plained to my sis­ter that this was the fuck­ing, that’s what adults do. The aunt was a very old, ugly woman who nat­u­rally loved not only mas­tur­bat­ing but also be­ing fucked by a good boy. My sis­ter was very care­ful and asked me about this and that the next day. She learned to mas­tur­bate just by watch­ing her aunt. Her hus­band was a re­tired cap­tain, he only fucked her aunt rarely, ev­ery few months. But she still had a fire in her ass and ants in her pants, and the ar­range­ment was re­ally okay for ev­ery­one. I had al­ready started my med­i­cal train­ing at 13, was pretty good at herbal­ism and the teach­ers were very happy. My sis­ter sat on the cap­tain’s lap and ea­gerly learned to read. He could read well, but not write, she could  yes, learn some­where else later. He fon­dled my sis­ter while she was read­ing, but I didn’t mind. I told her she should teach him how to mas­tur­bate her to or­gasm. He learned it with great ef­fort, it took months. I stud­ied like a mad­man, I wanted to be­come a doc­tor as quickly as pos­si­ble. The years passed peace­fully and with­out ex­cite­ment. My sis­ter was 11, al­most 12, when the ‘sum­mer of ten thou­sand storms’ hit us. You’ve prob­a­bly heard about it, there were thun­der­storms and end­less rain day and night, light­ning flashed ev­ery minute, the thun­der­claps made our ears ring. Aunt knew that the gods were at war with each other and she stood un­der the door and shouted the most ob­scene curses at the storm clouds un­til she closed the door in the evening, hoarse or voice­less and soaked through.  Classes were can­celled, no sen­si­ble per­son would go out in the rain and the knee-deep floods. My teach­ers were on duty day and night, I lay in bed, lazy and an­gry, and my sis­ter lay down next to me, trem­bling with fear and snug­gling up to me. She asked if she could touch and ex­am­ine my cock. I shrugged my shoul­ders in­dif­fer­ently, damn it, yes! She ex­am­ined and re­searched and sat up cu­ri­ously when I mas­tur­bated. She was so con­cen­trated that she for­got about thun­der and light­ning. She licked the se­men off with one fin­ger, “Mhhh! That tastes good!” she ex­claimed, and I, 18 years old, two years be­fore the fi­nal ex­ams and al­ready ter­ri­bly clever, told her that all women let them­selves be squirted in the mouth and drank the good juice. I had ex­pe­ri­ence with this, I had al­ready fucked two dozen girls and what felt like a thou­sand mar­ried and wid­owed women, I was def­i­nitely a bad fin­ger, so to speak.  


My lit­tle sis­ter, who was im­me­di­ately on fire, let me cum in her mouth sev­eral times a day. The light­ning and thun­der were drowned out by mas­tur­ba­tion, squirt­ing and swal­low­ing se­men. The storms bat­tered us for weeks, my aunt had an­gered the gods with all the scream­ing and curs­ing and she got a bad case of pneu­mo­nia. She didn’t get to fuck any­more, I mas­tur­bated over and over again and cummed in my sis­ter’s mouth. She turned 12, we couldn’t have a birth­day party, my aunt was ly­ing in bed with a fever and cough­ing and her hus­band sat next to her and drank. My sis­ter wanted to try whether my cock would go into her pussy hole and I laughed be­cause she could only get it in as far as the hy­men. She cried with anger, damn it, why didn’t it go in!?  A flash of light­ning nearby, a clap of thun­der that seemed to split our house in two, and my sis­ter, in shock, thrust her pussy into my cock. She laughed out loud, “It’s all the way in! All the way!” She fucked me im­me­di­ately, just like she had seen her aunt do, and from then on we fucked ev­ery free minute. Sum­mer was draw­ing to a close, the thun­der­storms stopped sud­denly. It was strangely deathly quiet in the big house. I ran into my aunt’s apart­ment, she was ly­ing dead on the bed, star­ing cu­ri­ously into the next life. Her cap­tain was ly­ing next to her, he had drunk him­self to death. His face was on her neck, a last, very last ten­der­ness. We buried her cry­ing, I cried be­cause I didn’t know how we two would go on liv­ing. The mayor’s as­sis­tant came to us, the good peo­ple had left us the big town house, two hand­fuls of sil­ver boats and the cap­tain’s pen­sion for 7 years.  Lit­tle sis­ter was still cry­ing, but I had a good laugh. My train­ing was se­cure, as a doc­tor I would be able to sup­port both of us well. My train­ing con­tin­ued, my lit­tle sis­ter ran the house­hold and we fucked as of­ten as we could. 


I was a re­ally good, suc­cess­ful and very hard-work­ing doc­tor. Peo­ple came from near and far and I was able to save and heal al­most ev­ery­one, a small for­tune was ac­cu­mu­lated, mod­est. The king was a fre­quent pa­tient, as was the court. But apart from my good deeds, I was and re­mained the same bad guy as I had been dur­ing my train­ing. I fucked all the girls who would let me fuck them. I fucked all the wives and pa­tients I liked. How of­ten did the stupid hus­band sit next to his wife’s bed and hold her hand while I fucked her, for med­i­cal rea­sons of course, for the sake of her lit­tle san­ity. Many child­less cou­ples sac­ri­ficed in the tem­ple be­cause the woman was fi­nally preg­nant af­ter my med­i­cal treat­ment. The gods alone know how many of my bas­tards grew up in the city and the sur­round­ing area.  Of course I fucked all of the ladies-in-wait­ing with­out ex­cep­tion. Most of them weren’t re­ally sick, but were cu­ri­ous about the strong-armed doc­tor. The queen al­ways suf­fered from se­vere stom­ach pains, and I drove out her flat­u­lence with rough fuck­ing. Af­ter fuck­ing her, I put an out­stretched arm over her in­testines and stretched the other arm un­der her ass and pressed on the two acupunc­ture fart points above her but­tocks. She farted out her stom­ach ache with a roar like a can­non. When she later gave birth, the knot in her in­testines was ap­par­ently un­tied, and she now farted con­stantly and ev­ery­where, which earned her the pop­u­lar name of the Sul­phur Queen. But she never had stom­ach pains again and didn’t need a doc­tor to fuck her back to health.  She had been ill so of­ten be­fore and was mirac­u­lously cured by me, that the king had to ap­point me as sec­ond court physi­cian at the re­quest of the queen, who I had fucked so well. Af­ter the death of the old per­sonal physi­cian, I be­came first court physi­cian and per­sonal physi­cian to both majesties.


The queen was preg­nant. I ad­vised her to se­duce the king im­me­di­ately so that he could feel like the fa­ther. The queen and I swore a sa­cred oath never to re­veal my pa­ter­nity. I fucked her du­ti­fully through­out the en­tire preg­nancy be­cause my arms were burst­ing with lust. She had twins, two sweet girls that the king called Xin and Xan, who looked like an egg and were the spit­ting im­age of the queen. I could hardly con­tain my hap­pi­ness. 


I served the king faith­fully, he, his fam­ily and the whole court were in ex­cel­lent health, I de­voted a lot of time to treat­ing the poor pop­u­la­tion for free in the name of the king. He was happy about the grow­ing pop­u­lar­ity in the coun­try. I was and re­mained the bad fin­ger that the god­desses cre­ated me to be. An anec­dote comes to mind, my dear girls, I will tell you to demon­strate the bad fin­ger.  


A 13-year-old girl from a des­per­ately poor fam­ily had been stung by a scor­pion while work­ing in the fields. She was in pain and had a fever. A scor­pion sting is no big deal for a doc­tor, but I asked the mother why the girl was not yet a woman, why she was still a vir­gin, that was very un­usual. The mother was very em­bar­rassed, her hus­band couldn’t fuck, he squirted when he pen­e­trated her. Af­ter she lost her vir­gin­ity at the age of 12, the good woman, she had never fucked again. The daugh­ter said that her fa­ther was very sweet and had been try­ing to de­flower her for al­most a whole year, as was the cus­tom. But it went the same way as it did with her mother, he pen­e­trated her up to her hy­men, squirted im­me­di­ately and that was it. The fa­ther was not un­happy, he squirted ev­ery night in his daugh­ter’s lit­tle pussy and he hugged his lit­tle girl very lov­ingly. What could make a man hap­pier?  The girl said she hadn’t dared to ask, but she would re­ally like to be a real woman. I nod­ded and had the mother un­dress the lovely child. She was also sup­posed to lie naked next to her daugh­ter and as­sist me. The mother didn’t know the word; she was a sim­ple woman with a very lim­ited hori­zon. I had her spread her daugh­ter’s labia with both hands and de­flow­ered the ju­bi­lant daugh­ter. The mother wanted to let go, but I de­manded that the daugh­ter be kept spread. I fucked the happy child with great plea­sure, then I told the mother how huge and stiff her clit was peek­ing out. She said very shyly that this some­times hap­pened, but it al­ways calmed down on its own. I asked the daugh­ter whether I shouldn’t fuck her mother too? She nod­ded ea­gerly, say­ing that her mother hadn’t re­ally fucked since child­hood and per­haps the clit was so red and stiff be­cause she had watched her daugh­ter’s beau­ti­ful fuck­ing with long­ing.  The mother low­ered her gaze shyly and whis­pered, “But hurry up be­fore my hus­band comes home!” The daugh­ter kissed her on the cheek, “Mom, it’s so won­der­ful!” and I got to work. The mother moaned, groaned and re­joiced like a song­bird dur­ing the fuck­ing, she ex­ploded in a pow­er­ful or­gasm and let my cock pop out. I let her wrig­gle and twitch in the first or­gasm of her life, I con­tin­ued to fuck the daugh­ter and squirted pow­er­fully into her lit­tle hole. I wrote two pre­scrip­tions for the phar­ma­cist, an oint­ment against the scor­pion venom and a spe­cial herbal tea for the fa­ther. He had to drink two cups of the bit­ter tea ev­ery morn­ing, I told the daugh­ter, for five months, and she should let him try it ev­ery evening to see if he could al­ready fuck prop­erly. I wrote on the pre­scrip­tion to the phar­ma­cist that they were poor peo­ple and if they couldn’t pay, he should bill the court.  I vis­ited mother and daugh­ter for weeks to check on their re­cov­ery from the scor­pion sting and to give mother and daugh­ter a good fuck. Yes, my dear girls, that’s what I was like, a wicked guy.


The ac­ci­dent hap­pened when I was ac­com­pa­ny­ing the king as his per­sonal physi­cian for four weeks. When we got home, my sis­ter had al­ready been dead for days. I al­most lost my mind, we buried her and I swore never to fuck a girl or a woman again in my life. The gods had pun­ished me for my in­tru­sive and in­sid­i­ous fuck­ing of hun­dreds of girls, hun­dreds of chaste and faith­ful wives, and now I wanted to atone! I kept my oath for 54 years, with one ex­cep­tion. 


The king loved to hunt and fight, but he had lit­tle joy in fuck­ing. He never once thought about de­flow­er­ing his twins, the daugh­ters I had given to the queen, on their 12th birth­day. Now he had a won­der­ful op­por­tu­nity to marry his 14-year-old daugh­ters to two princes of a royal court, a huge win for the King­dom of Qin!  But he was sad be­cause at that royal court only girls over 12 were still vir­gins who had a flaw. The princes had vis­ited the brides and ev­ery­thing was beau­ti­ful and won­der­ful and ra­di­ant. The king, deeply de­pressed, pon­dered how he could solve the prob­lem; he could not leave the de­flow­er­ing to a shady courtier. I of­fered him a med­i­cal so­lu­tion, and he beamed from ear to ear! I asked to be locked in the princesses’ bed­room for three days; it was a del­i­cate pro­ce­dure. And so it hap­pened. 


I locked the door and fucked my girls in turns for three days with­out any ma­jor in­ter­rup­tions. The daugh­ters let them­selves be de­flow­ered with joy and fucked me from or­gasm to or­gasm, squeal­ing with joy. They were de­lighted to ex­change bor­ing mas­tur­ba­tion for much more ex­cit­ing fuck­ing. We never spoke openly about it, but my clever daugh­ters had sus­pected for years that I was their fa­ther.  At the be­gin­ning of these three days they only asked me the ques­tion that it was usu­ally the fa­ther who was re­spon­si­ble for de­flow­er­ing his daugh­ters, and why didn’t Papa König do it him­self? I con­firmed that that was the cus­tom, but I didn’t go any fur­ther. I had bro­ken my oath, I never fucked a girl or a woman again, for 54 years. That is my story, my dear girls, half a life of lux­ury, the other half in shame and penance.”



 
The Re­turn of the King




Lin went to her room, the cap­tain was now re­mov­ing the sta­ple from Har­al­dur’s skull. The deep lac­er­a­tion had healed nicely, and the long, ugly scar told ev­ery en­emy that his Viking skull could take a lot. Lin hugged the man of her heart and whis­pered in his ear that they could fi­nally fuck prop­erly and pow­er­fully again! 


Mu­lan was on her feet for the first day. The old doc­tor only sup­ported her briefly, then she sup­ported him. He ex­am­ined the wound, it had healed well, and they waited for Chai, who was to re­move the sta­ple. The old doc­tor felt her breasts, be­cause he wanted to see whether the breast on the left side was af­fected by the scar. He pressed, pushed and pulled. But no ma­jor change was to be ex­pected.  Mu­lan got pretty turned on, with red ears and red cheeks she hid un­der the sheet. It was mainly be­cause of the herbal tea, the doc­tor grinned as the sheet shook for min­utes. Mu­lan just couldn’t help it, she just had to mas­tur­bate more of­ten than ever. 


Chai ar­rived at noon on the 20th day, he greeted his fa­ther and Lin briefly and ran on to Mu­lan’s room. He hugged and kissed her, now ev­ery­thing was fine! She showed him the scar and he was happy, the edges of the wound had re­ally grown to­gether nicely, “you can open the clamp and re­move it,” said the doc­tor in the back­ground. Chai turned around and thanked him again for tak­ing such good care of his friend, he would re­pay him richly. He care­fully opened the clamp and re­moved it. Yes, there would be a scar about 5 fin­gers long.  Chai was in a hurry, the rid­ers were wait­ing in front of the house and the ar­rival had surely al­ready been an­nounced to the coun­cil­lors. 


Chai dusted off his clothes and en­tered the throne room. The coun­cil­lors stood up, some cu­ri­ous cit­i­zens ap­plauded briefly. More and more cit­i­zens came over, the news at­tracted ev­ery­one. Chai took the travel bag from the cap­tain and took out the im­pe­rial doc­u­ment, which he handed to the Primus. He read it out loud and passed it on so that all the coun­cil­lors could look at it. The Primus looked around, then shouted loudly, “Long live our king, King Chai!” The cit­i­zens shouted af­ter him, there was a loud con­fu­sion for a few min­utes. Chai waited, then raised his hand. He gave a short speech, he had had 20 days to for­mu­late it care­fully. 20 min­utes later, en­thu­si­as­tic ap­plause broke out, he had spo­ken di­rectly to their hearts as well as their com­mon sense.  Only in one sin­gle point did his harsh­ness come through: no rebel could ex­pect mercy. The gal­lows or the sword, no pris­on­ers. No par­don. 


The crafts­men and ser­vants re­paired the dam­age to the palace, the bod­ies were buried with­out much ef­fort. They had bit­ten the ruler’s kind hand. The cer­e­mo­nial burial of the royal fam­ily, the war­riors and the mur­dered cit­i­zens would take place in 10 days. Chai asked the coun­cil for three days’ rest af­ter the long ride. He spent time with his fa­ther, he re­ported ev­ery­thing in de­tail, be­cause his fa­ther was bright-minded and in­ter­ested in ev­ery­thing im­por­tant and es­sen­tial. He could tell his son ex­actly which coun­cil mem­bers he trusted com­pletely, and which he was not quite sure about, or which horse the good man was ac­tu­ally rid­ing. He also bluntly named the two he could not trust with good rea­son. The old cav­al­ry­man was still full of pride in his son, he could not and would not hide that. Chai in­sisted on hav­ing his fa­ther car­ried to the fu­neral in a sedan chair, be­cause his feet were no longer work­ing.  


Chai handed Har­al­dur the Em­peror’s cer­tifi­cate. Gen­eral Har­al­dur! He was very moved and knew that Chai had left the Em­peror no choice. They talked a lot about the fu­ture. They were both around 40, they had fought many bat­tles and Har­al­dur could not imag­ine any­thing else than swing­ing his sword. Chai an­a­lyzed some as­pects of the rev­o­lu­tion. No mat­ter how bravely the Roy­als had fought, af­ter the poi­son­ing of the Guard the palace was de­fense­less. The Roy­als were lit­tle more than a se­cu­rity force. That had to change. Chai wished Har­al­dur would take on the dif­fi­cult task of help­ing the sur­viv­ing com­man­ders of the Guard to re­build and to re­or­ga­nize the Roy­als into a “small” Guard and keep them on their toes. Har­al­dur was not very en­thu­si­as­tic at first. As Im­pe­rial Gen­eral he could be hired as a Gen­eral in any of the 7 King­doms, that was the al­ter­na­tive, said Chai.  And no, he didn’t need a body­guard like the Em­peror had, the guards, the large and the small, would take turns. Har­al­dur wanted to think about it. Chai didn’t give him any time. He should just please think about Lin’s fu­ture, she de­served it. 



 
Mu­lan’s dreams 




Mu­lan was de­pressed, the old doc­tor also mas­tered the dif­fi­cult art of iris read­ing. “How old are you, girl Mu­lan?” he had asked. “23, soon 24.” The doc­tor looked into her eyes a sec­ond and third time. “You have a healthy body, a won­der­ful body, girl!” he ex­claimed. He took her hands in his. “You’ve never had a pe­riod, have you?” he stated. Mu­lan nod­ded in as­ton­ish­ment and af­firmed. “Well, that’s how it will stay, un­less I’m se­ri­ously mis­taken.” Mu­lan looked down, “and, sir, is that im­por­tant? Is that bad or good?” The doc­tor glanced at her side­ways, she didn’t seem to see the con­se­quences. “Only a woman who has reg­u­lar pe­ri­ods has chil­dren. Old women lose their pe­ri­ods and don’t have chil­dren any­more.” Mu­lan looked up.  “No bleed­ing, no chil­dren.” He nod­ded, “you can adopt chil­dren and give them the same love as your own child. Or you can plan your life with­out chil­dren, that can also be the right choice. The whole world lies be­fore you, daugh­ter!” Mu­lan felt the doc­tor’s warmth and con­fi­dence. “I will think about it very se­ri­ously, my fa­ther. My fu­ture is just be­gin­ning and I will care­fully con­tinue to spin the thread of the god­desses. Thank you for your trust in show­ing me a cor­ner of the fu­ture. Thank you!” 


Mu­lan told Chai about it. He nod­ded. “It is an ad­van­tage to know a few facts when plan­ning. Puz­zles make things much more dif­fi­cult.” They talked for hours, be­cause his life took a sharp turn. Ev­ery­thing changed for him. She wanted to go with him wher­ever he went. She did not want to de­cide im­me­di­ately whether she wanted to be queen, she still had to think about that. She wanted to be with him, re­gard­less of whether he went to the field or to a palace.  Whether as a lover, con­cu­bine, queen or con­cu­bine, it didn’t seem im­por­tant to her. “I don’t know if the old king left be­hind con­cu­bines or con­cu­bines?” he won­dered. “I will give them rich gifts, how­ever much the coun­cil grants them, and let them go. I have never had a wife, con­cu­bine or con­cu­bine be­fore, even a camp­fire can warm a sol­dier. At least that was the case un­til the last earth­quake. Now you are with me and I pre­fer that to any camp­fire.”


Mu­lan said she had dreamed a lot in her fever, but one dream kept com­ing back. She fought along­side Har­al­dur against hun­dreds, thou­sands of faces. Har­al­dur, tall as a tower, mowed her down with his broadsword like a reaper cuts down the grain. She, small and ag­ile, crouched, stabbed and cut down the faces with her spear. It was ob­vi­ous that she dreamed the last fight over and over again.  But she felt as if she was in the right place, in the right place, for the first time in her life. As if she felt com­pletely whole. When she half woke up, she felt that she not only be­longed to her books, but had to hold the spear in her hand. She asked Chai what he thought about that? He shook his head from side to side. There were, of course, the beau­ti­ful leg­ends about war­rior princesses who could mirac­u­lously fight like the best war­riors, eas­ily beat drag­ons and usurpers to pieces and in the end got the prince and his king­dom. Leg­ends, he said. Qin had no im­me­di­ate en­e­mies to slaugh­ter. He had no doubt that Mu­lan would learn the art of war and travel from city to city as a mer­ce­nary, be­cause he had seen her fight. But in his moral code, mer­ce­nar­ies were paid mur­der­ers, noth­ing more. And he did not want to see them as “noth­ing more”, he would de­spise her with dis­gust.


Of course Mu­lan didn’t want that. She smiled at him. “Dur­ing the day I want to browse through the palace li­brary, I still know so lit­tle about the world, and I won’t get very far with Lin Po Po. At night I want to warm the mat for my loved one, and maybe even my king. That’s life plan­ning at arm’s length, but I don’t want to build cas­tles in the air or mind­lessly plan un­til to­mor­row morn­ing. I need time, I need ideas and I will need your ad­vice. As my hus­band, not as my king.” 



 
The work be­gins




Har­al­dur agreed and was ready to build and train new troops. But he would spend more time train­ing with the sword and less time wast­ing on ad­min­is­tra­tion. Of course ev­ery­thing had to be agreed in ad­vance, but then it was time to get to work. Chai thanked him and nod­ded, we will dis­cuss the ba­sics to­gether, the ex­e­cu­tion and de­sign is up to you.  I will in­tro­duce you as Gen­eral Har­al­dur, Com­mis­sioner for Army Af­fairs, Min­is­ter of War, or First Swash­buck­ler and Thug of Qin, what­ever they want to hear.” Har­al­dur grinned from ear to ear. “And why didn’t you say that right away!?” 


Chai asked very care­fully whether he had dis­cussed it with Lin. “Of course,” said Har­al­dur, “thank God we don’t agree. My opin­ion is that a war­rior must go out into the world, kill drag­ons and usurpers en masse and fuck a princess now and then. Lin wished me luck with my drag­ons and so on, but she sulked a bit when it came to the princesses.  But oth­er­wise we get along fine.” Chai un­der­stood that Har­al­dur and Lin would have to tus­sle for a while be­fore Har­al­dur was ready to drop an­chor. He hur­ried to the throne room. 


Chai was a leader by na­ture and that was good for a king. He treated the coun­cilors with re­spect and gave them a lot of free­dom to com­plete their tasks. He had hired cooks from the neigh­bor­ing cities and en­ter­tained the peo­ple for a whole day while the old king was buried with all the hon­ors. He had left nei­ther con­cu­bines nor con­cu­bines be­hind, so he could breathe a sigh of re­lief. 


He sat with Har­al­dur and the com­man­ders of the guard for days and in the end ev­ery­one was sat­is­fied. The king wanted the mag­nif­i­cent guard back in its for­mer glory plus 20% more. The guard had to pro­vide the body­guard. And the roy­als had to be trained as a “small” guard and trained day af­ter day. “I know that’s more work for  You, gen­tle­men, but I never want to see a dis­as­ter like the up­ris­ing again. If you don’t train for a day, you get no food and no pay, it’s as sim­ple as that. I don’t see the guard as bounc­ers with big egos and lit­tle skill at arms. They are elite sol­diers, scouts, tac­ti­cians and in­vin­ci­ble close com­bat­ants with all weapons. In the field, in the for­est, in the swamp and also in the mar­ble palace. Each and ev­ery one of them has to teach me fear, I ask no less. I fought side by side with Gen­eral Har­al­dur for 30 years, I ex­pect him to teach you all the tricks, be­cause he can do a lot, even though he doesn’t know how to fight with a stick. Be strict with the guys and blame all the trou­ble on the king, I can take it. Be strict and kick them in the ass un­til your boots have holes in them. But make elite fight­ers out of each and ev­ery one of them, be­cause that’s ex­actly what I did with the em­peror 20 years ago.”


Of course Mu­lan didn’t want that. She smiled at him. “Dur­ing the day I want to browse through the palace li­brary, I still know so lit­tle about the world, and I won’t get very far with Lin Po Po. At night I want to warm the mat for my loved one, and maybe even my king. That’s life plan­ning at arm’s length, but I don’t want to build cas­tles in the air or mind­lessly plan un­til to­mor­row morn­ing. I need time, I need ideas and I will need your ad­vice. As my hus­band, not as my king.” 



 
The work be­gins




Har­al­dur agreed and was ready to build and train new troops. He would, how­ever, spend more time train­ing with the sword and less time wast­ing on ad­min­is­tra­tion. Of course, ev­ery­thing had to be agreed upon be­fore­hand, but then it would be time to get to work. Chai thanked him and nod­ded, we will dis­cuss the ba­sics to­gether, the ex­e­cu­tion and de­sign is up to you. I will in­tro­duce you as Gen­eral Har­al­dur, Com­mis­sioner for Army Af­fairs, as Min­is­ter of War or as First Swash­buck­ler and Thug of Qin, what­ever they want to hear.” Har­al­dur grinned from ear to ear. “And why didn’t you say that straight away!?” 


Chai asked very care­fully whether he had dis­cussed it with Lin. “Of course,” said Har­al­dur, “thank God we don’t agree.  My opin­ion is that a war­rior must go out into the world, kill drag­ons and usurpers in droves and fuck a princess now and then. Lin wished me luck with my drag­ons and so on, but she sulked a bit when it came to the princesses.  But oth­er­wise we get along fine.” Chai un­der­stood that Har­al­dur and Lin would have to tus­sle for a while be­fore Har­al­dur was ready to drop an­chor. He hur­ried to the throne room. 


Chai was a leader by na­ture and that was good for a king. He treated the coun­cilors with re­spect and gave them a lot of free­dom to com­plete their tasks. He had hired cooks from the neigh­bor­ing cities and en­ter­tained the peo­ple for a whole day while the old king was buried with all the hon­ors. He had left nei­ther con­cu­bines nor con­cu­bines be­hind, so he could breathe a sigh of re­lief. 


He sat with Har­al­dur and the com­man­ders of the guard for days and in the end ev­ery­one was sat­is­fied. The king wanted the mag­nif­i­cent guard back in its for­mer glory plus 20% more. The guard had to pro­vide the body­guard. And the roy­als had to be trained as a “small” guard and trained day af­ter day. “I know that’s more work for  You, gen­tle­men, but I never want to see a dis­as­ter like the up­ris­ing again. If you don’t train for a day, you get no food and no pay, it’s as sim­ple as that. I don’t see the guard as bounc­ers with big egos and lit­tle skill at arms. They are elite sol­diers, scouts, tac­ti­cians and in­vin­ci­ble close com­bat­ants with all weapons. In the field, in the for­est, in the swamp and also in the mar­ble palace. Each and ev­ery one of them has to teach me fear, I ask no less. I fought side by side with Gen­eral Har­al­dur for 30 years, I ex­pect him to teach you all the tricks, be­cause he can do a lot, even though he doesn’t know how to fight with a stick. Be strict with the guys and blame all the trou­ble on the king, I can take it. Be strict and kick them in the ass un­til your boots have holes in them. But make elite fight­ers out of each and ev­ery one of them, be­cause that’s ex­actly what I did with the em­peror 20 years ago.”


Chai in­ter­fered very lit­tle in the work of the coun­cil­lors. They had to present the tasks and so­lu­tions in a short, con­cise form, be­cause he wanted to be and be in­formed about ev­ery­thing. He knew noth­ing about most things, nei­ther about trade, nor about agri­cul­ture, fish­ing or forestry, but that was what they were there for. He dis­creetly forced two re­luc­tant coun­cil­lors into re­tire­ment, as his fa­ther had ad­vised him to do. He ap­pointed the Primus as Supreme Coun­cil­lor, which was not just a ti­tle and bet­ter pay, he knew how good the man was and only asked that he keep the coun­cil­lors mov­ing. The Primus grinned be­cause the new king was turn­ing ex­actly the right screws and not rul­ing like the old king, who was very good-na­tured but let things run their course. 


Chai de­manded a new law from the Supreme, with a new and ar­guable reg­u­la­tion.  Un­til now, the loot and taxes had be­come the prop­erty of the king. That was bad. The loot, prof­its and taxes had to be the re­spon­si­bil­ity of the trea­surer, the king re­ceived a salary like all coun­cil­lors, for ex­am­ple. The chief thought for a mo­ment and nod­ded in agree­ment, “We’ll sort that out, Your Majesty, you’ll be happy.” 


Chai went home ev­ery evening, the palace wasn’t fin­ished yet and Mu­lan was quite happy with it. They both knew that one day they would move in. That was the way it was. Chai hadn’t given the builders any more in­struc­tions than that he wanted a large, el­e­gant bed­room for the king and queen, not two. He did walk around the con­struc­tion sites, but only to show his face. He nod­ded and praised and cheered them up, but he had no idea what they were ac­tu­ally do­ing. Nev­er­the­less, the coun­cil­lors were very happy with his tours be­cause it boosted morale. The chief grinned, the king was do­ing that right too.  The builder did not need to know how to lay tiles.


Chai and Mu­lan rode around Qin’s palace twice at a walk­ing pace. Five months had passed, and all the work was com­pleted in 20 days. They in­spected the pri­vate cham­bers. As he left, he whis­pered, “not even the em­press has such a mag­nif­i­cent bed­room!” Mu­lan grinned. Of course, he had to know. She kissed him on the mouth. “I’m sure I’ll feel very com­fort­able here!”


One of the next evenings, she told him she had a good idea of what she wanted to do in the fu­ture.


He lis­tened very care­fully.


The old sto­ry­teller stood up and drank the large wooden mug of thin beer in one gulp. Then he bowed deeply in courtly fash­ion, be­cause there was a thun­der­ous ap­plause. He grinned, be­cause while he was telling the story, the girls and women were busily rub­bing the cocks of their un­known neigh­bors and con­tin­ued do­ing so be­cause the story was far from over. And he saw very clearly how the women and girls in the back rows and be­hind  jumped, twitched and moaned in the grass, one af­ter the other, be­ing fucked in rapid suc­ces­sion by one and the other of teenagers and ado­les­cents, all evening long.


We trot­ted home, three girls from the vil­lage were keen to go with us. Min agreed, and that was all that mat­tered. Min put more wood on the camp­fire and opened the first of the 5 bot­tles of wine that the girls had “co­in­ci­den­tally” brought with them.  All three girls were very young, the old­est was 17, as far as Min could find out. They drank a lot of wine, the girls were not used to it and got tipsy quickly. Pyi ques­tioned the girls about ev­ery­thing, the two 16-year-olds and the 17-year-old told their crush ev­ery­thing dirty with­out reser­va­tion. This girls were for sure no vir­gins any­more, most girls were de­flow­ered in the ru­ral so­ci­ety at 12 or 13, not later.


Pyi was still a lit­tle hoarse from the lec­ture, but his eyes sparkled when he asked one of the 16-year-olds how old she was. Fi­nally she ad­mit­ted that she would not be 16 for an­other 4 months, but her friend was al­ready 16 years and 8 months old. Pyi chose the younger one, took her on her lap and un­packed her bit by bit. She was a pretty girl, like the other two, her pussy was only cov­ered in vir­gin down. Pyi pointed to the 17-year-old with his chin. “Mas­ter Tshü, re­lax and take care of this lovely child!”  


I looked into Min’s eyes, but she smiled kindly and nod­ded invit­ingly. So I grabbed this girl and slowly un­packed her. She had quite wom­anly curves and a friv­o­lous look that scorched my pants. I smiled again into Min’s eyes be­cause I had the feel­ing that I was cheat­ing on her. At least I was cheat­ing on my own feel­ings. But what the girl’s look had promised, she kept, gen­tle­men! I fucked her with in­creas­ing plea­sure be­cause she aroused my car­nal de­sires. I was still fuck­ing her when Pyi had al­ready fin­ished with the first one and pulled the third one onto his thighs.


I granted the old man it, I wasn’t keen on the lit­tle girl, but on the child-woman Min, clearly. Clearly. Nev­er­the­less, I was now caught up in my own car­nal de­sires be­cause the lit­tle one ex­cited me for a very long time, at least 20 min­utes.  She didn’t or­gasm, but she grinned tri­umphantly and rather cheek­ily when I squirted af­ter a long time. I sat back down on my pil­low and drank a glass of wine.


Ten days passed pleas­antly and pro­duc­tively. I asked for many de­tails about Em­peror Qin Shi­huangdi’s mil­i­tary cam­paigns and of course I was very in­ter­ested in Em­press Lin Shi’s love life. I had the im­pres­sion that I was de­scrib­ing a sex­u­ally col­or­ful bird of par­adise. Min some­times gave me a friendly nudge in the side when I was too ob­vi­ous and too cu­ri­ous drilling about sex­ual de­tails in Pyi’s mem­ory. But all in all it was a good time un­til we were un­pleas­antly sur­prised by the events.


Ragged, dirty fig­ures ap­peared on the other bank of the river. Pyi jumped up be­cause his hawk eyes saw more than Min or I. “A pack of rob­bers from Wu­dan-Shan!” Pyi ex­claimed in sur­prise. Then the first chil­dren ar­rived, who brought us food from the vil­lages ev­ery day. “The rob­bers are com­ing, the rob­bers are com­ing!” the chil­dren shouted from afar, “they are at­tack­ing all the vil­lages and rob­bing us!”  


Pyi took one of the older girls aside and told her to tell as many facts as pos­si­ble and not just shout. The girl vis­i­bly pulled her­self to­gether.  “The rob­ber gangs are com­ing with a large army from the moun­tains to the vil­lages in the vast plain that stretches to the cap­i­tal. They are the ad­vance troops that have at­tacked and set fire to the vil­lages on the other side of the river. The vil­lage chief said sev­eral hun­dred thou­sand men, they were still ten days’ jour­ney away. “I don’t know any more than that, hon­or­able Mas­ter Pyi Lai,” said the girl. Pyi sent the chil­dren away, telling them to stay close to­gether and not to daw­dle un­til they got home.


Pyi rum­maged in one of the wooden boxes. He took out a Ja­pa­nese long sword, a katana, and a shorter Chi­nese sword with a straight blade. He pressed this into my hand. He belted him­self with the katana and the shorter sword, the wak­iza­shi. He looked at me se­ri­ously. “I know, dear Tschü, that you haven’t wielded a sword for more than 20 years, but you don’t for­get some­thing like that. I haven’t needed mine for 120 years, even though I go ev­ery­where with them. I like Ja­pa­nese swords and the Ja­pa­nese fight­ing style, but I’m sure I’m a bit rusty. Here, my dear friend, take the whet­stone, we don’t want to fight with blunt weapons!” Out of the cor­ner of my eye I saw Min set­ting up three dif­fer­ent axes that she used to chop fire­wood in the en­trance to the cave. She glanced at me briefly. “I’ve never held a weapon in my hand, but I’m go­ing to smash their heads in like they were fire­wood.” Her smile was a lit­tle strained, but we were just as scared as she was. We didn’t take our eyes off the other side of the river all day. We took turns keep­ing watch at night so that no one would sur­prise us.


Noth­ing hap­pened for two days, so far, so good. Some­how I would have been quite happy to fall at the side of my beloved child-wife. Pyi had given her a small dag­ger in case we men fell. She should take her own life, he said, the rob­bers from Wu­dan Shan treated women worse than their dogs. Min nod­ded, she would not fall into the hands of the guys alive. I com­posed a kind of “last words”, num­bered the bam­boo sticks and wrapped them in a cloth, then I climbed up the cave wall and hid the bun­dle in a crack.


We had been wait­ing for the at­tack for five days now. Early in the morn­ing, Pyi, who was on guard, woke us up silently. He pointed to the for­est and to his ear. We lis­tened, we heard dry branches crack­ing. They came to the only place where you could get into our cave. They had scouted it out re­ally well.  Pyi and I lined up hid­den on ei­ther side, Min stayed in the cave, with a large axe in her hand. We waited breath­lessly with our swords drawn. 


An old man and a scribe. They will sweep us off the path in the blink of an eye. But the path be­tween the slope and the rock was so nar­row that only one man could pass through. And Pyi had stud­ied strat­egy prob­a­bly 600 years ago for a good rea­son. The first one came on tip­toe, I jumped at him silently from the side and rammed my sword into his gut. He stum­bled to the side, right in front of Pyi’s sword. His head flew down the slope in a high arc, Pyi kicked the head­less body in the side so that it too rolled down. They came one af­ter the other. Pyi’s sharp sword hissed with a soft song and the next head rolled. The at­tack­ers paused, five heads less. Then they tried the crow­bar. Now two of them squeezed through the nar­row pas­sage, Pyi and I beat them to pieces. But they sim­ply did not give up. The cap­tain could be heard roar­ing be­hind them, ev­i­dently forc­ing his men to at­tack sense­lessly with his sword drawn. 


The fight did not last long. Pyi stepped out of cover and raised three fin­gers. “There are only three left, we should just wound them!” he or­dered and I nod­ded clearly. They came one by one, I rammed my sword into their in­testines and Pyi knocked them out with the pom­mel of his sword. Pyi put his sword in its scab­bard af­ter wip­ing the blood off on the rags of a rob­ber. We kicked the last corpses from the path into the abyss, then we laid the 3 dy­ing men next to each other. Pyi knew he had lit­tle time for the in­ter­ro­ga­tion.


A large troop, over a thou­sand men, were comb­ing through the en­chanted for­est where our cave was. They were a day or two away. The folk tales about the en­chanted for­est had been thrown to the wind, there was no en­chanted for­est, for heaven’s sake! A spark lit up in Pyi’s eyes. The dy­ing men gave in­for­ma­tion about where the army was, roughly. Pyi cut off the heads of the three. Min and I ran down the slope and dragged the dead to the river, let­ting them float down. There were 18 of them.


We had searched the area for scat­tered rob­bers, Pyi had made a small sketch with my brush. I rec­og­nized our sur­round­ings. Above the river and the cave, be­low the for­est with a few clear­ings and prom­i­nent way­points. I marked where the three small ponds were, then the map was com­plete. We rec­og­nized where the troop was.  Well, they might have ad­vanced a thumb’s breadth fur­ther, but there were only one or two safe paths to take. Pyi straight­ened his back. “I will drive them away, once and for all. Alone. Mas­ter Tshü, I en­trust my daugh­ter to you, pro­tect her with your life!” I nod­ded, dumb with amaze­ment. How could he drive away a thou­sand men ALONE? Pyi laid down his swords, took off his cloak, and ran naked and light-footed to the river. Min and I fol­lowed him.


My brush trem­bles as I write this down, for Min held me back by the sleeve. “We must keep a few steps away,” she said qui­etly, for she knew what was com­ing. Pyi stood still, and a blink of an eye later a DRAGON stood in his place! Yes, as sure as I sit here writ­ing these lines, Pyi had turned into a dragon in an in­stant. I saw a real, liv­ing dragon for the first time in my life!  


He was about 6 me­ters tall and his bat-like wings had a span of a good 20 or 25 me­ters. His scales were dark green and dark blue, the mem­brane be­tween the clawed “fin­gers” was black. In his mouth were rows of ter­ri­fy­ing preda­tor teeth, large, pointed fox ears and eyes as big as the palm of my hand. The air steamed from his nos­trils. Sud­denly I heard his voice, a voice like dull thun­der. “Watch over her well!” growled the dragon Pyi and nod­ded to both of us, then he swung him­self into the air and soon dis­ap­peared. Min tugged on my sleeve. She pointed to the path with her axe. “Let’s fol­low him, Tshü, maybe we have to help him!” I broke out of my paral­y­sis, I had seen a real, a  true dragon!


We ran along the path un­til we got a stitch in our sides. We had to rest for a mo­ment, then we ran on. We could hear the scream­ing from far away, it was aw­ful to hear. We be­came more cau­tious as we ap­proached the first clear­ing by the pond. Hor­ri­bly mu­ti­lated corpses lay ev­ery­where, as if torn to shreds by wild tigers, burned bod­ies floated on the pond. Weapons, equip­ment and dead women lay in a wild jum­ble. We walked care­fully on. We heard a rum­ble of thun­der, but it must have been the dragon. We came to a hill where you could see quite far. We lay in wait. The dragon swooped down again and again, with peo­ple scream­ing in ter­ror in its claws, which it tore to pieces and let fall.  Wher­ever there was a clear space, it glided close to the ground and spit fire across the ground, burn­ing rows of men and women.


The fight of one against all had al­ready lasted for long min­utes, the rob­bers ran in droves in the only di­rec­tion the dragon was driv­ing them. There must have been dozens, maybe hun­dreds, that the dragon had killed. The rob­bers ran, they ran for their lives in the only pos­si­ble di­rec­tion. The dragon re­mained sit­ting in a clear­ing and roared so that it could be heard far away: “This is the en­chanted for­est, it be­longs to me, to me alone, and you have bro­ken in, you worms!” The scream must have been heard hun­dreds of me­ters away, we were more than 500 me­ters away and could hear it clearly. “Get out of here and never en­ter my ter­ri­tory, my for­est again!” screamed the dragon, watch­ing with a keen eye to see if ev­ery­one was run­ning for their lives.  “Any­one who comes closer than 500 steps to the for­est will die!” the dragon screamed, thun­der­ing. 


The rob­bers ran out of the for­est, into the fields and only stopped af­ter sev­eral kilo­me­ters. I held my breath when the dragon took off 10 min­utes later. It flew into the first nearby vil­lage and landed on the vil­lage square. There was no one to be seen, ev­ery­one had hid­den them­selves away. “Fol­low my flight, you will find many dead rob­bers, that will be rich booty for you. Throw the bod­ies into the river so that they do not pol­lute our air.” It took off and flew to­wards us. We jumped up and ran to the cave, where Pyi was al­ready wait­ing for us im­pa­tiently. He had only thrown his cloak loosely around his head, and we soon re­al­ized why. There were ar­rows in his back and in his sides.


Min was hor­ri­fied, she fetched the first aid kit.  Pyi grit­ted his teeth as Min and I pulled out the ar­rows. There were 8 of them. Min treated the wounds with tears in her eyes. “How could you be so stupid as to at­tack them alone!” she cursed, but she knew as well as we did that there was no other way. He had killed a large num­ber of rob­bers and put the main force to flight. Pyi turned his head to us. “I think they know who the en­chanted for­est be­longs to now!” He was the only one who laughed out loud at this. “Tshü, dear friend, give me a quick cup of wine or two, I’m dy­ing of thirst!” Min al­lowed no ar­gu­ment, Pyi had to lie down on the sleep­ing mat and let the wor­ried Min cover him. She put an­other cup of wine and the bot­tle in front of him, it was point­less to ar­gue with him about it. She put wa­ter on for tea and looked through her herbs. She knew he would have a fever dur­ing the night and pre­pared a herbal tea.


I sat with Min all night in the en­trance to the cave, we held hands or she leaned her head on my shoul­der. She told me all her se­crets and I told her mine. We looked at the sil­very river that re­flected the moon­light. I will not re­veal our se­crets to you, be­cause Min had many, many in­ter­est­ing love af­fairs to tell. Pyi did not lock her up, she had ev­ery free­dom to choose her love part­ners. She smiled gen­tly. “He had hun­dreds of girls sit­ting on his lap and cer­tainly fa­thered a few bas­tards. I did not in­ter­fere with that, that was his life, not mine. And mak­ing love to the girls never ap­pealed to me.”


Min kept get­ting up to add wood, pour herbal tea and feel his fever­ish fore­head. At sun­rise the chil­dren from the vil­lage came and brought us break­fast and pre-cooked food.  They re­ported ex­cit­edly that they had seen the dragon in the sky, that it had killed a whole lot of rob­bers and chased the rest out of the coun­try. We nod­ded, we had also seen the dragon, it breathed fire and tore rob­bers to pieces with its claws. Min spoke to one of the older girls, she needed ban­dages and more herbs for the fever tea. The chil­dren re­ported that the men of the vil­lage took ev­ery­thing use­ful from the dead and pushed the bod­ies into the river, but they were not al­lowed to take part, al­though they thought it was so great to push the dead into the river.


We ate our princely break­fast, Pyi had a fever and we had to force him to drink the herbal tea. He had a fever for two days, he talked non­sense in his mad­ness or shouted at peo­ple who weren’t even there. Min said that was noth­ing to worry about, the fever was part of the re­cov­ery. It was clear to me that she was say­ing it mainly to her­self, to en­cour­age her­self. We talked for hours to­gether, she changed the ban­dages af­ter she had rubbed the wounds with heal­ing oint­ment. I was very sur­prised at how quickly the wounds healed and left only scars. “I know that,” said Min, “I think it has some­thing to do with his longevity.” 


We spent the next few days in in­ti­mate, di­rect and un­in­hib­it­edly hon­est di­a­logue, but we of­ten lis­tened to see whether the rob­bers re­ally stayed away. In fact, an adult came with the chil­dren ev­ery morn­ing to re­port to us on the sit­u­a­tion in the vil­lages and the low­lands. Even if we had to do with­out Pyi’s ad­vice for the first three days be­cause of his fever­ish delir­ium, we soon had a clear pic­ture.  The ma­jor­ity of the rob­ber army re­treated to the east, which was a catas­tro­phe for oth­ers, but even hard­ened rob­bers would not go up against a fire-breath­ing, in­vin­ci­ble dragon. And a thou­sand men had ac­tu­ally seen the dragon, not just a few chil­dren. That was pretty strong stuff. 


On the fourth day, Pyi awoke from his fever­ish delir­ium. All of his scars had healed and not a sin­gle wound had be­come in­fected. It was a mir­a­cle to me, but he shared Min’s opin­ion that this was due to his longevity, which one of the magic witches had given him in the cra­dle. He asked the man who had ac­com­pa­nied the chil­dren early in the morn­ing. He had the troop move­ment de­scribed to him in de­tail and breathed a sigh of re­lief. The dragon had shat­tered the rob­bers’ to their bones. 


Pyi Lai was back to his old self. Like ev­ery morn­ing, he pulled one of the young girls onto his mat, his morn­ing wood  scream­ing for sat­is­fac­tion. The girl was proud to be cho­sen and was mes­mer­ized, al­though the old man never hyp­no­tized any of them. He knew al­most all of them, he had al­ready fucked many of them for the umpteenth time. But they were at­tracted to him, they didn’t want to fuck with the id­iots of the same age, but with the old man who at­tracted them as if by magic and who could fuck so won­der­fully well.


He did not strip the girl naked, but fucked her un­der her skirt, quickly and un­spec­tac­u­larly. He de­flow­ered her ten­derly and sen­si­tively if she was still a vir­gin. Most of them, how­ever, were no longer vir­gins, but they still looked for­ward to the act like vir­gins. A morn­ing fuck like this only lasted a few min­utes, he had to squirt the se­men that had built up dur­ing the night into her, it was as sim­ple as that, the girls rarely had an or­gasm. He was in­dif­fer­ent to whether he fa­thered a bas­tard, he didn’t care one bit. At first I watched fas­ci­nated, but over time it lost its spe­cial charm, I had got­ten used to the old man’s quirks.  


Day af­ter day, I went over my notes with Min while Pyi was hav­ing fun naked on the mat with young women and new­ly­weds, cud­dling with them and fuck­ing most of them prop­erly. The girls and young women were mag­i­cally at­tracted to him, they lay down with him purely for sex­ual plea­sure and se­cretly hoped to get preg­nant in the process, for which he was widely fa­mous. 


The young women and new­ly­weds came to fi­nally be­come preg­nant, that was ab­so­lutely clear to them and Pyi. They usu­ally came in twos or threes, rarely did one come alone. Many came from far away set­tle­ments or vil­lages, they stayed overnight with their girl­friends and came back the next day to be fucked by the won­der­ful man again and again. At that time, only the week in which con­cep­tion was pos­si­ble was known, the week in which con­cep­tion was pos­si­ble. They came al­most ev­ery day at noon and lay down next to him. 


They knew how much he en­joyed to see their naked bod­ies, so they lay down com­pletely naked next to him. They were mostly be­tween 20 and 25, their hus­bands were ei­ther in­fer­tile or lazy. Al­though ev­ery­one was aware of it, they did not talk about “cheat­ing” but rather about the dream of moth­er­hood. They warmed them­selves and Pyi up with good wine, then they romped naked on the mat and let the mas­ter fuck them. The goal here was not their  or­gasm, but rather that he ejac­u­lated into her fuck­holes as of­ten as pos­si­ble. As al­ways, I was fas­ci­nated by the in­de­scrib­able sad­ness in the women’s eyes af­ter sex; it seemed to be in ev­ery fe­male soul. Min, who also al­ways had this sad ex­pres­sion, said that even an­i­mals were sad af­ter mat­ing. I had not yet been able to fig­ure out what the gods’ pur­pose was with this strange sad­ness.


Min smiled in­scrutably. You should have seen him, dear Tshü, when he was much younger. The magic sis­ters’ spells on his cra­dle gave Pyi a viril­ity I’ve never seen be­fore. The men I knew had enough af­ter the first ejac­u­la­tion. A few man­aged a sec­ond round, only a hand­ful man­aged to fuck me three times. Not so Pyi, he was blessed with a meaty cock that could fuck x-times in a row, even with­out an erec­tion. I re­mem­ber af­ter­noons when he fucked 10, 12 or 15 women one af­ter the other like a ma­chine. Un­til when his se­men was  bone dry. The women camped on the river bank and came up to the cave ev­ery day af­ter lunch, danc­ing naked, singing and clap­ping in rhythm sit­ting around the camp­fire and en­cour­ag­ing Pyi and the woman to fi­nally fin­ish and make way for the next one.  The women came from far away be­cause his rep­u­ta­tion for im­preg­nat­ing all women spread like wild­fire. I gave him some­thing to drink or wiped his sweaty body with a rag and made sure that he could fuck undis­turbed, oth­er­wise the girls would have torn him to pieces as if they were in a frenzy. Even the most chaste, shy and faith­ful wives gave them­selves up will­ingly af­ter ini­tial hes­i­ta­tion, be­cause it was re­ally just sex that they were given with­out any false ro­man­ti­cism and that did not be­tray their mas­ter and lover through in­fi­delity be­hind his back.


Min hardly cor­rected any­thing. She only asked me to re­move what I had writ­ten about her daz­zling love life. She ad­vised me to shorten my metic­u­lous notes on the equally daz­zling love life of Em­press Li Shi, be­cause even now, 600 years later, Li Shi was revered like a saint, which she un­doubt­edly was de­spite her dis­so­lute life, the peo­ple had no doubt about that for a mo­ment.  Min ini­tially doubted that the im­pe­rial seal on the un­der­side of the cur­rency, the sil­ver boats, ac­tu­ally de­picted Li Shi’s pussy and Qin Shi­huangdi’s cock. But she looked closely at a sil­ver boat and paled, be­cause I was right.


Two months had passed since I had been stay­ing with Pyi Lai and Min. When I had only been there for two weeks, one morn­ing I sat next to Min when the girls from the vil­lages had brought break­fast and the day’s food. We watched the morn­ing rit­ual, Mas­ter Pyi had the girls pa­rade in front of him, spin in cir­cles, lift their skirts. Then he took the hand of a girl, this morn­ing she was sup­posed to lie down next to him to be fucked with his morn­ing wood. The girls beamed hap­pily when they were fucked by their big crush. 


Min looked at me side­ways in the first few days. “Don’t you want a girl on your mat in the morn­ing, Mas­ter Tshü?” she asked un­ex­pect­edly. I looked at her in sur­prise. “I haven’t thought about it be­fore. I’ve al­ways sup­pressed my de­sires, be­cause I get to unite with the most beau­ti­ful woman in this cave at night, and that’s very im­por­tant to me!” Min gave me a friendly nudge in the ribs. “Do you think you won’t get me at night if you, like my old man, bang one of these girls in the morn­ing un­til she loses sight and hear­ing?” Min shook her head dis­ap­prov­ingly. “Be your­self and don’t use me as an ex­cuse! I in­sist that you choose a girl too if you like one! Only those who want to be banged come here! And many of them come ev­ery day, be­cause there aren’t that many will­ing girls in this part of the coun­try.”  So it hap­pened that I also took part in this morn­ing rit­ual. It was won­der­fully re­liev­ing to fuck one of these sweet lit­tle ones and Min’s smile as­sured me of her con­sent. Day by day I had the feel­ing more and more that I had let this clever, wise child-woman deep into my closed heart. 


When around mid­day a few young women and new­ly­weds showed up to lie naked with the mas­ter, gig­gling and cud­dling with him and let­ting him fuck them prop­erly, Min and I lay down on a mat a lit­tle deeper in the cave. We didn’t gig­gle or gig­gle, we held each other tightly and watched the fun go­ings-on. We con­tented our­selves with gen­tly stroking our naked­ness and oc­ca­sion­ally fuck­ing, be­cause if I stroked Min long enough, she also wanted to fuck.  Min re­mem­bered many love af­fairs that she had ex­pe­ri­enced and she whis­pered to me about the mostly filthy plea­sures. Once she told me what hap­pened on the “Black Raven Moun­tain”, be­cause no one had dared to ven­ture into these moun­tains be­fore. She sat on the back of the dragon that Pyi had trans­formed into and they flew to the moun­tain at night at a low al­ti­tude. His mother and her sis­ters were al­ready wait­ing there; they had lit a fire near one of the many large stone slabs and were cook­ing a magic po­tion. Min had to lie naked on the stone slab, which strangely warmed up. The mother and sis­ters danced, sang and cer­e­mo­ni­ously said magic spells while Pyi sat a lit­tle way off and had to watch; men did not take part in this rit­ual. Min had to drink a large wooden mug of the brew; it tasted hor­ri­ble and spread great heat in her stom­ach and then through­out her body. Since Pyi had wished that she would get her hy­men back, the good witches put their hands on Min’s pussy.  She could lit­er­ally feel the hy­men be­ing re-formed. She knew how much Pyi en­joyed de­flow­er­ing her ev­ery year. Af­ter ini­tial dis­com­fort, she was now look­ing for­ward to this mo­ment. They flew back to the cave about two hours later, Min felt very com­fort­able in her re­newed body. Pyi let her turn 16, 17 and some­times 18 and re­newed her hy­men, be­cause he loved Min like no one else. 


Min told me on one of these peace­ful af­ter­noons spent ca­ress­ing how Pyi’s style of lec­tur­ing had changed over time. She had ac­com­pa­nied him for at least 70 years. For the first 40 years he let the girls ride him in a “re­verse cow­girl” style dur­ing the lec­ture. The cus­toms in the ru­ral ar­eas had al­ways been re­laxed and nat­u­ral. The girl sat on his cock with her back to him, usu­ally quite openly and bluntly. She leaned on his knees with her hands and bounced her ass up and down. In the small towns the girl stayed seated af­ter each of her or­gasms and rode him un­til his voice failed and he squirted his full load. In the vil­lages the cus­tom had de­vel­oped that af­ter her or­gasm the girl made way for the next girl, so that sev­eral girls rode him un­til he squirted.


But grad­u­ally the sit­u­a­tion changed.  Prud­ish peo­ple com­plained to the mayor that pure, dis­gust­ing lewd­ness was spread­ing un­der the pre­text of telling sto­ries. The sto­ry­teller let young girls fuck him in front of ev­ery­one, women and girls in the au­di­ence bla­tantly grabbed the cock of the man sit­ting next to them in the most lewd man­ner, and be­hind the last row of seats the dis­so­lute girls and women let them­selves be fucked one af­ter the other by the teenagers. For a few weeks the mayor sent his min­ions to the lec­tures to en­sure or­der and dis­ci­pline. Of course, the whole thing quickly fiz­zled out again, the mayor no longer wanted to cover the costs. So bad morals grad­u­ally came back into fash­ion. Men wanted to have their cocks rubbed by the un­known women sit­ting next to them and se­cretly squirt again and again.  The teenagers and ado­les­cents wanted to fuck one woman, one girl af­ter an­other in a row, back in the grass, to hell with the prud­ish peo­ple!


In the last 15 to 20 years, Pyi no longer wanted to squirt, heaven knows why. The girls could still sit on his cock back­wards, but no longer ride him. He reached un­der the girl’s skirt and mas­tur­bated her clit to or­gasm as of­ten as she wanted or could hold out. Min said that maybe he was feel­ing his age, but it was more likely that he no longer wanted to im­preg­nate such young girls. Min could un­der­stand that very well. 


I was al­lowed to see the dragon just once more and even fly be­hind Min sit­ting on its back. And that hap­pened like this. The men from the vil­lage re­ported to Pyi ev­ery day about the state of af­fairs. The main force of the Wu­dan Shan moun­tain rob­bers was about to over­run the chain of vil­lages and set­tle­ments that were on the edge of the en­chanted for­est. Pyi had a plan, a very sim­ple plan. We fol­lowed him to the river bank and he trans­formed into the dragon in an in­stant. Min climbed onto his back and helped me up. It felt al­most like be­ing on the back of a horse; you could feel the breath­ing an­i­mal with your ass and legs. The scales, the size of your palm, were as hard as stone; you had to find a place to sit and not drag your­self around. I held on to Min’s waist; she had grabbed two large scales. The dragon took off and I felt dizzy.  It rose and rose into the sky, I looked down in won­der at the en­chanted for­est and the river. We were per­haps 200 feet above the for­est, I saw the three small ponds and the clear­ings. What a sight!


I al­ready sus­pected where we were go­ing, to the rocks at the edge of the for­est. And in­deed, the dragon Pyi landed next to the rocks and left us be­hind. We climbed up the high­est rock, we saw the vil­lages and set­tle­ments lined up like a chain at the edge of the for­est. And we saw the great plain that stretched to the im­pe­rial city. The dragon flew low and slowly over the vil­lages to the cloud of dust in the south, the army of the rob­ber bands. It flew over the army at a safe height where ar­rows could not reach it. The trek came to a halt, ev­ery­one stared up at the mon­ster. The dragon flew back and forth sev­eral times along the trek so that ev­ery­one could see it.  The head of the trek was now about an hour away from the set­tle­ments. The dragon set­tled on a hill, clearly vis­i­ble. 


He screamed in a loud, thun­der­ous voice. “You mis­er­able worms, you are ap­proach­ing my ter­ri­tory, my prop­erty, the en­chanted for­est and the vil­lages over which I rule!” Dr Treck was frozen, they looked at the dragon, who flashed his preda­tory teeth. “Turn around or turn out into the great plain, I do not care. But as I have al­ready threat­ened your van­guard, I will burn and tear to pieces ev­ery one of you worms if you dare to come closer than 500 feet to my for­est, to my vil­lages!” The dragon’s ter­ri­ble voice died away, then he rose into the air and cir­cled around the head of the trek. His fly­ing move­ments caused the trek to turn away, they ac­tu­ally moved out into the great plain.  Here and there it landed next to the trek and, breath­ing fire, burned the ground, which they then did not dare to step on. The spec­ta­cle lasted all af­ter­noon and well into the night, when the camp­fires were lit and ev­ery­one set­tled down for the night.


The dragon picked us up in the mid­dle of the night and we flew back to the river bank on its back. In an in­stant Pyi trans­formed into the old man who threw on his cloak and went with us to the cave. Pyi smiled, “I’m glad that we didn’t have to fight, be­cause I’m ac­tu­ally too old and too ex­hausted to fight.” Pyi flew off ev­ery day as a dragon to ob­serve the trek. It was a huge mass that was threat­en­ingly on its way to the im­pe­rial city. For ten days the trek rolled past the vil­lages, only oc­ca­sion­ally did small groups dare to ride into the vil­lages and ex­tort food.  The dragon brought them within a hun­dred feet of home, then swooped down from the sky and burned the guys.


I must ad­mit that it did me a lot of good that Min had gen­tly forced me to fuck one of the cute girls be­fore break­fast. I soon knew them all, be­cause there wasn’t much choice, but the va­ri­ety was re­ally damn good for me. Cud­dling and fuck­ing with Min in the af­ter­noon, fuck­ing her at night and let­ting her fall asleep on my chest made me feel more mas­cu­line and stronger than ever be­fore. 


I will def­i­nitely re­turn home a dif­fer­ent per­son.


Pyi hadn’t given a lec­ture for two weeks, now he picked up speed again and gave two a week, like be­fore. Min could feel how much pain my heart was feel­ing as the date for my re­turn home ap­proached. I post­poned it day af­ter day, I couldn’t yet part with the sweet, lovely child-woman. yi grinned ma­li­ciously.  “Stay as long as you want, the bi­og­ra­phy can wait. And you wouldn’t be a bad son-in-law, Tshü!”


I knew full well that I couldn’t stay here. But how do I tell my cock that? 


Min knew about my in­ner strug­gle. She packed my things and went to the vil­lage to buy a rid­ing horse for me. She wouldn’t let me pay for it, “Pyi has a moun­tain of trea­sures, he’d be happy to in­vite you on it.” I was speech­less, and so was my cock. Min was cer­tainly just as sad as I was, she didn’t hide it. But she was prac­ti­cal and didn’t want to put off the in­evitable un­til dooms­day. We cried for hours in our fi­nal em­brace, then I sat up.  I had al­ready said goodT­shü to Pyi in the cave and promised him that I would send a copy on the newly de­vel­oped pa­per to the vil­lage chief.


I pressed my heels into the flanks of the good-na­tured horse. I couldn’t see the way be­cause of all the tears, but I kept look­ing around to where Min was stand­ing un­der the oak trees. She was also cry­ing like a dog, I could see and feel that. She grad­u­ally dis­ap­peared from my field of vi­sion and I looked ahead.


I would ar­rive home in about 35 days. 



● ● ●
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